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iPraise for False Self: The Life of Masud Khan


            “In this portrait, clinical psychologist Hopkins draws on thousands of letters and scores of interviews to bring to life a charismatic, cultured, brilliant, immature, and ultimately demented individual …. [This] thoroughly researched and well-written life is essential for psychotherapists and historians of the rise and decline of post-World War II psychoanalysis. Hopkins deftly handles a large treasure of material, including interviews with Khan’s colleagues, friends, patients, and wives.”

            —Library Journal

            “Hopkins offers an unnerving and sympathetic portrait of the enfant terrible of postwar British psychoanalysis and convincingly suggests that Khan suffered from undiagnosed bipolar disorder.”

            —Publishers Weekly

            “[Hopkins’s] biography goes far beyond relating Masud’s life. Her balance breathes fresh life into this Lear-like man who lost his kingdom, his wives, and his way while still staking out a claim to have shown analysis a new and much more intimate, much more loving, way to present itself …. An absorbing read.”

            —Republic of Letters

            “This scholarly, lucid book offers a balanced view of Khan’s rich and extremely problematic life and work. Linda Hopkins has done a masterful job of investigating the complexities of history and psychology.”

            — Joyce Slochower, Ph.D., A.B.P.P.,

author of Holding and Psychoanalysis and Psychoanalytic Collisions

            “I didn’t want this book to end. A hush fell with the last page, the hush of a shadow of life. I can’t thank Linda Hopkins enough for the truth of this book, the detailed care, the love of life that it reveals.”

            — Michael Eigen, Ph.D.,

author of The Sensitive Self, The Electrified Tightrope, and Lust

            ii“Linda Hopkins demonstrates how seamlessly threads of inspired genius and impaired living are woven together in the life of Masud Khan. While admirably empathic toward Khan’s vulnerability, she does not whitewash his accountability. There is so much to be learned from Hopkins’s labor of love, and we all owe her a debt of gratitude.”

            —Dodi Goldman, Ph.D., William Alanson White Foundation;

author, In Search of the Real: The Origins and Originality

of D.W. Winnicott

            “Sensible, intelligent, scrupulously researched, and clear as a bell. This is an important biography, for its reference points are the relevance and standing of psychoanalysis in today’s world, the crossroads between Western and Muslim culture, and ultimately the contemporary conflict between dramatic image and authentic life. Linda Hopkins has made an extraordinary and successful attempt to get Khan’s larger-than-life character into ordinary human proportions, where he becomes a flawed man living a flawed life.”

            —Bob Hinshelwood, Ph.D., professor,

Centre for Psychoanalytic Studies

at the University of Essex

            “Linda Hopkins paints a remarkable portrait not only of a pivotal individual, but of a cadre of professionals who had a major hand in shaping the psychoanalysis of then and now.”

            —Margaret Crastnopol, Ph.D.,

cofounder and faculty, Northwest Center

for Psychoanalysis, Seattle

            “False Self is a biographical gem, compelling, brilliant, and evocative. Dr. Hopkins provides us with a compassionate exploration of the depths of human suffering and frailties in the context of Masud Khan’s life, resonating deeply with our own souls and psyche.”

            — Purnima Mehta, M.D.
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         I started my research on Masud Khan almost thirty years ago with no idea that it would turn into a full-length biography. In these decades, my professional and personal lives have been greatly enhanced by the people who helped me. Now as I write Acknowledgments for the new edition of False Self, I am sad to see how many of these people are deceased. My memory of them and my gratitude remain intact.

         Three people in particular stand out: the French analyst Wladimir (“Wova”) Granoff (d. 2000), the California analyst Robert Rodman (d. 2004), and book publisher Harry Karnac (d. 2014). Granoff had been Khan’s “crucial friend” in the early 1960s prior to a major estrangement. Still, he had the grace and honesty to talk to me about the extreme pleasure he had in the friendship in the days when it was going well. We met in Paris several times in an era when e-mail was not yet popular and we exchanged many faxes. Right from the beginning, he trusted me and granted me access to his extensive correspondence with Khan. Bob Rodman was still working on his biography of Donald Winnicott (Winnicott: Life and Work, 2003) when we met and we went on to share substantial material concerning our separate and overlapping research subjects. Bob had unfailing energy and sensitivity to the nuances of life that kept me going through many difficult times. Harry Karnac originally had doubts about the importance of the work but after I won him over, he spoke with great generosity of his personal experience with Khan and Khan’s world. Then, wearing a very different hat, he guided me through the long process of dealing with various crises involving publication that I ultimately came to see as just part of the process. Harry and his wife, Ruth, were unflinching in their hospitality and their support. Karnac also put together the Bibliography, an impressive and time-consuming project.

         Prior to becoming a psychologist and a psychoanalyst, I had studied Arabic as an undergraduate at Brown University and then as a graduate student at the Johns Hopkins School of Advanced International Studies x (SAIS) in Washington, D.C. This educational experience got me interested in Islam and, after I changed careers, led me to investigate Khan’s writings. I got a Ph.D. in clinical psychology at Temple University in Philadelphia and became a certified analyst and then a training and supervising analyst at the Philadelphia School of Psychoanalysis. I studied Khan on my own in my student years. His work was never assigned and I heard his name spoken out loud only once, in a talk by Salman Akhtar, a Muslim analyst who practices in Philadelphia. My private study was greatly enhanced when I became a student at a school dedicated to the study of British object relations psychoanalysis, under the leadership of Jill and David Scharff. Currently known as the International Psychotherapy Institute (IPI) located in Bethesda, Maryland, it was then part of the Washington School of Psychoanalysis, in Washington, D.C. This was my first opportunity to learn from others about the British analytic world. The Scharffs (winners of the 2022 Sigourney Award) are masterful teachers who have fostered a lively and supportive community. They provided the opportunity to meet leading British analysts who came to the school as guest teachers. All the IPI faculty and students are deserving of acknowledgment and, in addition to the Scharffs, I am particularly grateful to Anna Innes, Michael Kaufman, Kent Ravenscroft, Michael Stadter, Charles Ashbach, and Frank Schwoeri. In the years after the first publication of False Self, I did a second analytic training at the Scharffs’ new analytic school, International Institute for Psychoanalytic Training (IIPT), another wonderful experience.

         Nothing had been written about Khan’s life when I started my work in 1993, but Judy Cooper’s short biography Speak of Me As I Am was published a few months after I started. Her description of the basic facts of Khan’s life was an invaluable resource. Whenever I started to doubt the value of another Khan biography, my friend Jane Widseth, a Haverford College psychologist who has studied at Tavistock, was unfailingly enthusiastic and encouraging. The American editors Michael Moskowitz and John Kerr also believed in the importance of my work. Over the years, I was supported further by Joseph Aguayo, James Anderson, Leon Balter, Phillip Bennett, Sandy Hershberg, Asher Keren-Zvi, George Moraitis, Paul Roazen, and Catherine Stuart, who invited me to speak to their organizations.

         Two people stand out for their capacity to always have an answer no matter what question I asked. Douglas Kirsner, an Australian scholar of xi psychoanalysis and author of Unfree Associations (2000), had studied overlapping material and helped me on many occasions at the same time as he became a good friend. David Cast, an art historian from Bryn Mawr, helped with a wide variety of questions ranging from the history of the Mongols to contemporary British politics.

         My agent, Georges Borchardt, educated me about publishing.

         I had four editors, all quite different. Sally Arteseros was my editor at a time when the book was twice as long as it is now. She was a sensitive critic and a patient tutor. My sister, Marsha Havens, a professional editor from Arizona, read the second full draft. Through her suggestions I learned things about language and sentence structure that I had never imagined not knowing. Finally, my Other Press editors, Rosemary Ahern and Stacy Hague, put the finishing touches onto the book. Rosemary read just a portion of the manuscript, but her feedback was right-on. Stacy read every word with care, and her comments had a major effect on the structure and content of the final manuscript. My assistant Elizabeth Larkin went far beyond the call of duty, completing many tasks to keep things on track. In Paris, Jacque and Jacqueline Lang generously offered their bilingual skills in French translations. Others who read sections of my work are Jay Greenberg, James Anderson, Peter Rudnytsky, David Mark, Noële Burton, Madeleine Page (d. 2003), Stuart Hockenberry, and Rick Webb.

         Paul Roazen (d. 2005) read my long manuscript with welcome enthusiasm before I started major cutting. My thinking about India was checked by Sanjay Nath and by Robert Nichols, a South Asian scholar from the University of Pennsylvania. South Asian scholar, Thomas Thornton, of the University of Maryland, provided helpful consultation as did Salman Akhtar who shared his thinking about the influence of Islam on Khan’s professional life. John Charlton (d. 1998) of Hogarth Press and Mark Paterson of Sigmund Freud Copyrights together with Paterson’s assistant, Tom Roberts, helped me to understand the extent of Khan’s editorial contributions to psychoanalysis. Boston analyst, David Mann, guided me through the current literature on addiction as did John Benson (d. 2018), a Philadelphia analyst. Leslie Johnson, a scholar of Russian literature as well as psychoanalysis, was a thoughtful and informed resource as I wrote about Khan’s delusions concerning Fyodor Dostoevsky’s The Idiot—a book that was one of my favorites when I read Russian literature as an undergraduate and also a favorite of Leslie. xii

         My access to Khan’s unpublished Work Books, a professional and personal (not clinical) diary, came about through collaboration and ultimately a friendship with Sybil Stoller (d. 2019) who gave me her copy of the Work Books. The Stoller copy of Khan’s Work Books is particularly valuable now because the Khan archives in London were destroyed in 2019, and I now have the only complete copy (the first third of the Work Books is being published by the re-organized Karnac Books in fall, 2022, having been edited by me together with New York City analyst Steven Kuchuck).

         Through Sybil I reconnected to J. Herbert Hamsher (d. 2016), my Temple University dissertation adviser. He lived in Los Angeles and was the longtime partner of Jonathan Stoller, one of Sybil’s sons. Herb had an almost magical quality of transmitting courage and energy and I was thrilled to get to know him again. Herb and Jonathan both read and critiqued major pieces of the manuscript.

         One of Khan’s London relatives (anonymous) told me about two relatives in Texas who might be willing to speak with me, and thus it was that I discovered Khalida Riaz Khan and her sister Fatima Ahmed. They are the daughters of Khan’s much older half-sister and, as children born at about the same time as Masud and his brother Tahir, they had a great deal to tell about Khan’s childhood. Khalida and her cousin Zubair Sadiqi read the chapters on India to check for accuracy and Khalida’s husband Riaz Khan (d. 2003) supplied me with details of Khan’s university life in Lahore.

         It was surprisingly easy to meet or communicate with the analysts and therapists whom I contacted for interviews. People who shared their personal knowledge of Khan in person, by phone or email include: In England: Bernard Barnett, Michael Brearley, Ron Britton, Patrick Casement, Judy Cooper, John Davis, Sadie Gillespie, Rosemary Gordon (d. 2012), R. H. Gosling, Kenneth Granville-Grossman (d. 2000), Jeremy Hazell, Robert Hinshelwood, James Hood, Judith Issroff, Marcus Johns, Brett Kahr, Pearl King (d. 2015), Gregorio Kohon, Lionel Kreeger (d. 2013), Peter Lomas, Marion Milner (d. 1998), Susie Orbach, John Padel (d. 1999), Gerald Phillips, Malcolm Pines (d. 2021), Eric Rayner (d. 2016), Charles Rycroft (d. 1998), Anne-Marie Sandler (d. 2018), Joseph Sandler (d. 1998), Hanna Segal (d. 2011), Harold Stewart (d. 2005), Ken Wright, and ten others who have chosen to remain anonymous. In France: Georges Allyn, Marie-Claude Fusco, André Green (d. 2012), Jean-Bertrand Pontalis (d. 2013), and Daniel Widlocher (d. 2021). In xiii the United States: Luise Eichenbaum, Eleanor Galenson, (d. 2011), John Gedo, Nasir Ilahi, Harriette Kaley, Charles Kaufman, Peter Kramer, Melvin Mandel, Werner Muensterberger (d. 2003), Leo Rangell (d. 2011), Johanna Krout Tabin, Robert Wallerstein, Milton Wexler (d. 2007), Earl Wittenberg, and Elizabeth Young-Bruehl (d. 2011). In other countries: Gisela Ammon from Germany; August Colmenares from Spain; Olaf Dahlia from Sweden; Andreas Giannakoulas from Italy (d. 2021); Max Hernandez, Saul Peña, and Elizabeth Kreimer from Peru; and Jeffrey Masson from New Zealand. The Canadians, Dean Eyre (d. 2007) and Peter Elder (d. 2020 in Wales), both met with me and corresponded at some length.

         Khan had many friends outside of the analytic world who were also very cooperative. One of the most important sources of material was Barrie Cooper (d. 2008), the analytically trained internist who was Khan’s private physician for many years. Barrie shared his deep understanding of Khan through comments and questions over the years of my work. Zoë Dominic (d. 2011) was a close friend to both Khan and his wife Svetlana Beriosova (d. 1998). In the course of many meetings, she shared her memories and her beautiful photographs, now owned by Dominic Photography. She also helped me to interview Svetlana shortly before she died, opening up the chance to get Svetlana’s permission to read her correspondence with Khan. Zoë also gave me access to her own private correspondence with Khan and, after Svetlana died, to Svetlana’s correspondence with her father, written in Russian. The noted set designer Tony Walton (d. 2022), Khan’s close friend in the early 1960s, had wonderful stories to tell and his positive energy was a constant inspiration. Tony was influential in helping me to arrange a long phone interview with his first wife, actress Julie Andrews, who had been Svetlana’s intimate friend in the 1960s. Henri Cartier-Bresson (d. 2004), who had been a close friend of both Khan and Svetlana, chose not to meet but he allowed me to purchase, at a reasonable price, several of his photographs of Khan and Svetlana.

