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Are you tired? That would be an understatement, most of us realize.  Working with 
devastated clients and patients convinced they are broken beyond repair, hopelessly 
unlovable, worthless and good-for-nothing, humiliated beyond inclusion in human 
community, working with massive social injustices and climate crisis as our daily context, 
working always to recover from our own traumatic histories, we may feel underwater like 
some underqualified mortgage.   Non basta. It is not enough. I am not enough. My 
previous two books, Thinking for Clinicians and The Suffering Stranger, made available 
some resources from my chief intellectual traditions—philosophy and psychoanalysis—
for describing my psychotherapeutic sensibilities: emotional availability, compassion, a 
generous and inclusive kind of understanding, a vulnerability that allows the other to go 
first, that makes the other’s death more important than my own.  But these books left 
the struggling clinician, including their writer, in a painful gap between infinite 
responsibilities to the suffering others and the worker's all-too-finite human capacities.  
 
Each book tried to answer an appeal from psychotherapist colleagues. The first book, 
Thinking for Clinicians  (Orange, 2010) responded to clinicians who asked for help reading 
philosophy, using its concepts and questions to help them read psychoanalytic literature. 
Philosophers make me feel stupid, they said.  The Suffering Stranger (Orange, 2011) 
answered those who for many years requested a book on hermeneutics, the study of 
interpretation and understanding, for those who work with the devastated, with those 
whose suffering seems beyond meaning, the people you in this room serve every day.  
Now my colleagues have faced me with another question: how do we keep on, without 
falling over, keep living as our other’s keeper?   (Remember Cain’s insolent answer when 
asked: where is your brother Abel?”). 
 
 This query I cannot evade: what forms of responsibility plague all humanitarian workers, 
including clinicians, and how do we keep responding? What personal, spiritual, and 
communal resources nourish us as we try to keep responding and living humanly? Today 
let us attempt, in as dialogic a spirit as possible, to consider this question, but fair warning, 
we will find no general answers, instead ending with questions for each of us to engage.  
No formula emerges to fit each one’s need. 
How can anyone—clinician or humanitarian worker--continue to live an ethic that never 
allows us to say that we have done enough?  Besides training or formation, serious, deep, 
non-dogmatic, dialogic, and non-abusive; besides profound personal desire rooted in a 
sense of vocation as well as in relational history; beyond the ongoing intellectual and 
supportive resources of our professional communities; what do we need to keep 
responding, to keep working with the devastated?  Given our vulnerabilities to the 
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emotional hazards of humanitarian work, including the reality of traumatic contagion, 
given our human exposure to illness and aging, given our personal and human limitations, 
given the isolating character of much ethical, humanitarian, and therapeutic work, how 
do we go on healing, teaching, and restoring dignity to others? How can the practice of 
philosophy (in the ancient sense) support an “ethical turn” (Baraitser, 2008) in 
contemporary humanitarian and therapeutic work?  Claire Elise Katz explains that “this 
turn—to put the Other first—needs to become the guiding condition of our lives” (Katz, 
2013, p. 72). Emmanuel Levinas, she goes on, 

…describes this humility in terms of the one who has no time to turn back 
to self.  It is not a question of “denying “ the self—as in an asceticism, for 
the self is not yet of concern.  It is not the choice between me and the 
Other, for that choice is not yet possible.  