         Other non-therapists who were part of Khan’s life and willing to share their knowledge of Khan in person, by phone, or by email were the following: In England: Jonathan Benson, Jill Duncan (archivist at the Institute of Psychoanalysis), Mary Drage Eyre, John Forrester, Maureen Harris, Anne Jameson Hutchinson, Anita Kermode, Frank Kermode (d. 2010), Anne Money-Coutts, Jane Shore Nicholas, Hilda Padel, Frances Partridge, Melanie Stanway Purnell, the actors Corin Redgrave and Lynn xivRedgrave (d. 2010), Ruth Rosen (who shared with me the unpublished autobiography of her deceased analyst husband Ismond), Lydia Smith (daughter of Martin James), Ted Lucie-Smith, and Joy Stewart. In France: Soula Aghion, Lucie Arnold, Paul Moor, and Babette Smirnoff Soria. In the United States: Jeanne Axler, Harold Bloom (d. 2019), Keith Botsford, Sybil Christopher, Hildi Greenson, Leslie Kayne, Gen LeRoy, Roger Stoller, Jonathan Stoller, and Earl Wittenberg. In other places: Nazir Ahmed of Pakistan, Björn Benkow of Sweden, Augusto Colmenares of Spain, Rina Eyre of Canada, Phyllis Grosskurth of Canada, Eugene Lerner of Italy, Hal Shaper of South Africa, and Sahabzada Yaqub Khan, who met with me for a very long day in New York City.

         Many people who had not known Khan helped me to understand the story. These include Morton Axelrod, Paul Benson, Robert Boynton (author of a long interview with Khan’s analysand Wynne Godley, d. 2010), Margaret Crastnopol, Michael Eigen, Lawrence Epstein, Michael Fisher, Gladys Foxe, Christopher Gelber (who provided valuable help with the Robert Stoller archives at UCLA), Raeland Gold, Dodi Goldman (a Winnicott scholar), Gladys Guarton, Cooper Hopkins, Joel Kanter (author of papers and a biography of Clare Winnicott), Richard Karmel, Jerome Kaka, Deborah Komins, Ed Levenson, Howard Levine, Peter Loewenberg, Frank Marotta, James McCarthy Purnima Mehta, Joan Ormont (d. 2018), Richard Pappenhausen (d. 2003), Prajna Parasher, Don Pippin, Irv Rosen, Marcia Rosen, Janet Sayers, Don Shapiro (d. 2020), Joyce Slochower (a Winnicott scholar), Stanley Spiegel, Charles Strozier (author of a biography of Heinz Kohut), Frank Summers (writer on object relations theory), Judith Vida, Roger Willoughby (himself the author of a Khan biography that also took thirteen years to write), David Wilson, and Irvin Yalom.

         Khan’s controversial behavior left a trail of conflicted people and as a result I had to deal with legal issues from the very beginning of my project. A few weeks before he died, Joseph Sandler put me in touch with Robert Tyson, who advised me on how to work with the International Psychoanalytical Association to clarify my right to use the Stoller copy of Khan’s Work Books. A grant funded by Marvin Sussman at The Union Institute helped pay for legal advice on international copyright law related to the Work Books. On matters straddling the areas of legality and ethics, I was greatly helped by the American analyst, Glen Gabbard, a man who is wise in many ways.

         xv After the biography was published (in 2006 and 2008), one of Khan’s relatives clarified an important point never mentioned to me by Khan’s other relatives, not written about in Cooper’s biography, the various Khan obituaries, or discussed by Khan himself. He told me that Khan’s mother Khursheed, who came to her marriage to Khan’s father as a fourth wife with two young children, had been previously married to a local man who died, leaving her a widow.

         Like Masud Khan, I have three “crucial friends.” Jane Widseth, Susan Mathes, and Karen Saeger were always present as I did the work.

         The current re-publication of False Self came about through Brett Kahr’s influence and his introduction to the newly re-established Karnac books. My contacts at Karnac have been encouraging, knowledgeable, reliable, and an overall delight. I owe special thanks to Christina Wipf Perry, Emily Wootton, and Liz Wilson. Catherine Ashmore at Dominic Photography helped me to re-purchase several of Zoë Dominic’s beautiful photos. My husband Lawrence Levner was not present when I wrote the book, but he has given me all kinds of help, including editorial advice, and for Larry I feel deep love and gratitude.

      

   


   
      
         
xvi
            PHOTOGRAPHS

         

         
            Plates

            1. Undated photo of Fazaldad Khan, Masud Khan’s father (circa 1846–1943), in military dress and wearing medals that were awarded by the British for service in the Indian Army.

            2. Masud Khan as a young boy, dressed in Western clothing for a formal picture, at the family home in The United Provinces of India (now Pakistan).

            3. Masud’s sister Mahmooda (1926–1942), standing in the back row, inherited her dark-skinned beauty from her mother Khursheed, who was Fazaldad’s fourth wife. Mahmooda is pictured here with a woman and other children from the extended family.

            4. Probably the first post-war International Psycho-Analytic Congress, held in Zurich in 1949. Masud attended as a guest through the influence of his analyst, John Rickman, and he was the only student at the Congress.

            5. Masud with analytic colleagues in the early 1950s. Charles Rycroft is second from the left and Marion Milner is on Masud’s right.

            6. Wedding photo of Masud’s first marriage in 1952. Jane Shore, the bride, wore an Indian karakuli cap matching that worn by her new husband, and she is joined in the car by Masud’s brother Tahir (1923–1983) and his Hindu girlfriend from India, Uma Vasudev.

            7. As newlyweds, Masud and Svetlana took a long lease at 3, Hans Crescent in fashionable Knightsbridge, London. Their neighbors were Michael Redgrave, Rachel Kempson, and their teenage children Vanessa, Lynn, and Corin. Photo by Rebecca Smith and Tara Stitchberry.

            8. In the late 1960s, Masud returned to his childhood passion for horseback riding when he bought a horse he named Solo and rode daily in Richmond Park, London.

            9. Svetlana Beriosova dancing the lead role in Swan Lake for the Royal Ballet in the early 1960s. Copyright © ZOË DOMINIC

            10. Masud and Svetlana Beriosova married in 1959. This photo shows them in Monte Carlo in 1965. Copyright © ZOË DOMINIC

            11. Mike Nichols, Rudolf Nureyev, and Julie Andrews at the Khan flat. The picture is from the early 1960s, in the period Masud called The Divine Years.

            12. Masud in the 1960s, with an ever-present cigarette dangling from his mouth. A decade later, he would be diagnosed with lung cancer.

            13. Masud and Svetlana holding Kalu, the much-loved household pet. Copyright © ZOË DOMINIC. Image copied from a polaroid

            14. Masud and Svetlana out to dinner with Robert and Sybil Stoller in the late 1960s.

            15. Masud and a longtime friend at dinner in the late 1970s or early 1980s, a period when Masud regularly dressed in his own variant of Eastern dress, often in black and silver.

            16. Masud in his flat at Palace Court looking thin and distant, from a period near the time of his death in 1989.

         

      

   


   
      
         
xvii
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

         

         There are undoubtedly parts of this biography which some people will question as being exaggerations or untruths. I am an American woman writing about a Muslim Pakistani man who lived in London, and my knowledge of Khan and his world is limited due to our differences. Furthermore, I have the disadvantage of writing about a person who regularly exaggerated and otherwise distorted the events of his own life. I have tried hard to exclude what I consider to be outright lies (usually these are from Khan’s final decade), and to report my sources of information. In cases where Khan was the sole informant, the reader is told that he is the only one reporting, and may have an opinion different from mine about the validity of the report. Some areas where I personally remain unsure about what to believe are: the details of Khan’s apparent admission to Oxford in 1947 and his subsequent acceptance into analytic training, the exact nature of his analytic contract with Winnicott in the period 1956–1966 (i.e., whether he had formal sessions five or six times a week for those ten years or whether the “coverage” was at times more casual), and the account of the crazed relationship with Yasmine during the Dostoevsky period. It is likely that new information will be revealed in years to come that will help other biographers to tell a more complete story.
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            No one can deny Masud’s talent. But it is also impossible to deny his sickness and his evil nature. When you have met someone like him, you know that the mind is not simple.

            André Green

            
                

            

            
                

            

            Much of what I have to say about Masud sounds critical and even derogatory. But it’s odd, because I feel, and have felt ever since he died, a great sense of loss as if a large part of the gaiety of life was extinguished in his death.

            Corin Redgrave
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            INTRODUCTION

         

         
            One cannot lie with one’s body; only with one’s mind

            Masud Khan1

         

         Masud Khan (1924–1989) always attracted attention, no matter where he was. In Northern India, as the youngest of nine living sons of a prominent Muslim landowner, he had been the adored “pet” in his extended family, where he was the token scholar. In London in the austere postwar years of the late 1940s, he was noticed in part because he was rich. At a time when the city was just beginning to recover from the trauma of World War II, he lived in an ancestral suite at the Savoy Hotel and had a chauffeur who drove him around the city in a Rolls-Royce. At age twenty-two, he spoke English fluently and was obviously well educated. And he was clearly an intellectual—in his first days in the city, he attended twenty-seven consecutive performances of King Lear. The British were not used to such an Indian, especially an unknown with no apparent connections.

         His physical presence was in itself impossible to ignore. He was tall—at least 6´2”—and thin, with a ramrod-straight military posture. The combination of dark skin, Oriental features, and thick black hair, which he wore swept to one side, was unusual and, in the West, he was regularly described as “beautiful” by men as well as women. People remember his deep resonant voice, and women in particular remember the attractiveness of his hands and feet.2 Only a small number of people observed that underneath the sweep of his hair on the right side, he had a severely deformed ear that was overly large and lacking in cartilage. The congenital disfiguration in a man so handsome reminded those who saw it of his complexity and added to their fascination. (A surgical repair in 1951 helped, but the ear was never normal.)

         In manner, he had a haughtiness that fooled people unless they understood that it masked a deeper shyness. His intelligence and wit were obvious and pleasing, and he had an intellectual air that most people xx found charming, with a lit cigarette constantly dangling from his mouth, ashes dropping unnoticed onto his clothes. At first, trying to fit in, he wore Western-style suits—with just a hint of differentness in his navy blue or black beret or a gray lambswool “Jinnah” cap, also called a karakuli. In later years, he dressed in Eastern-style robes or black collarless clothing with silver jewelry. Regardless of what he wore, he always looked exotic.3

         Khan came to London in October 1946, supposedly to study literature at Oxford—and to have a personal psychoanalysis, since he was a deeply disturbed young man. His homeland was in what is now Pakistan, but in 1946 he was technically an Indian, because Pakistan was born a year later, in 1947, when British Colonial India was split into India and Pakistan. In those first months in the West, while his own country was also headed toward a new identity, the shape of Khan’s future evolved in an unexpected way. He would leave Oxford almost immediately, moving to London to start his analysis and to enroll in the training program of the British Psycho-Analytical Society.

         The psychoanalytic movement flourished in the postwar years, and the handsome Indian would become such a leader that in 1976, the American analyst Erik Erikson exclaimed, “The future of analysis belongs to Khan!” He was by then a prolific writer, speaker, and editor as well as an innovative clinician. His lasting reputation was ensured by his writings—clinical and theoretical contributions in which he wrote openly about what he really did in the consulting room, in stark contrast to the formality and evasiveness of most analysts of his time. When he died in 1989, he left behind four books, three of them highly regarded and the last one scandalous: The Privacy of the Self (1974), Alienation in Perversions (1979), Hidden Selves (1983), and When Spring Comes: Awakenings in Clinical Psychoanalysis (1988; published as The Long Wait in the United States).

         In addition to Khan’s own significance, it is of great importance that he was the principal disciple of Donald Woods Winnicott (1896–1971), one of the most influential analysts since Freud. Khan referred to Winnicott as “the man who was destiny for me,” and Winnicott experienced Khan as the son he never had. It was a strange and almost unbelievable alliance, because the two men were a study in contrasts. Winnicott was a pixielike man who was raised in the proper world of the British middle class, in a home dominated by women.4 He complained that he had experienced such security that he had to search to find his “madness.” Khan grew xxi up with a patriarch father who sired fifteen children with three of his four wives—and his “madness” was barely in control on the best of days. Winnicott, who had twinkling blue eyes, liked to start his day by sliding down the banister of his staircase giving a cheery imitation of a clucking chicken, while Khan was, as one of his analysands said, “the kind of man who you just know would have a dagger in the next room.”5 The Winnicott–Khan connection is central to the story of Khan’s life in the West.

         Khan’s private life would match his professional living in its star quality. In London, his second marriage was to Svetlana Beriosova, a tall Russian beauty who was at the time of their marriage the number two ballerina with the Royal Ballet, about to become number one, after Margot Fonteyn’s planned retirement. Together, Beriosova and Khan created a salon where they entertained the major stars of the art world, including Michael Redgrave, Julie Andrews, and Rudolf Nureyev. The Khans invited these artists to their home along with the less well known but equally talented “greats” of the analytic world, creating a mix that was as lively as it was strange.

         What only his intimates knew was that Khan suffered all his life with depression and serious psychological problems. In mid-life, he began a long and unremitting fall from grace, struggling to survive the pain of divorce, the terror of a supposedly terminal cancer, and the ravages of alcoholism. He ended his life in disgrace, having been ejected from membership in his psychoanalytic group, the British Psycho-Analytical Society, as a consequence of inappropriate socializing with analysands as well as published writings that included a vicious anti-Semitic tirade. He died in 1989, just a few months after the society rejected him. Almost to the end of his life, however, he continued to write, and even the last book contains material that will live on.6

         Many people read Shakespeare and see their own lives mirrored, but not many people live life on a scale grand enough to match the fictional characters of the great tragedies. Khan did live such a life, a life that has a striking similarity to the fictional lives of his favorite characters: Shakespeare’s King Lear and Dostoevsky’s Prince Myshkin, from The Idiot. Whether it was Destiny (arranged in part by himself) or Fate (something totally outside of his control), he had a rise and fall as major as those of King Lear and Prince Myshkin, and he left behind, as they did, both inspiration and destruction. xxii

         As I proceed to track Khan’s life in more or less chronological order, it will become clear that no matter how much information is revealed, he remains something of a paradox. The British analyst Eric Rayner told me: “Masud’s soul came from the Devil and his writing came from the gods.” This biography is an attempt to show these sides of Khan, and other sides too, in the spirit of Khan’s clinical thinking, where he was firmly convinced that people have multiple incompatible selves that are all real. The way to understand a person, he said, was to “explicate the paradox,” not to try to resolve it, and indeed this idea is one of the major contributions made to psychoanalysis by Khan and by Winnicott.

         SOURCES OF MATERIAL

         It was surprisingly easy to find a great deal of unpublished material about Khan’s life, probably because he wanted to be written about posthumously. As he wrote in his diary, “In a strange way I am leaving behind materials which I hope someone will put together and that will constitute the verity of Masud Khan.”7

         Of all my sources, the most significant material came from Sybil Stoller, whose husband Robert (1924–1991) was a Los Angeles analyst and one of Khan’s best friends. When I first talked to Sybil on the telephone, she told me: “I’d be glad to tell you about my husband’s relationship to Masud.” I was ambivalent about making the trip to California because her words suggested that she did not have much to say, but some instinct told me to go. I knew that on the same trip I could look at the Khan–Robert Stoller correspondence, which is held in Stoller’s archives at UCLA.

         Sybil picked me up at the airport and drove me to her home in the Pacific Palisades. When I walked into her living room she waved at a pile of letters and manuscripts that was three-and-a-half-feet high and said, “This is my relationship with Masud.” It turned out that Sybil had had her own friendship with Khan, which included a correspondence with letters fifteen to twenty pages in length written to her over a period of twenty-plus years.

         And there was more to discover. Sybil did not tell me at first that she also had a complete copy of Khan’s unpublished Work Books, a 3,045-page personal and professional diary covering the years 1967 to 1980 (with patient information mostly excluded), which Khan had given to xxiii her and Robert over the years for safekeeping and possible publishing. Since the original Work Books are in an archive held by the International Psychoanalytical Association and frozen until the year 2039, I had not thought I would be able to read and use them. Then, on my third or fourth research trip to California, I was interviewing Roger Stoller, a son of Sybil and Robert, and I discovered that Roger’s twin, Jonathan, was involved in a long-term relationship with a psychologist named J. Herbert Hamsher. By strange coincidence, Herb happened to have been my beloved dissertation adviser at the graduate program in clinical psychology at Temple University. He and I had been out of touch for more than two decades, as he had left the Philadelphia area to start a new life with Jonathan in Aspen and in Los Angeles. The synchronicity of this connection surprised all of us, and it influenced Sybil to trust me with the Work Books. To a biographer, this “find” has been like a buried treasure.

         In addition to the Stoller correspondences, I had access to fourteen other relevant correspondences, all unpublished, nine of them from private collections. Since Khan’s preferred mode of intimacy was correspondence, these were invaluable. They cover the span of his entire Western life.

         I sought out the major people from Khan’s life and most of them agreed to talk with me, so another important resource was in-person interviews that I conducted in the years 1993 to 2004 in Europe, South America, Canada, and various cities in the United States. (Many of the people I interviewed are now deceased.) Very often, people first told me that they would have little to say about Khan—and then went on to speak at great length, surprising themselves with the extent and the intensity of their memories. To my astonishment, about half the men whom I interviewed cried at some point. And it became a common experience that seventy- and eighty-year-old women spoke with great pleasure, a sparkle in their eyes, about times when they were young and sexual and daring. This would have pleased Khan, who liked to provoke people to “come alive.”

         Quite a few of the interviewees have asked me to quote them anonymously, and all of the women who had personal and sexual relationships with Khan asked for a pseudonym. I will make note of a disguised identity the first time a person is mentioned, but after that, the name will appear as if it were the actual name, without quotes. The pseudonyms I use were chosen by the subjects, whenever they had a preference. In a few cases, identifying information has been altered, and xxiv those cases are noted in the text.

         In three cases, I had numerous lengthy interviews with people who, upon reflection, did not give me permission to use any information from the interview. Two of these people felt that they and their families had been harmed by Khan and that the retelling of their stories might do more harm; and the other had a different personal reason for opting out. The missing information is interesting and it would add to themes discussed by others, but it is not crucial to the story.

         
             

         

         The book is organized chronologically into nine parts, and five of these parts include separate chapters with transcripts of interviews with analysands and supervisees who describe Khan’s clinical work. I am grateful to these people for sharing their information, as it illustrates Khan’s clinical genius, as well as his gradual deterioration. The interviews are highly personal and, even though I am a practicing psychoanalyst, I will not make anything other than a superficial comment on the content. I do not want to second-guess my interviewees by assuming that I know more than they do about their own selves—so their words stand alone.
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            COLONIAL INDIA
(1924–1945)2
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            1.

            Early Years in Montgomery

         

         
            No matter how much I have translated it all into metaphor and myth, my childhood is still alive and real to me, and my feudal upbringing gives me any virtues I possess.

            Masud Khan1

         

         Masud Khan’s childhood home was in Montgomery (now Sahiwal), an area in the northwest part of the United Provinces of India known as the Punjab. The land had been conquered by the British in the latter half of the nineteenth century after a savage conflict in which Khan’s father and uncles were allied with the British.2 After the conquest, his family continued to maintain close military ties: of his eight half-brothers, seven would have celebrated careers in the Indian and then the Pakistani army. In the West, Khan claimed, probably accurately, that his was the first generation in which there had not been a murder. He told a friend: “In my country, life is very cheap. I could have men disposed of for a mere five hundred rupees—that is how we might deal with difficult situations. My people do not feel Judeo-Christian guilt: my people feel vengeance.”3

         As an adult, Khan was always aware of the powerful influence of his “savage” Eastern roots.4 In the West, he wrote:

         
            [I]n all honesty I have to confess that in some deep dark recesses of my soul I am still hankering after an ideal of heroism which is essentially miltaristic, impersonal and political. The taint of my ancestry. The victory of my imaginative-intellectual sentiments is not yet complete over this dark inheritance. [I have an] inner craving for heroic social battle and a dark fascination with war and soldiery …. That is perhaps why I live away from my country. Because in it I will eventually get seduced into action.5 4

         

         Khan’s father, Fazaldad, was a Shiite Muslim6 who was born a peasant. Because of their alliance with the British, he and his two brothers were richly rewarded, acquiring significant power and wealth. An old photograph shows a tall (6´5”), light-skinned, and handsome Fazaldad, proudly wearing military dress that includes two medals around his neck.7 Family legend has it that he received one of these for his bravery in carrying a wounded British general to safety in a battle in Mesopotamia.

         After the British conquest, Fazaldad’s name changed to Khan Bahadur Fazaldad Khan. “Khan” and “Bahadur” are terms of respect for people with power, not family names, and indeed Punjabis did not use family names until after the British came. Fazaldad’s descendants use Khan as their last name and it is a name that has become common in Pakistan. This group of Khans, however, is no ordinary family. The wealth accumulated by Fazaldad has been passed on to members of a large extended family, and his landholdings in several different locations in Pakistan, including Chakwal and Faisalabad (formerly Lyallpur), are still held by family members.

         As the Punjab settled into peacetime, Fazaldad switched from being a warrior to being a farmer. He specialized in breeding and selling horses that the British used in their army and for polo, and he became a self-taught horse veterinarian. He made his home in the remote countryside of Montgomery and he also owned land in other parts of Northern India. The social system was feudal, and the peasants who lived on his land were required to work for him.8

         Fazaldad, by the custom of his religion, was free to marry four times, and he did so.9 His initial marriage was to a first cousin, as was common. When she was unable to bear children, there was a divorce.

         His second wife, Badsha (d. 1955), was a Muslim from the Pathan tribe, a fair-skinned group that includes Hindus as well as Muslims.10 The couple had eight children together, four sons and four daughters. As a Pathan, Badsha did not share the Rajput tradition of contempt for females, and she made sure that her daughters were educated, albeit secretly. These daughters then encouraged their own daughters to be educated. Masud was especially close to Badsha’s granddaughters Khalida Khan and Fatima Ahmed, who were his age. “Uncle” Masud and his “nieces” played together as children and attended university together. These two women, both professionals living in the United States, are major sources of information about Khan’s early life.11

         5Amir Jan, Fazaldad’s third wife, was a courtesan who came to the marriage having already borne an illegitimate daughter.12 Fazaldad had started the relationship with her while Badsha, who was pregnant, was making an extended visit to her family. Badsha accepted Fazaldad’s new wife, even as the two women had children in overlapping years, and Amir Jan’s illegitimate daughter was allowed to stay with the family in a kind of nursemaid role. Amir Jan had four children, all sons, with Fazaldad. She died in the 1920s at a young age and Badsha then raised the sons.

         Fazaldad’s fourth marriage took place in 1923, when he was seventy-six years old—an age the family considered to be inappropriate for infatuation and sexuality. The new bride, Khursheed Begum, was a dark-skinned beauty, a dancer who at a very young age was already widowed and the mother of two young children, Salah ud din (1914–1979) and Qasim. [Note: This new information, from a close relative living in the US, was given to me after publication of the first edition of this book. It was not reported by other relatives, who had told me that Khursheed was a courtesan like Amir Jan and that Salah was her only child. Masud told many people that his mother was a seventeen-year-old courtesan when she married his father, but that age is impossible given Salah’s birth date of 1914. The definitive facts of the situation can only be checked if a scholar does research in Pakistan/India.]

         Fazaldad agreed to accept Khursheed’s children prior to the marriage, but later changed his mind, causing a family feud. Salah and Qasim went to live with Khursheed’s brother in Jhelum, a town about 100 miles north of her new home. Khursheed had grown up in Jhelum and her extended family still lived there. She would visit every year, always traveling alone.

         This marriage upset the family balance. Fazaldad’s oldest son, Akbar, took Badsha to live with him in Lahore, eighty-five miles away, an act that broke with the tradition of multiple wives and their children living together on the patriarch’s land.

         
             

         

         Khursheed and Fazaldad had three children in quick succession: Tahir (1923–1983), Masud (1924–1989), and Mahmooda (1926–1942). Masud was born in Jhelum, at his mother’s family home, on July 21, 1924. He was born with a defect known as an “elephant ear” or “cauliflower ear.” It was a deformed and oversized right ear, and it would remain a stigma all his life.13

         6Khan wrote about his childhood: “[L]ife was gloriously feudally phobic. Everything was really simple. No one travelled far or left. Relationships were direct and simple, even though often very violent. No one ever used boats, and planes were science-fiction to us. One’s farthest reaches were limited by the abilities and capacities of a horse.”14 As a toddler, he was adored by the servants: “I lived in a benignly autistic stance, closely and warmly environed by the servants. I was perpetually in their care & respected with deep affection in their holding presence.”15 But he was not a peaceful child. Chaudri Nazir Ahmed, whose father Mustaq Ahmed had been estate manager when Khan was young, reports that “from the very beginning” Khan was overly talkative.16 In a contrasting account, an anonymous friend remembers Khan saying that, as a boy, “he was autistic, enclosed in himself—he felt he existed in the midst of nothingness and he never fit in.”

         It appears that Khursheed devoted herself to her new husband. She regularly stayed in her bedroom until around 4 p.m., at which time she would emerge exquisitely made up and dressed with bracelets and jewels. Late in my research, I learned that there was a family secret: Khursheed may have been addicted to opium.17 This would explain her late rising and her remoteness. Fazaldad apparently had a secret bank account that was used to buy the illegal opium, and upon his death the bank account (and the responsibility) was transferred to Masud.

         As adults, Masud and Tahir joked about hearing their parents make love on hot nights, when the whole family would sleep outside on the terrace; they remembered their parents as having had a romantic sexual relationship.18 But the marriage was, from the perspective of others, tainted by Khursheed’s history. One of Khan’s Indian/Pakistani friends told me: “I think that when Masud was young, he was probably taunted for being the son of a courtesan. I mean, it was better that his parents were married, but it was still very bad. So that experience went into his soul and he carried not only a chip on his shoulder—he carried a rock.”19

         Despite his mother’s relative absence, Khan was close to her: “It was in my mother’s ambience and sentient presence in my early childhood that I evolved my sensibility.”20 According to Khalida Khan, Khursheed had a gentle disposition and rarely showed negative emotions. Masud was acutely sensitive to his mother’s feelings and two early traumatic experiences had a huge effect on him. The first occurred when he was four years old:

         
            7Living has never been natural to me, since I saw my mother in an epileptic seizure, at the age of four, convulsed, with a pathetic local doctor convinced she was going to die. She had just been delivered of a stillborn foetus. I stood crying and praying by her. Maids wanted to take me away, but I refused, and my father, normally a cruel and authoritative feudalist lord, ordered I be allowed to stay.

            My mother recovered. I do not remember the rest. But the gossip by the maids and sisters was that for three years I did not speak.21

         

         One wonders why Fazaldad would have allowed his son to witness such a scene. The fact that Masud developed the symptom of mutism afterward shows that it was overwhelming to him.22

         The second traumatic experience occurred when he was seven, when Khursheed went to visit her parents and Salah:

         
            This time, my mother betrayed a promise to me. She was going to … Jhelum and she promised to return in thirty days. My father didn’t believe that she would return when she said she would, but she made me her accomplice in believing her, and I convinced my father. On the twenty-ninth day, a telegram arrived, and she was delayed for fifteen more days. My mammoth and majestic father raved in panic like a child. For fifteen days he made the whole estate a living hell of barbarous cruelty, maudlin self-pity, and abusive threats of vengeance against my mother and her family. “I shall kill, kill, kill,” he kept shouting and whimpering.

            Mother did arrive on the fifteenth day. [But] I refused to drive to the railway station to receive her. When she reached the mansion, she sent for me. I went, but refused to greet her: very insolent indeed. She said, “You have not greeted me.” In the most lucid Urdu, I replied: “You have dishonoured my father and let me down.” She slapped my face—she, who had never slapped me, ever! I quietly said, “I will never speak to you again, unless you ask for me and order me.” I never did, to her dying day.23

         

         He was almost certainly exaggerating when he said that he never spoke to his mother again, but he did grow distant from his mother as he grew up. He experienced her as a simple woman prone to “anxious chatter” 8who could not keep up with him: “My mind as it evolved estranged me from my mother.”24

         Tahir seems to have been always in the shadow of his younger brother,25 while Masud had a closer relationship with his younger sister, Mahmooda. She was dark-skinned and beautiful like their mother, and she was much adored. Because she was brought up separately from the brothers for her first years, Masud only got to know her when she was four years old and began to come to the family meals. This was also a time when her father first began to see her regularly, and he made sure that she always had multiple gold bracelets to wear, bracelets being a status symbol in that world. Khalida Khan recalled Masud’s devotion to his sister:

         
            One Easter when we were visiting, Mahmooda had a pet bird that died, and she wanted to bury him using Islamic rites. Girls weren’t supposed to dig graves, so she asked Masud to do it. He agreed because he would do anything for her. We had a ceremony and we all cried.

         

         Masud had to fight hard and be very clever in order to earn his father’s recognition, as this story shows:

         
            My father hardly knew me when I was young. But a few days before my fourth birthday, my mother and the governess were talking with me about what to ask for as a birthday gift. I said, “Four million rupees.” They cajoled me to ask for less. So when my father came to ask me what I wanted, I said, “A penny.” He roared with laughter and produced it immediately. The women were disheartened that I had asked for so little. But later, when I was thirteen, my father handed his estate over to me and he said, “All this goes to you because you were content with a penny.” This is how I learned the importance of gestures.26

         

         Fazaldad marked the significance of his “discovery” of his four-year-old son by changing his name. Masud had been named Ibrahim at birth, but his father renamed him Mohammed Masud. Mohammed was the first name of all four sons born to Badsha, so this gesture may have been an attempt to integrate Masud into the larger family.27 Names were important, as in a story Khan told a Western friend:

         
            9When I was nine, I went for a short time to a school in Montgomery. A teacher called the roll; when my turn came, he asked me to tell my name. I did not answer. The question had never been asked of me before. He sent me home. I asked my esteemed father, “How do I answer someone who wants to know my name?” and he replied with asperity: “He who does not know your name will learn little from your telling it to him.”28

         

         Fazaldad’s favorite child at the time when Masud was born was Mohammed Baqar, a son born to Badsha. Baqar was an intellectual, different from his brothers, who all had military careers. He was a student at Oxford when he was killed in a motorcycle accident at age nineteen, in a family tragedy that still evokes sadness in his family. The accident occurred in 1923, a year before Masud was born. Over time, Fazaldad encouraged Masud to take Baqar’s place as the family intellectual.

         Mohammed Masud would become his father’s new favorite son. From the age of four, he accompanied Fazaldad as he conducted the business of the estate. When Fazaldad presided over the local court,29 Masud wore a velvet suit as he sat silently and listened. He was being groomed to take his father’s place.

         Masud remembered Fazaldad as “a gaunt, bleak, monumental presence, either utterly still or raging in wild temper.”30 The sons competed for his affection. Every day, they were required to line up and proceed in front of him and bow, with Masud always last, since he was the youngest.31 Masud was the only son never punished with a beating. Instead, Fazaldad controlled him verbally and with “sulks & restrictive & punitive gestures.”32 Even as a favored child, however, Masud suffered under his father’s high standards:

         
            I recall the long hard years of learning to ride and jump, under father’s vigilance, and not being praised for taking all the high fearful jumps on a seventeen hand horse—a very tall horse!—and my father at the end of some seventeen jumps in the ring not recognizing and endorsing the fact that a tiny tot of a boy (I was eleven then) had achieved the critical deed; instead he berated me for not being able to hold the horse still while he was talking to me. Of course, I had at the time burst into tears.33

         

         Some of Khan’s childhood stories include accounts of violence and 10sadism. Even if untrue, they carry an emotional truth that is worthy of consideration. The following stories were told to me anonymously by two of Khan’s female friends:

         
            Masud used to suffer at school because the other boys would taunt him about his large ear. One day he confided to his father that he was being bullied. Soon after that, a group of his father’s servants showed up at the school, and they buggered [i.e., sexually assaulted] the other children as Masud watched.

            Masud told me a story about a man who had raped a woman on the family estate. His father had the man hung upside down and he was beaten until he had a brain rupture or stroke. He was never okay after that. Masud told me this proudly, as an example of how his father cleared the estate of crime.

         

         Khan never criticized his father’s harsh style. He wrote, “[I was] nurtured by love and care, but apprenticed in cruelty and service,”34 and “I was brought up a much indulged child under an iron discipline, and the chief ideal presented to one was that one should spare oneself nothing. Both in terms of the good things in life and in terms of effort and application.”35 In considering writing a biography of Fazaldad, he said, “I know what I shall write: an epical, lyrical, metaphorical, simple biography of my father. I shall sing this man. It is not often that one meets a person whose whims have to be met and pampered because there is real dignity, virtue and affection in them.”36 An anonymous Western friend remembers that Khan idealized his father and talked about him “as if he were God.”

         But Robert Stoller, who knew more about Khan’s early history than any other Westerner, believed that Fazaldad’s extreme personality had been harmful: “[Fazaldad’s] love was so dangerous, conditional, and distant that Masud could use it only to sketch in stability—not ever to feel it as foundation. The father fed [Masud] a diet of love and humiliation, and that is a fiery mix.”37 Stoller thought that the young Khan had been traumatized by unprotected exposure to violent experiences. Khan himself hints at this, without providing details: “Yes, childhood is destiny. [Mine has] provided me with both the ferment and the sensibility that I am harvesting now [in adult life]. And also all the phobias and terrors that I shall never rid myself of.”38
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            2.

            A Feudal Upbringing

         

         
            The American analyst Karl Menninger asked me to describe my background. My simple answer: “Feudal, Sir!” “What does that mean, son?” “A loving, tyrannical father; vast space; peasants and horses!” This had us both at ease with each other.

            Masud Khan1

         

         In 1937, when Khan was twelve, Fazaldad moved his family to a country estate that he had built to serve as a horse-breeding facility as well as a homestead. Another reason for the move may have been that Fazaldad wanted his favorite son to have a separate estate, where sons from his earlier marriages would not interfere.2

         The estate, which was named Kot Fazaldad Khan (“Kot” means “home of”), was in the outskirts of Lyallpur (now Faisalabad), a town named after the English commissioner Mr. Lyle. It was a few hours’ drive from the larger city of Lahore, where Khalida and Fatima lived. Fazaldad and his brothers had been given land grants in the area and, over time, they became instigators of development in the entire region and owned most of the businesses in town.

         Kot Fazaldad Khan was built on a grand scale. The central mansion was surrounded by a huge walled courtyard. Outside the wall, there was space for horses and for cultivation, as well as a mud hut village where the peasants lived.3

         Khan hated the move. He felt it marked the end of his childhood.

         
            I recall vividly our father driving Tahir and me to the village in Lyallpur, which was just being built (it was April, 1937). I was hushed and quiet during the long car-trek across dirt roads. I knew 12my father was nervous about leaving me alone with my year-older brother Tahir, and my favourite servants from Montgomery. He stayed for four days to settle me in. We were temporarily living in the guest house; the mansion proper was still being built and the rest of the family were due to move in sometime in June or July.

            On the morning of the last day, just as my father was ready to leave for Montgomery, I complained of acute hernia pains in the right groin, and poor father had to take me back with him, via Lahore, where I was examined by a surgeon, who found nothing and advised rest. I could sense the dejection in my father all the way back, but he said not a word of complaint. Most unusual for a man of his intolerance of weakness of any sort in his children.

            It was my mother who was startled into enraged dismay and panic at seeing me back. She bluntly accused me of faking. I remember her contained but wild despair in remarking, “Now you will not inherit Lyallpur for sure!” I was crushed by her refusal and hurt disappointment in me. So much so that I convinced my father in two days that I was fit and wanted to join my brother, who must feel very alone and lonely. In spite of his misgivings, my father drove me back the same day …

            I don’t think I have ever felt at home in any space since then: certainly not in Lyallpur.4

         

         One of the biggest changes was that Kot Fazaldad Khan was close to a city, in contrast to the wild countryside of the Montgomery home, and as a result there was a strong British presence. Fazaldad and his family were accepted into British social life because of his horse breeding and veterinary skills. Khan wrote: “I recall vividly how, every Sunday, we would be sent by father to ride in the morning with our British neighbours; and then, in the evening, we would go with father to other friends’ estates to play croquet with the ‘ladies’ and their brood.”5 He was deeply impressed by the colonizers: “I [grew up] among the Imperial English of the Administration: civilians & militarists who were steeped in the lore of the Victorian self-image of ‘great men.’”6

         The British influence had also been present in Montgomery, although it was not part of everyday life. Field Marshall Lord Birdwood was, by 13 Khan’s account, his godfather. In 1931, Birdwood was retiring and he came for a final visit to the Khan estate. Aware of his godchild’s verbal precocity, he suggested that Fazaldad hire English-speaking teachers for Masud to prepare him for higher education in England rather than an army career. From that time on, Fazaldad hired British tutors to provide both Masud and Tahir with a private education. Prior to that, they had not been taught to read or write in any language.7

         One tutor, a man named P. I. Painter, had a huge impact:

         
            Early in my adolescence, Painter [was the] most crucial and pivotal formative influence in my life. As I grow older and become more myself, I realize with a sense of profound indebtedness how much I owe to him. He had studied at Oxford, where he was a favourite and devout student of the philosopher R. G. Collingwood. Then he was a high ranking Imperial Civil Service official who resigned on issues of philosophical and political differences over the Imperial policy of jurisprudence in India. He was loafing around idle when my father employed him to tutor me privately.8

         

         Guided by Painter, Khan abandoned an interest in Persian and Urdu poetry in order to immerse himself in the tragedies of Shakespeare, along with other great works of Western literature. Later he wrote: “If anyone wants to know the true matrix of my sensibility, he shall have to look to … the climate of these books that created that tension in me in the years 1940–1946 which actualised itself in my becoming an analyst and living the life I do in London.”9

         Through reading Shakespeare, Khan began to be psychologically reflective—that is, he learned to think about his thinking.10 In his world, this type of psychological development was almost nonexistent: “I grew up in a climate of relationships where affectivity was not spelt out into emotions of any complexity. It all stayed larval, intense, and reticently, as well as explosively, mute.”11 Shakespeare taught him how to put feelings into words, something he would not have learned elsewhere: “The question of how to interpret Shakespearean tragedy constituted one of the archetypal preoccupations of my adolescence.”12 Writing from Pakistan in a later year, Khan described the immensity of the contrast of East and West on this matter: “The persons around me here move in a sentient transparent physicality, and they are poetic as well as subtle of 14 sensibility—but they are not, in the European sense, psychological. Our culture could no more produce a Kafka than it could a Freud!”13

         Eastern and Western culture now existed in parallel in Khan’s mind, without blending or merging. He was fluent from childhood in five languages—Hindi, Urdu, Punjabi, Pashto, and English—but even before he moved to the West, his psychological and intellectual life developed almost exclusively in the English tradition. When he moved to London, the culture was already so familiar, so central to his very self, that he claimed he did not have culture shock. The huge influence of Painter and Western civilization is acknowledged in this quote from his Work Books, where he refers to the impact of his education in India: “Adolescence is destiny—the personal destiny as against the given destiny of infancy and childhood.”14

         
             

         

         In 1940, Khan lived at home as he attended Gout College in Lyallpur. There he met a Hindu girl with whom he had an adolescent love relationship that led to an enormous upheaval. The Punjab had a tradition of Hindu–Muslim cooperativeness, but that did not mean that Hindu and Muslim youth could freely date. Local politics was dominated by the Muslim League, which promoted a strong Muslim identity as part of the movement toward an independent Muslim state, so Khan’s relationship with the Hindu girl was provocative and potentially dangerous. His parents joined with his teachers in pressuring him to break up with the girl and, reluctantly, he did so.

         Within a few months, at age seventeen, he was severely depressed and suffering from anorexia, a rare symptom for a male. His father must have been quite alarmed, because he took the unusual step of having his son seen by a local psychotherapist. Khan’s symptoms got better, but the therapy did not touch deeper problems that had caused the symptoms. He later claimed that this early love experience left him unwilling to experience longing. He said that when he lost his girlfriend, he developed a “basic unappetite” that he masked for the rest of his life by overproductivity.15

         Psychologists generally believe that identity crisis and rebellion against parental norms are growth-promoting experiences in adolescence. Khan, however, did not feel that his brief revolt was helpful: “It was adolescence that hurtled me into militant and cussed autonomy, and the success of the venture alienated me from myself.”16 Later he would write that adolescence presents an opportunity to correct childhood psychopathology17—but this did not happen for him. 15

         He stifled his rebellion and convinced himself that his father in particular had handled the situation well: “My adolescence … made inordinate demands on my father’s generosity of spirit to meet its antics. Little wonder no-one has ever replaced my father in my inner life.”18 His already shaky relationship with his mother was never restored: “My mother and I got estranged during my adolescence: quietly and without conflict. We never found our way back to each other.”19

         
             

         

         In order to get away from the scandal that resulted from his relationship with the Hindu girl, Khan enrolled at University of the Punjab, in the nearby city of Lahore, where Tahir was already a student. There he received a B.A. (honors) and then an M.A. in English literature.20 Stimulated by the intellectual and social life of the university, he began to recover. Then two major tragedies occurred that would have enormous repercussions.

         The first tragedy was the unexpected death of his beloved sister. Mahmooda died on December 26, 1942, at age sixteen. Different stories are told about the cause of her death—an overdose of the new drug penicillin, typhoid fever, or a urinary tract infection that was untreated because the doctors were unwilling to catheterize a high-class Muslim girl.21 It was a huge loss for Khan, because he had adored his sister and she had adored him: “[Mahmooda] was my first and model love; we were utterly mutual and in trust.”22 “I taught her to dress fashionably, speak English and do mathematics. In short, I was her all-in-all.”23

         Then in 1943, just a few months later, Fazaldad died. One biographer24 suggests that Fazaldad died of a broken heart over the loss of his beloved daughter, but we have to remember that he was already ninety-six years old, a man who had been bedridden for several years due to circulatory problems secondary to diabetes.

         Khan was devastated. As an adult, he said that his father’s death was a turning point in his life because he lost the person who was his secure base: “With the death of my father in my teens, I was left with no expectancy of a traditioned discipline; I was instead impaled on the intensity of my own will and temperament.”25 He described Khalida Khan’s memory of him from this period:

         
            [Khalida] said that the family all thought I had no other existence but to live for my father. To them, it seemed I had dedicated myself to one man, and when he died, I had so arrogantly isolated myself 16 that I was like a person possessed with some dark mission in life. They were all frightened because I started living like a lunatic after my father’s death, with no real friends, only my servants, horses, eccentric snob dress habits, books, and haughty superior isolation. My subjective memories of the years 1943–1946 are of a youth confused, terrified and bewildered, inconsolable and bleak, who drew a sort of magical circle round himself and survived by isolation.26

         

         At the advice of Painter, Khan went into psychoanalytic therapy in Lahore with a psychiatrist named Dr. Latif. Latif had trained in London under Anna Freud, in a special shortened course of study that was set up for students coming from a great distance.27 He was known for being a helpful therapist, despite the fact that he was something of a “ladies’ man.”28 Khan felt helped by Latif and it was this experience that led him to conclude that he should seek a personal analysis in London.

         One consequence of Fazaldad’s death was that Masud and Tahir got to know their half-brother Salah, from Khursheed’s first marriage. Fazaldad had forbidden his presence on the estate, but now Khursheed brought him to live at Kot Fazaldad Khan. Salah, who was a town boy, not an aristocrat, regularly visited Masud and Tahir in Lahore, where he introduced his half-brothers to clubs and other social life. Khan later said that Salah saved him from being completely rustic.

         
             

         

         Throughout the ages, in all parts of the world, family secrets are publicly revealed when death leads to a redistribution of wealth. The victories and wounds at such a point are of enormous consequence to the living, since they are frozen in time and unchangeable—the deceased person being unavailable for further negotiation. Khan’s status of “favorite son” was confirmed for posterity in 1943, when Fazaldad died.

         Muslims living in India at that time were mostly of the Sunni branch. Their tradition, at that time and in that location, was to distribute wealth according to Islamic laws where a larger portion is divided equally among the sons and a smaller portion is divided equally among the daughters. Fazaldad, however, was a Shiite Muslim, not a Sunni, and in his tradition, sons received everything, with the eldest son getting half of the estate and the rest divided among the other sons.29 17

         Oddly, given his heritage, Fazaldad gave his youngest son a disproportionately large inheritance. Masud alone inherited his physical property—Kot Fazaldad Khan, as well as two other estates. Apparently the decision about inheritance had been made in 1937, when Fazaldad was influenced by a close friend, Nawab Sir Mehr Shah, to transfer the land and villages to Masud in a way that would supersede Islamic law.30

         The will was an extreme insult to Tahir because, as the older son, he should have either shared in the inheritance of land or received all of it. Fazaldad’s will did give Tahir a significant sum of money, but Masud got more. The only way in which Fazaldad followed tradition was by giving his wife and daughters nothing. Khursheed was now dependent on Masud for money and for the right to continue living at Kot Fazaldad Khan. Khan appreciated the inheritance, even though it created problems:

         
            As my father was dying, he reached out his feeble and trembling hand and said to me: “Sudi, I have given you the title, the estates, and money you will gawp at!” He died a few minutes later. What had he left me: the hatred of my half-brothers and sisters, and the deadly envy of my mother …31

         

         By 1946, Khan was experiencing major psychological problems for which he could not get effective help in India. Furthermore, he was living in a country that was on the verge of a dangerous struggle for independence. With feudal India about to disappear and his father gone, there was little reason to stay and at least some hope that he could make a life for himself in the world he was so familiar with from his reading. He decided to follow the advice of Lord Birdwood and go to Balliol College at Oxford to study “Modern Greats.”

         World War II had just ended, and it was difficult to get permission to leave. But Field Marshal Sir Archibald Wavell, an old friend of Fazaldad, intervened, according to Khan.32 He arranged for Khan to be one of the first Indians allowed to fly to England in the post-war years.18
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            PART 2

            EARLY YEARS IN LONDON
(1946–1959)20
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            3.

            A Misunderstanding

         

         
            Yes, Destiny is the summation of all those circumstances we pre-arrange unknowingly

            Masud Khan1

         

         In October 1946, Khan arrived at Oxford. At age twenty-two, he was alone in a totally new environment: “I [had brought] 37 suitcases of luggage, and was told that only one suitcase was allowed. So I put all the rest in the hotel opposite, which was fortunately available. I was shown my room. I had grown up in vast mansions, and here was this small attic room, with one small bed, a mirror, table, and no heating. I slept every night fully dressed in my clothes and overcoat; even so, I nearly froze to death.”2

         Prior to leaving India, he had written Dr. John Bowlby, training secretary of the British Psycho-Analytical Society (BPAS), to discuss arrangements for a personal analysis. Bowlby wrote back asking him to telephone upon his arrival. Thus it was that, immediately after settling in to his quarters at Oxford, Khan went to London. He checked into the Savoy, a luxury hotel, called Bowlby’s office, and was given an appointment for the next day at 11 a.m.3

         His life was about to be dramatically affected by a surprising mistake. Even though Khan had no background in medicine or psychology, Bowlby assumed that he was applying to become a candidate at the Institute of Psycho-Analysis, the part of the BPAS that handles the training and administrative activities. Thus Bowlby viewed their meeting as an admissions interview for the training program.4

         The situation was complicated by internal politics in the BPAS of which Khan had no knowledge. His tutor, P. I. Painter, had consulted the London analyst Margaret Lowenfeld, who was a friend, and Lowenfeld had recommended Dr. Edward Glover as Khan’s analyst. Khan had 22 addressed his letter to the training secretary of the BPAS, because that was an address he saw on an old copy of the International Journal of Psycho-Analysis (IJPA), and he asked that his letter be forwarded to Glover—but Bowlby kept it. Bowlby and Glover were on opposite sides of a feud that had led to Glover’s resignation from the BPAS in 1944.5 Had Bowlby sent the letter on, Khan presumably would have had a personal analysis with Glover while doing graduate work at Oxford. It is possible that Bowlby deliberately confused things, perhaps wanting to deprive Glover of a good referral or perhaps out of a desire to recruit an intelligent Indian for training at the BPAS.6

         Here is Khan’s description of the fateful meeting:

         
            I arrived at Bowlby’s office, immaculately dressed. Was surprised to see how shabbily everyone was dressed. I had no idea what the war years had done to the English. I had read about the war, and my brothers had fought in it, but I had no image of what it had done to people.

            I was told to go up a poky little staircase and sat in a dingy room. I was punctual, Bowlby was late. Some 20 minutes later a middle aged, redfaced, pug-nosed man wearing a crumpled tweed suit … [emerged and] introduced himself as Dr. Bowlby. He rather embarrassedly told me he was busy and could I wait till 12 o’clock and then he would see me. I asked for some book to read meantime as there was nothing but newspapers in the room. He showed surprise at this request but acquiesced.

            He arrived around 12:30 and I was peeved by now. He invited me to lunch … “We will make a dash for the restaurant, it is only round the corner,” Bowlby explained. It was drizzling so I said, “Why not use my car?” “You have a car, already?” “No Sir, I have hired one.” “You have a license?” “No Sir, I never drive myself.” He refused my chauffeur-driven Rolls and we walked our distance. I had by this time a distinct feeling that Dr. Bowlby thought he had a lunatic on his hands.

            We got into the restaurant and it was crowded. We squeezed in and sat in a corner at a table for two. A typed menu was presented where the choice was between mushroom omelette and roast 23 duck. Bowlby asked me what I would have and I replied: “You choose, Sir. I am your guest.”

            The food that arrived was simply awful. I ate a few mouthfuls politely. Alongside Bowlby made the most inane sort of conversation. Quite irrelevant and meaningless, punctuated by huge and heavy silences. When coffee was served, he asked me whether I had any references because I had sent one and it was customary to have two references. I didn’t quite understand and Bowlby explained ponderously that he needed the names of two persons whom he could write to and ask about me. I thought for a while and said the two people who would perhaps serve his purposes best were Field Marshal Lord Wavell, Governor General of India and Sir Bertrand Glancy, Governor of Punjab. Bowlby shuffled awkwardly and asked: “Do they know you personally?” “Yes Sir, very well indeed, and they also know the family well.” There was a most uncanny atmosphere following this little conversation.

            We gulped our coffees in silence. The day had cleared outside and Bowlby asked me if I would care to walk round Regent’s Park with him. I said: “I have no objections Sir.” When we got out he asked me: “Do you always address people as Sir?” and I replied: “No Sir, not the people. Only a gentleman if he is 20 years or more older than me, which I reckon you are, Sir!” In Regent’s Park he explained to me a great deal of the architecture and pointed out which flower was what. Utterly useless chatter. Then he became conscious I was getting bored so he asked: “Do you like flowers?” “Not as a rule, Sir! but I think all this is very pleasant.”

            By this time, it was nearly 3:30 and he said he must get back to the Clinic. On our way back he met a lady and started talking to her, completely ignoring my existence. Then turned to me and said: “Dr. [Sylvia] Payne, this is Mr. Khan from India. When can you see him?” Dr. Payne shook hands with me and smiled in a kindly generous way which made me feel at ease for the first time. She said she could see me at 5:50 p.m. the next day. And we parted. Bowlby explained to me that Dr. Payne was the President of the British Society. When we reached my car, he said he would walk 24 and I didn’t fuss. Just as he was about to leave he asked me: “Have you anyone particular in mind for your analyst?” “Yes Sir, Dr. Glover.” He replied rather too sharply: “That is not possible as he is no longer a member of the British Society—but you can discuss that in your interview with Dr. Payne tomorrow.”

            The whole episode left me confused, peeved and utterly disoriented. I had no clue as to what this man had been after. I went to my hotel. Changed. Had tea and slept. In the evening went and saw Sir Laurence Olivier in “King Lear” at the New Theatre and forgot all about my lunch with Dr. Bowlby for the time being.7

         

         In Khan’s account, the issue regarding his request for analysis was clarified and then resolved when Dr. Payne made a decision:

         
            When I arrived at Dr. Payne’s consultation room the next day I was a bundle of nerves: taut, stiff, awkward and pouring with sweat. My mouth was dry and my eyes staring with a mixture of terror and panic. Dr. Payne received me in a very gentle and courteous manner and asked me to sit down. She told me Dr. Bowlby had rung her about me. Then with a mirthful smile she asked: “Are you a good sportsman?” This immediately put me at ease and for the next hour I chattered away about my horses and riding and polo. She listened with keen interest and told me her husband had been a Cambridge Blue and so was her son. I knew she was a wise kind person and apologised: “I am sorry I have talked so much but I am very nervous.” To which she replied: “You can at least talk when you are nervous. Most people cannot utter a word.” This pleased me. She had a sense of humour. Now she started to ask me questions. At some point she asked me: “Whom have you loved most in your life?” I burst into tears; she came over, patted me on the head, offered me a glass of water. She then talked for another ten minutes and said it would be better if we met again the next day at the same time. I left feeling I had met a real person who had understood me. Just as I was leaving I said: “I didn’t answer your question, Dr. Payne. It was my father I loved most. He died in 1943.” “Oh! I am sorry!” she said. “No, my father was ripe for it, Dr. Payne. He was 96. Only I never thought he would ever die.” And I rushed away in nervous pain. 25

            Next day when I arrived at Dr. Payne’s I felt both confident and relaxed. She asked me about my education and I told her I had a B.A. (Hons.) degree in Political Science and an M.A. in English Literature. She then enquired about my plans and my answer was: my family wants me to go to Oxford and do Modern Greats and after that study for Barrister-at-Law and return home and be a politician. I told her that I had no intention of going back home to become a politician as we, the Feudalists, had had our day and what was to follow was corruption, demagogy and chaos. I was looking for a profession which would enable me to earn my living anywhere in the world. I would like to go to Oxford, as I was registered there, and do Law, perhaps International Law. But first of all I would like to have a good analysis. She asked me what I meant by “a good analysis.” I said I didn’t quite know. She then asked me what sort of an analyst I had in mind. I told her he or she must be English, well-bred, sensitive, kind, very patient and firm and well-read in literature. She was amused. She had, she said, given my situation a lot of thought and her suggestion was I should go to Miss Ella Sharpe for analysis. That Miss Sharpe was one of their best, most sensitive and experienced training analysts. She had talked to Miss Sharpe personally last night and Miss Sharpe was willing to take me on.

            She then produced a form and said, “I think you should apply to the Institute for training. I cannot promise they will accept you. You are very young. Anyhow, I shall strongly recommend you.” … There was a happy, kind, benevolent, protective look on her face when we shook hands to part and I had not felt so safe and cared-for since my father’s death.

            When I reached my room I wanted to celebrate but I knew no one. Then I felt very dismal suddenly. Got up, washed, changed and went and saw “King Lear” again. I was to see it for 27 … evenings that month.

            Ten days later Dr. Bowlby rang me and said I had been accepted and should contact Miss Sharpe. I started my analysis with Miss Sharpe on the 17th of October, 1946, as a candidate. It was also the third anniversary of my father’s death that day.8 26

         

         It is intriguing that Khan reports seeing twenty-seven performances of “King Lear” that first fall in London. Shakespeare’s tragedies were already a significant part of his life, so the play may have felt comfortably familiar. Furthermore, his current life situation resonated with major themes of the play, including the role of fate and destiny in a person’s life9 and the problematics of favoritism and betrayal in a family. He would reread King Lear throughout his life in the West.

         
             

         

         With his passion for literature and his superb analytic and writing skills, Khan would undoubtedly have made significant contributions to the field of literature had he pursued his original plan. However, an anonymous analyst commented that fate had been kind in directing him to a career in psychoanalysis: “Literature was Masud’s real milieu. He was totally enmeshed in it. But psychoanalysis was a necessary mistake for him, because it allowed him not to go even further inward to dissolve into psychosis. He needed the relationship to reality that psychoanalysis offers, and a literary career would not have had that.” Khan thought similarly: “The questions and curiosities that literature had engendered in me during my adolescent years of study could have been pursued sentiently only through clinical psychoanalysis. I needed Freud’s clinical space and method to actualize all the intellectual torment I had gathered inside myself: both subjectively and heuristically.”10

         An alternate view is that of the Kleinian analyst Hanna Segal. She comments on the difference between a therapeutic analysis, which is given to ordinary analysands who have psychological problems, and a training analysis provided for candidates who in theory are already fairly healthy. The therapeutic analysis goes deeper and is less intellectual. In the current structure of training, people sometimes have a therapeutic analysis first and then a training analysis, but in the 1940s, in England, a person was given one or the other—and Khan had a training analysis. Segal argues that he needed a therapeutic analysis, because he was so ill, and that it was a tragedy that he was accepted into analytic training: “Masud was a gifted man and very intuitive, in the way very sick people often are. I personally would have accepted him into analysis, even though I’m not sure that he was analyzable—but I would never have accepted him as a student.”

         
             

         

         Khan was not headed for a peaceful experience in the BPAS. He arrived just after the Extraordinary Meetings and the Controversial Discussions, 27 a series of heated theoretical debates held in 1943–1944. The complexity of the situation is described in several sources11 and goes beyond the scope of this book. However, a summary is necessary to give context to the analytic world that Khan had entered.

         Prior to World War II, there had been three large and thriving psychoanalytic societies, one located in Berlin, one in Vienna, and one in London. Each society had different theories and techniques, but they were cooperative rather than antagonistic.12

         Things began to change when Melanie Klein emigrated to London in 1926. Klein was welcomed by the British analysts, who were interested in her writing about early childhood and the role of hate and aggression in development. She became a member of the BPAS in 1927 and a training analyst in 1929. But an acrimonious relationship developed between the followers of Klein and the followers of Anna Freud in Vienna. Klein and Anna Freud both specialized in children and they disagreed on many theoretical and practical points. Furthermore, there was a personal rivalry as each struggled for recognition as the “true heir” to the ailing Sigmund Freud.

         The Anna Freud–Melanie Klein tension intensified on the London scene in 1933, when there was an influx of German analysts loyal to Anna Freud. The tension became even worse after the eminent British analyst Ernest Jones helped Sigmund Freud and his family, along with other Viennese analysts, move to London. All the refugees were given immediate membership in the BPAS, where the close contact of the Kleinians and the Anna Freudians ignited their rivalry.

         Eventually, there were three major groups in the BPAS. Those who adhered to Melanie Klein’s ideas became known as the A group. The followers of Anna Freud became the B group. And the original English analysts who refused to be designated as A or B became part of what was called the Middle Group (later known as the Independents). Most analytic societies faced with similar tensions split into separate groups, but the BPAS stayed united.13

         The rivalry of the three groups would be a constant backdrop to Khan’s analytic life. Initially, he had the advantage of not having been present during the Controversial Discussions, so that he had not needed to choose sides. His first contacts in London were with people who had been major players in all the subgroups.14 28
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            4.

            First Years of Training and Personal Life in the West

         

         
            I first met Masud in 1946. He was an immensely handsome young man with a charming wit. What he wanted most of all was to be accepted by the English.

            Sadie Gillespie, London analyst

         

         Since Khan was the kind of young man who comforted himself in a strange country by going to see King Lear at twenty-seven consecutive performances, Ella Sharpe, a scholar of Shakespeare, was a natural choice to be his analyst. In a letter to a colleague, she referred to the new Indian referral with pleasure, commenting on her “constant need … to shift out of ruts and see the world through other eyes than Western ones.”1

         Sharpe accepted the fundamentals of classical psychoanalysis but she focused on the creativity of her patients rather than their psychopathology. She believed that the analytic relationship was essentially a “serious dramatic play” and that the main goal of treatment was to help the patient get access to his or her “ordinary creativity.”2 Khan remembered: “Ella Sharpe used to say all analysts must be able to read AND ENJOY Alice in Wonderland!”3 Sharpe stretched her role to help him feel comfortable in a new country. She gave him a letter of introduction to the analysts Adrian and Karen Stephen (Adrian was Virginia Woolf’s brother) and by Khan’s report, he was invited to their at-home Sunday tea gatherings. Looking back at this early exposure to the world of Bloomsbury, he commented, “I was so young and naïve, my God!”4

         Charles Rycroft (1914–1998), a London analyst who would become one of the major creative thinkers of the 1960s, was one of Khan’s early friends and colleagues. He had also seen Sharpe for analysis, and he was critical of her work: “My analysis with Ella Sharpe never got anywhere 30 actually. [She] treated me as though I was a rare bird. I got the feeling that she’d never encountered anyone like me before.”5

         If Ella Sharpe thought Rycroft was “a rare bird,” she must have had similar thoughts about Khan. But, unlike Rycroft, Khan liked being watched over. Hanna Segal believes that, overall, Sharpe was helpful to him: “Ella Sharpe couldn’t have coped with Masud’s psychosis in those days, because it was only in later years that we understood how to work with that kind of pathology. But she didn’t collude with him the way the others did.” The analysis lasted only seven months because in 1947 Sharpe died suddenly of heart failure.

         
             

         

         While the Western world, including England, tried to return to normalcy after World War II, India was preparing for independence. Its Muslim and Hindu populations were at a boiling point of ethnic mistrust and hatred and, despite extreme efforts, Mahatma Gandhi and others did not succeed in forming a new government that would be accepted by both groups. Just after midnight on August 14, 1947, India split into a Muslim Pakistan and a secular but primarily Hindu India. Overnight, the India that Khan had left became Pakistan. Muslims fled north to Pakistan, and Hindus and Sikhs fled south to the new India, in the largest mass migrations in recorded history. Freedom was costly—the violence claimed well over a million lives. Khan’s immediate family was relatively safe because they lived in the country and because seven of Fazaldad’s sons were part of the new Pakistani Army. Two of these brothers were generals. As things turned out, Kot Fazaldad Khan was untouched.6

         Lacking Indian friends in London and trying to fit in, Khan did not talk to anyone about the death and confusing rebirth of his homeland. He would never have much of an interest in politics—he cared about individuals, not about large movements.7 His concern for what happened in India would be for the human suffering: “In my early years, I saw such body-misery, poverty and destitution of existence in the Hindu–Muslim culture of India, that I will never believe that a civilization is worth a bean if it does not look after the ordinary welfare of its citizens, no matter how excellent it is with the metaphysics of the soul.”8

         
             

         

         After Ella Sharpe’s death, Khan chose John Rickman to be his analyst. He had been impressed by a series of seminars Rickman gave at the Tavistock Clinic, and he may have been further influenced by Pearl King, 31 a classmate who was seeing Rickman for her training analysis. Rickman, who was a Quaker, had been one of the founders of the BPAS in 1919. He had also played a major role in helping Ernest Jones set up the IPA.

         Like Khan’s later mentor, Donald Winnicott, Rickman had sided with the Kleinians during the Controversial Discussions before becoming part of the Middle Group. In 1947, when Khan was beginning his analysis, Rickman was already shifting his allegiance. The Kleinians had been critical of Rickman’s thinking, claiming that his openness to considering the influence of the environment led to a watering down of analytic essentials. In 1948, Rickman made a formal break with the Kleinians after a “big row” with Melanie Klein.9 Pearl King told me that Michael Balint, who was chairman of the Education Committee, passed the information to both her and Khan that “your analyst is no longer a Kleinian.” That same year, Rickman was elected president of the BPAS, following Sylvia Payne’s presidency.

         Khan did his first clinical work at the Tavistock Clinic, which was then located in a dingy house on Beaumont Street. The clinic had been founded in 1920, and it became a popular training site after the war years, through the influence of Rickman, Wilfred Bion, and others. Candidates who saw patients at “The Tavi” were usually paid for their work, but Khan had to pay to work there, apparently because he had no prior clinical experience. He was allowed to join a group led by Bion and to attend Rickman’s seminar, and after some time he was referred several patients as training cases.

         He moved through the training requirements at a rapid pace, in part because he was financially secure and did not have to have an outside job. His first case, which began in October 1948, was supervised by Dr. John Kellnar.10 This case was terminated in June 1949 for unknown reasons, at the suggestion of the Training Committee, and he started a new first case, supervised this time by Melanie Klein. Then in October 1949, he started a second case, supervised by Anna Freud. (One implication of Rickman’s break from the Kleinians was that his analysands were now free to choose their supervisors from any of the three groups of training analysts.) By December 1950, Khan had been elected to associate membership, which meant that he could call himself an analyst. Starting in 1950, he added training to become a child analyst, and his supervisors for child work were Donald Winnicott, Marion Milner, and Clifford Scott. 32

         
             

         

         Khan admired Rickman: “The really great teacher I have known was an analyst called John Rickman. He was a Quaker by upbringing and his talks were like sermons; he dug deep into one’s sensibility.”11 Rickman’s Quaker traditions of hospitality, generosity, and respect for others reminded Khan of feudal traditions, and Khan contrasted Rickman’s style to what he experienced as the tactless crudity of many other analysts. Decades later, Khan repeated with admiration advice Rickman had given to his students: “You should never tell a patient something that you wouldn’t tell a guest in your sitting room.”12 The Quaker influence also facilitated Rickman’s ability to use silence effectively in his clinical work and Khan valued that.

         In many ways, Rickman was an ideal analyst for Khan. He was a strong male figure not only because he was important but also because he was physically large, like the men in Khan’s family. And he was a blunt-spoken man with good common sense who did not hide behind analytic jargon.13 Once, early in his training, Khan read an analytic paper that was critical of Mohammed, referring to his writings as “toilet paper.” He was so angry that he wanted to stop training, but Rickman persuaded him to stay.14 When Khan gave his first paper at the BPAS and almost fainted from anxiety, Rickman was kind and accepting.15

         As a firm believer in the importance of hard work, Rickman taught Khan to take his career seriously. The analyst Sadie Gillespie remembers Rickman telling her privately that he worried about his ability to do effective work with Khan because “How can you analyze a man who goes to Paris every weekend and has a servant to put his boots on in the morning and pull them off every night?” Rickman told Khan that if he lived on inherited income, he would never develop the skill and insight required to be an effective clinician. Khan promised that after he qualified as an analyst and could charge regular fees, he would stop drawing on his inheritance for living expenses, and from 1950 on, until he became seriously ill, he used his inherited money only for luxuries. He later wrote about that decision: “I grew up like royalty, but now I didn’t have money. [Rickman’s advice] almost killed me.”16

         Rickman went even further than Ella Sharpe in granting favors to Khan. Hanna Segal told me that Rickman used to have coffee with Khan after their analytic session at a restaurant where the next patient often saw them together: “It was torture for that patient.” Rickman invited his analysand to professional dinners at his house and took him as a guest to 33 the first postwar International Psychoanalytic Congress (IPAC), held in Zurich in 1949. Khan was, by his report, the only student at the Congress. Rickman also invited him to help edit the British Journal of Medical Psychology and the International Journal of Psycho-Analysis (IJPA) and showed him drafts of papers he was writing, asking for feedback. Khan later reported: “I did all my editorial apprenticeship with [Rickman].”17

         Khan never forgot or took for granted the mentors who helped him. But the special treatment by Sharpe and Rickman prevented him from having a full analysis. Analysis requires a bounded relationship where an analysand can freely make projections onto the analyst. “Outside” favors ruined the analytic space, and Khan knew this: “Each of [my analysts] helped and sustained me, without my being able to talk to any of them significantly about myself ever …. Ella Sharpe and Rickman never even suspected that what I said about myself was not me ever. It narrated events that had happened to me—no more!”18

         Rickman also influenced Khan negatively through the example of his writing practices. He had collaborated with the anthropologist Geoffrey Gorer in a book entitled The People of Great Russia, published in 1949. According to the psychoanalytic historian Paul Roazen: “Rickman ‘dramatized’ things [in the book] …. His examples were drawn from several individual instances, but they were only ‘dramatically true.’”19 The compounding of data to create a supposedly accurate figure, with no reference to the process, is a kind of “lie” for which Khan would be harshly criticized many years later.

         In 1951, Rickman died of a heart attack while sleeping under a mulberry tree in Regent’s Park. He was sixty-one years old. Khan had now lost two analysts to heart attacks. Harold Stewart, a British analyst who trained a few years after Khan, suggested to me that despite Rickman’s weaknesses as an analyst, this was a major loss: “It’s a great pity that John Rickman died. He would never have put up with Khan’s nonsense.”

         
             

         

         While in analysis with Rickman, Khan fell in love with Clara (pseudonym), an English woman who was a student in an evening program in child analysis at Anna Freud’s Hampstead Clinic. They started dating in 1947, and from 1949 to 1951 they were engaged.20 A classmate remembers that they were a striking couple: “Masud looked like Omar Sharif, with his dark skin and eyes so filled with expression. He had a tempestuous quality—he reminded me of Heathcliff. [Clara] was, in contrast, 34gentle, even ethereal, with delicate features, beautiful blue-green eyes and a luminous complexion.”21 But Clara’s family as well as the analysts of both Masud and Clara discouraged the marriage on the basis of their racial differences, and the engagement was called off.

         
             

         

         The story of Masud Khan is a story not just of one man, but of an entire community. In his new life in London, there were leaders and followers, friends and enemies. Everyone knew everyone else, there were regular meetings and people were excited about their work. In the post-World War II years, an extremely gifted generation of analysts was active. Wilfred Bion wrote to his wife, Francesca, describing his London colleagues in 1951: “There is one thing about the psycho-analytic world [in London]—we may all be freaks, but there are very few I meet who do not seem to me to be intelligent and interesting people.”22 As a much adored student and then a peer, Khan provoked, entertained, stimulated, and enraged his new family members. He had as large an impact on the British analysts as they had on him.

         But he was at the same time an outsider. Nobody I interviewed admitted to looking down on him for his ethnicity, but racial discrimination is often unconscious, and many people commented that “others” probably had trouble accepting him.23 As one colleague put it, “To the English, he was [always] from Pakistan.”24 A subtle but pervasive example of Western racism involved Khan’s very name. The “Kh” of “Khan” is a guttural “Xh” sound—but Westerners rarely pronounced it correctly and analysts as well as close friends regularly misspelled it as the usually Jewish K-A-H-N, something that never failed to upset Khan.25
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            5.

            Settling in and Starting Analysis with Winnicott

         

         
            I was a complete stranger in London, strange in my way of life, wayward and insufferably arrogant in my style of living …. I was isolated and I flaunted my aloneness as a superior and elected way of being. A great deal of it was bluff and both exhausting and painful for me. It was hellishly annoying for everyone, but—this being England—individuals are never extinguished; they are merely bullied through a persistent and cussed politeness and negation.

            Masud Khan1

            Winnicott is the analyst whose genius has been destiny for me.

            Masud Khan2

         

         John Rickman’s death opened up a new opportunity for Khan as he chose Donald Woods Winnicott (“DWW”) (1896–1971), the supervisor of his first child case, to be his next analyst. Winnicott is now an enormous figure in contemporary psychoanalysis, and there are many published texts describing his theoretical and clinical contributions. Khan himself would become an important source of information on Winnicott’s work.3

         He had been impressed by Winnicott in 1948 when he heard him give a lecture in his position as chairman of the Medical Section of the British Psychological Society: “This gnome of a being spoke with a clarity and conviction that allowed both for doubt and debate. From then on I was determined to find out more about him and his way of working.”4 Later, Winnicott allowed him to attend one of his child psychiatry consultation clinics at the Paddington Green Hospital where he used the children’s drawings to explain their problems to both the parents and the children.

         In 1951, the year Khan entered into analysis with him, Winnicott was 36 just beginning to develop his theory that the analysand’s interpersonal experience with the analyst could be as important as verbal understanding and interpretation. With this contribution, Winnicott would directly oppose his Kleinian peers as well as supporters of ego psychology, the dominant force in international psychoanalysis.5 Winnicott’s clinical work was consistent with his new thinking and Khan wrote about his significant skill:

         
            As I look back over some 20 years of working with Winnicott, what stands out vividly is his relaxed physicality and a lambent [i.e., radiant] concentration in his person. Winnicott listened with the whole of his body, and had keen unintrusive eyes that gazed at one with a mixture of unbelief and utter acceptance. A childlike spontaneity imbued his movements. Yet he could be so still, so very inheld and still. I have not met another analyst who was more inevitably himself. It was this quality of his inviolable me-ness that enabled him to be so many different persons to such diverse people. Each of us who has encountered him has his OWN Winnicott, and he never transgressed the other’s invention of him by any assertion of his own style of being. And yet he always stayed so inexorably Winnicott.6

         

         Prior to starting the analysis, Winnicott insisted that Khan have surgery on his deformed ear.7 It is remarkable that no one else had influenced him to do this, as the ear was extremely disfiguring. Winnicott’s intervention illustrates his belief that the “real” environment is as important as the transference relationship, and also his willingness to intervene outside of ordinary analytic boundaries. After the surgery, Khan’s ear was greatly reduced in size and, by wearing his hair long, he could easily hide it.

         Winnicott accepted and encouraged his analysands without excessive interpretation,8 and he focused on their strengths, as described by Khan: “DWW … knew and allowed for the margin of weakness and error in every human individual and he worked with the three percent that was creative and vital.”9 He did not try to analyze inconsistent parts of a person down to a single understanding, because he believed, as Khan would also, that people had multiple separate selves; a goal of personal development, in his thinking, was to know and accept irreconcilable differences within oneself. The thinking about multiple selves matched Khan’s personal 37 experience well: “My existence in Pakistan, as in London, is riddled with paradoxes. I coexist parallelly in multiple realities, external as well as internal.”10 Khan experienced their relationship, which lasted for twenty years in various forms, as a secure base in the West: “One of the most valuable contributions of DWW’s long protective care and coverage … has been that he has changed a catastrophic threat of loss of object into separation anxiety.”11

         Khan’s pathology included a tendency to be offensive and arrogant, attitudes that masked his insecurity. The bookstore owner Harry Karnac remembers meeting Masud and Tahir in 1951. They came into Karnac Books looking for first editions and made no attempt to hide their opinion that a first-rate bookseller should not be selling new books.12

         His closest friends in the early 1950s were people whom he met in his training—Charles Rycroft, Pearl King, James (“Jim”) Armstrong Harris (d. 1973), Barbara Woodhead, and Rosemary Gordon (a Jungian). King, Gordon, and Rycroft all told me that in those early years they were not bothered by Khan’s arrogance—in fact, they enjoyed it.

         Jim Harris was Khan’s very best friend. Harris was a physician who had been in general practice before training as an analyst. “He looked like a farmer,” according to his widow Maureen Harris, and his Harley Street practice owed some of its success to a down-to-earth style.13 Harris and Khan often met at Khan’s flat on Eaton Square to drink brandy and talk, and they traveled together on at least one vacation to Paris. Harris never could master theory, and Khan gave him special help with the theory section of his membership paper for the Society. Khan would later write that the relationship with Harris was one of only three in the West where he received back more than he gave.14 We do not know what Harris did for Khan to merit such high praise.

         Khan had a close intellectual collaboration as well as a friendship with Charles Rycroft, who was ten years older but only a few years ahead of him in training. Rycroft was a physician who held numerous offices at the BPAS during the 1950s and he is remembered for his innovative thinking about creativity and for being the analyst of the radical psychiatrist R. D. Laing, who became well known in the 1960s for his willingness to do analytic work with schizophrenics. Judy Cooper, Khan’s first biographer, remembers Khan telling her: “What was valuable to me about Rycroft in the 1950s was that we used to have lunch every day together and never say a word.” But Khan valued Rycroft’s insights as well as his silence: “Charles 38 has been the only person in my generation whose mind I respected and who has deeply influenced me and my thinking.”15 And Rycroft returned Khan’s admiration, telling me: “At one time I thought Masud was one of the few people worth talking to, very bright indeed.”

         Khan and his colleagues established the 1952 Club, a private group that promoted the presentation of informal psychoanalytic papers in a relaxed home setting. The Club was started by Khan, Harris, Woodhead, King, and Rycroft, and membership was by invitation only. The 1952 Club still exists.

         Charles Rycroft and Rosemary Gordon both told me about socializing in the early 1950s with Khan and his new girlfriend Jane Shore, who later became his wife.16 Shore was a ballet dancer at Sadler’s Wells Theater Ballet (which in 1957 became the Royal Ballet), and she came from a traditional English family. Her father was Bernard Shore, a famed viola player. “Jane was beautiful,” Rycroft told me, “and she had a sense of humor that Masud totally lacked.”

         
             

         

         Jane Shore, now in her seventies, is a short and strikingly pretty woman, with straight gray hair and lively eyes. In an interview, she was eager to tell me her experience of marriage to Khan and a subsequent breakdown. Her account provides a glimpse into their everyday life.

         The two first met in 1949 through the dancer/choreographer Hans Zullig (1914–1992),17 who brought Khan backstage at the ballet to make the introduction. Shore invited Khan to her twenty-first birthday party, shocking her conservative parents, and soon she was in love: “I fell under Masud’s spell very quickly. I thought he was wonderful and handsome. He seemed to know everything. As a dancer, I had met a lot of men, but so many of the men in the ballet world are homosexual and none of them ever made me feel in love. Masud did that for the first time. He sexually seduced me and I wanted nothing more than to marry him.”

         At the time of their marriage, Shore had already left the ballet world. By her own admission, she had not been a brilliant ballet dancer, and she contrasted her role as rat in Sleeping Beauty to the princess role in the same ballet danced by Svetlana Beriosova, Khan’s second wife. Shore had real talent, however, and she was now the principal dancer at the revue London Laughs, which was playing at the Strand Theatre.

         Khan and Shore got married at the Kensington Registry office on a Saturday in 1952. The bride and groom made a striking impression, as 39 is seen in a photograph where they sit in a car with Tahir and his Indian girlfriend Uma Vasudev. Shore is wearing a two-piece leopard print dress and Khan is in a suit from a designer named Felix; they are each wearing a gray wool karakuli cap, the Indian hat that was part of Khan’s everyday wardrobe. After lunch at the Ritz with Shore’s parents, there was a reception at her parents’ flat, a studio with skylights on Kensington High Street. There were one hundred guests, all Westerners except for Tahir and Uma. Shore’s parents tried hard to accept Khan, but there was noticeable tension about an interracial marriage.18

         The show had to go on at the Strand Theatre. On the night of the wedding, Shore performed twice in London Laughs, with Khan sitting in the front row. The director announced the marriage to the audience and put a spotlight on him. The next day, the couple left for a week-long honeymoon in Geneva, where they spent much of the time with Hans Zullig, who lived there.

         The newlyweds lived in a small basement flat in South Kensington that Khan had been renting for some time.19 He saw patients in the front room. Shore remembers that the space was dark, with no kitchen—only a kettle and a hot plate. They lived a modest life: “There was a restaurant nearby to which Masud and I went regularly and he would eat the same meal every day: veal schnitzel. At home he would cook a favorite pudding for himself, because he had a strong sweet tooth: he would boil a tin of condensed milk until it turned brown, and then he would eat it with a spoon.”

         The Khans’ next apartment was at 8 Harley Street, an impressive upper-class location just south of Regents Park, known for being the home of fashionable physicians. The flat had little prestige other than location, however; it was a small maisonette on the fourth and fifth floor with shabby furniture. There was no elevator and visitors had to climb up eighty-nine stairs, according to an analysand who walked up the stairs many times.20

         On Sundays the couple had a ritual of joining Khan’s analyst friends for tea at the elegant Grosvenor House on Park Lane. Shore never fit in and she experienced the conversation as vulgar: “The group was always talking about sex and masturbation and they would analyze to shreds everyone who wasn’t there.”

         When London Laughs closed, Shore became unemployed. The only opening she could find was as understudy to Rosalind in As You Like 40 It at Regents Park Theatre, but Khan would not allow her to take the position, which he considered to be too lowly. Neither would he allow her to collect “the dole,” compensation for her unemployment. She finally got a minor role in A Midsummer Night’s Dream.21 Against her wishes, she had to leave her new husband to tour with the play for four months in the United States. The change in her career status was especially disappointing because she had believed that Khan would be able to help her to become more of a star. It is probably accurate that Khan wanted to mentor her and that he too was disappointed with her career.

         From the beginning, Khan resisted Shore’s attempts to influence him. For example, he refused to bathe in the English manner. Instead, Shore told me, “he soaked himself in scent.” Khan called his bride “Bunnies” and was affectionate, but their sex life was disastrous. Shore remembers: “He either couldn’t or wouldn’t do foreplay: he said it was ‘against my principles.’ I had the impression that sex was just something that he felt you had to do. He often came to bed three hours or more after I had fallen asleep.”

         To Shore’s consternation, her husband approached food in a manner that was similar to the way he dealt with sex. He had a large appetite and he “gobbled” food, with no appreciation for the pleasures of a slow and drawn-out meal. He would eventually learn about eating and about sex from people who were connoisseurs in both areas: the French. But at this early time in the West, he had just begun to frequent Paris and he had no idea about how to charm a Western wife.

         The newlyweds were deeply unhappy from the beginning, and their relationship quickly deteriorated into bickering and negativity. After a few frustrated years, Khan started a secret affair with Beriosova, who was by then a major star. Shore was distraught when she discovered her husband’s infidelity: “I discovered that Masud was in love with Svetlana one terrible day in 1956. I remember leaning out of the window and seeing them kiss on the street below. I wanted to hurl a vase at them! It soon became obvious that Masud didn’t want me around any more.” Shore stole Khan’s green diary and read all about the affair—in her belief, he had left it out for her to find. Things got worse: “I became suicidal, but I didn’t have the courage to kill myself. I was pathetic, like a flat piece of jelly, a total wreck. I felt that I had no individual personality, only unhappiness, that I was nobody unless I was his spouse. I felt that I couldn’t live without him.”

         After Khan and Beriosova got together, there was no chance to restore the marriage.22 Khan pressured Shore to move in with her parents, but 41 she refused. When she seemed on the verge of a nervous breakdown, he insisted that she get help from Winnicott. Winnicott had no openings at the time but, at Khan’s urging, he agreed to see Shore in the hours that had been Khan’s, while Khan temporarily stopped his analysis and instead worked for Winnicott as an editorial assistant. Winnicott knew that he and Khan could work together in this manner because they had already collaborated on a book review published in 1953.23 After about a year, Winnicott apparently found the time to resume Khan’s analysis. The combined analytic and editing relationship continued until 1966, when the analysis ended, although it is likely that some, or even most, of these years involved what Winnicott called “research analysis,” where therapeutic “coverage” took the place of formal analytic hours24 (see Chapter 20).

         Eventually Shore was hospitalized in what she called “a looney bin”—Shenley Hospital in Hertfordshire. She was still able to see Winnicott for analysis, and she drove herself to the daily sessions. She would never return to 8 Harley Street.

         Shore’s analysis lasted for five years and she comments: “That referral was one good thing Masud gave me.”25 Her divorce was final in June 1958, and eventually she found another husband with whom she has “a long, happy, and fulfilling relationship.” She has had a successful career in dance administration for which she was awarded the O.B.E. (Officer of the Order of the British Empire) for “Services to Dance.”26 She is thankful that Khan ended the marriage: “I do believe that if I had stayed with him, I would have committed suicide. He used to write me letters after we separated, saying ‘You’ll be grateful one day!’ He was right.” Khan’s analysis with Winnicott went much deeper than his earlier analyses, although Jane Shore never got the benefit of his growth. In the decade of the 1950s, he was able to think about his personality problems, which suggests that he was open to change,27 and he was working hard in his sessions and in everyday living to understand and control his behavior.

         We get a sense of Khan’s struggle to manage his aggressiveness in two letters from 1957, written to Svetlana Beriosova prior to their marriage. He reflects on his misbehavior in a professional meeting where he had been overly critical:

         
            In the late evening I have done one of the typical aggressively over-sincerely critical Khan-acts, which, though I do not sense 42 them as such, are devastating in fact. I am feeling guilty, lonely and sad. My criticisms were just and true and yet I erred in the way and manner in which I voiced them. Jim Harris presented a case to our group and he hadn’t prepared it. It was a badly treated case and presented without any method or thinking. That really gets my goat. He is an able clinician, so all the more deplorable that he should present us such a mess at such length.

            And did I go for him. Coldly, acidly, point after point. I must have been really lethal because it pulled everyone up and the discussion was sober and thoughtful, and Harris was left obviously bewildered. Only in retrospect, when Harris had left early and it was pointed out to me that I had been very severe and harsh, did I realise the hurt I must have caused him ….

            And something clicked in me: I can see now that I suffer and have suffered from a curious delusion of sincerity. I never attack those I don’t care for. And so when I am critical I do not lose my affection, but that is not how the other party experiences it. I really molest savagely. I am going to watch my tongue in future.28

            I am gradually reaching a point of self awareness where the only conclusion I can draw is that for me to speak, say or write what I wish to express of my feelings and thoughts only hurts others and gets me nowhere. It is both sad and ironic that for over two decades I have tried desperately and over-anxiously to say what I feel and make sense of it, and haven’t got anywhere. Until now, I had always thought it was because others were dense, unintelligent, insensitive and unsympathetic, but I do not believe that any longer. The absoluteness, maturity and ripeness of your love, sympathy and compassion for me have convinced me beyond doubt that the fault and the failing are in me ….

            Somehow, though all this should be depressing and dismal, to me it is not so. So long as I know how things have become what they are, I can bear them and start anew. That is where I am right now, my beloved, but I am neither hopeless nor daunted, only sad at the waste of it.29 43

         

         Khan believed that his peers contributed to his problem when they backed off from confrontations that he thought would help him: “[I] feel that I only seek a dialogue. I do not think what I say is absolute. If it is challenged and corrected I am all too willing to see it. The pity is that everyone withdraws behind a quiet cold rejection and I am left holding an angry dissociated monologue.”30 It was a problem that plagued him throughout his life in the West. More than a decade later, in a letter to a colleague, he wrote: “Why are my friends so tenderly careful with me? I am not really all that fragile and I promise not to collapse if criticised! Please don’t spare me your incisive judgment. I need it.”31

         The overpoliteness of his peers might have been less of a problem for Khan if Winnicott had been willing to deal directly with Khan’s aggressiveness. But Winnicott regularly avoided confrontation and, over the years, he tolerated outrageous conduct by Khan, making no attempt to control it. Malcolm Pines, a younger peer, told me about meetings of the BPAS during the time when Winnicott was serving his first term as president, from 1956 to 1959: “Masud would sit halfway back in the room; sometimes he sat with Rycroft. Masud was very prominent; he would nearly always say something or ask something and he was always witty and brilliant. When Winnicott was chairing the meetings, Masud used to be quite rude to him, arrogant and challenging. Winnicott was always laid back, sometimes he would even go to sleep at those meetings. As students observing this, we [worried] that an analysand was attacking his analyst.” Khan hated Winnicott’s tendency to back off from confrontation: “DWW traumatised me by his public Christian masochistic humility: so phoney and yet so him.”32

         Another characteristic of the analysis was that, from the very beginning, Winnicott gave Khan special treatment, as had so many others. Charles Rycroft told me: “I remember thinking about Masud, ‘This is a man who needs to be treated as a human being, not as someone special.’”33 Winnicott placated Khan when he should have just continued the analysis. Winnicott’s highly unusual agreement to allow Shore to take Khan’s analytic hours was “a terrible mistake” according to Marion Milner (1900–1998).34 Khan had been deprived of treatment at a time of great stress, and, with the editing, he was given a status that compromised his experience as an analysand.35 44

         
             

         

         Khan qualified as a child analyst in 1952. Initial success had come easily. Rycroft told me that he and Khan were stars who enjoyed what Rycroft referred to as “meteoric careers” in the BPAS of the 1950s.36 Harold Stewart, who started training in 1956, told me that Khan was a “golden boy” in these years, and he added: “A ‘golden boy’ doesn’t have to work his way up. And once you do that to somebody, they are ruined.”

         But the easy success was mixed with some obstacles. Candidates for full membership had to present a paper to the entire Society at a scientific meeting, with voting conducted at a later business meeting. Khan read his paper twice before it was accepted in December 1954.37 The vote in 1954 was thirty-two in favor, and fifteen against. Anne-Marie Sandler, a contemporary British analyst, writes that he was turned down the first time for not disguising his case sufficiently.38 But Pearl King remembers things differently. She told me that the analytic community at that time was so small that it was almost impossible to read a paper without someone recognizing the patient and that Khan was turned down because he was “overly eager,” an attitude that the Kleinians did not like. King was so angry about the way Khan’s membership application had been treated that when she became secretary of the society in 1956, she successfully fought to change the system so that candidates read their papers to a group of twelve people on a membership panel, not to the whole society.

         Khan’s application to become a training analyst, the highest level of analytic recognition, was also delayed. He tried unsuccessfully three times (twice in 1955 and once in 1957) before he was finally approved in November 1959. The final application may have been successful only because Khan had an analysand who had been accepted for training, and the institute had the incentive of wanting to cooperate with that student’s request to keep seeing Khan for analysis. (It is standard analytic procedure that a candidate must be seen by an official training analyst.)

         Another setback was that several submissions to the IJPA were turned down. Years later, when he had access to the journal files, Khan discovered that the editor, Willi Hoffer, had not even read these submissions. The analyst/editor Joseph Sandler confirmed to me that Hoffer despised homosexuality, the topic of Khan’s papers, and would not have wanted the topic discussed in the IJPA. (Sandler added that Hoffer disliked Khan and used to mock him in private, referring to him as “Elephant-Ear.”)39 45

         But Khan had the obvious sponsorship of Winnicott and his overall career was extremely successful. In 1959, through recommendations from Sylvia Payne and Winnicott, he began doing editorial work for the IJPA under the guidance of the editor, John Sutherland. This position would be an important stepping stone in his career.

         
             

         

         Khan had several very intense friendships in the 1950s, in addition to the friendship with Jim Harris. Khan and Charles Rycroft became personally close after Jane Shore was hospitalized, because Rycroft then became Khan’s flatmate. (Rycroft lived in the flat but saw his patients elsewhere.) According to Khan, “[Rycroft] used to pay me 5 pounds a week for a room, linen, food, maid’s services, laundry, telephone, light, drinks, meals out, theatres, heating, cinemas, etc. and he always felt he was doing me an economic service.”40

         Rycroft told me that Khan was a difficult flatmate who suffered from significant anxiety and instability. He had terrible sleeping habits and he could not tell the difference between being anxious and being hungry. Rycroft experienced Khan as being so vulnerable that he had to control any expression of aggression lest he cause Khan to crumble. And he was extremely competitive. When Rycroft bought a new car, Khan immediately went out to buy his own new car. Once, during a discussion, Khan was amazed to find out that Rycroft took dreams seriously—Khan said he had never had a dream. The very next day, he started dreaming.41 Another irritation was that Khan sometimes stole small things, such as fountain pens.

         In the late 1950s, Khan’s best friend was Ismond Rosen (1924–1996), a Jewish analyst from South Africa who trained with Anna Freud at the Hampstead Clinic. Rosen spent half his time working as a sculptor of large stone works, for which he attained considerable renown. He was a highly regarded intellectual despite the fact that he was known to be a “mystic” who believed he had the capacity for extrasensory perception. He was firmly convinced that all coincidences in life had meaning; for example, if a person were driving and came to a red light, that meant that he should not continue going straight after the light turned green. In Rosen’s thinking, he and Khan were predestined to be friends, the proof being that he had been teased as a child in South Africa about his name, Ismond, with his friends calling him “Ishmael Mohamed”—this meant that he was a “Mohammedan” like Khan.42 Rosen’s mystical thinking was 46 never acceptable to Khan, but he greatly valued his friend’s intelligence, humor, and interest in the arts, and he was impressed by his eidetic imagery—Rosen had automatic and complete recall of verbal and visual events going back to his childhood.43

         Through Rosen, Khan became friendly with the Cassou family in Paris. Jean Cassou (1897–1986) was a poet and art critic who was chief conservator at the Musée d’Art Moderne (1945–1965). He tutored Khan in modern art and introduced him to the work of the Fauvist/Cubist painter Georges Braque, who became Khan’s favorite artist. With Cassou’s guidance, Khan purchased Braque lithographs that eventually became valuable. Cassou introduced him to other major artists such as Léger, Clavé, Richier, Calder, Bonnard, and Soulages—and to Aimé Maeght, owner and founder of the world-famous Galerie Maeght. The Galerie Maeght was an important center for the exhibition and selling of contemporary art and, in the years to come, Khan would be a regular visitor.

         Jane Shore remembers that the Cassous adored Khan and related to him as a favored son. Isabelle, their daughter, was especially fond of him—Shore remembers Isabelle saying: “It is so marvelous to be kissed by Masud Khan on New Year’s Eve.” Khan’s friendship with the Cassou family floundered in the late 1950s when the newly single Khan failed to have a romantic interest in Isabelle. The Cassous had no idea that he was already in a serious relationship with Beriosova.

         Another close friend in the 1950s was Harvey Kayne (d. 1974), a wealthy American builder from Baltimore who had an apartment in Paris. They met in Paris in the early 1950s, at La Bella, a bar near Place de Furstenburg that was owned by two American folksingers. An anonymous close friend told me: “Masud used to say, ‘If I ever had a love relationship with a man, it would be with Harvey Kayne.’” Leslie Kayne, who became Harvey’s wife in the 1960s, told me that she is almost certain that the two men never had a sexual relationship, but the friendship was obviously important to both. She remembered Khan’s intensity, which was a match for her husband’s: “Masud had remarkable insights—he could see through anything or anybody. And I always thought he was preparing himself for posterity. It was as if he was producing his life so that when he was dead there would be a play written or a movie made about him.”

         Through John Rickman, Khan became a friend of the cultural anthropologist Geoffrey Gorer (1905–1985).44 Gorer, a lifelong bachelor, socialized in the highest levels of London society and intellectual life. 47 He was friendly with George Orwell, W. H. Auden, Edith Sitwell, Ernst Kris, Vladimir Nabokov, Margaret Mead, and Lucian Freud. He liked to entertain on weekends at his country estate, a very special property located in Sussex that had been built in 1692. Gorer grew prize flowers on the grounds, and inside he had a large collection of modern paintings. Since Khan loved to mingle with the rich and famous, he was pleased to be part of Gorer’s social life.

         
             

         

         Khan returned to Pakistan only once in the decade of the 1950s, although he maintained contact with family and friends from Pakistan who were living in London or visiting. His closest connection was to Tahir, who had come to London in 1947 with Uma Vasudev, his Hindu girlfriend. Tahir never had professional success, although he trained as a barrister and then became a portrait photographer. After Vasudev returned to India,45 Tahir married a Jewish woman, with whom he had a daughter,46 and his relationship with Masud became strained. Khan also kept close ties to two boyhood friends, Jamil Nishtar, an international banker, and Ijaz Batalwi, a businessman. They lived in Pakistan and Khan saw them whenever they came to London on business. Khan’s single visit to Pakistan had occurred when he went by himself around the time of his marriage to Jane Shore. It is clear that he was trying hard to keep his Eastern and Western lives separate.47
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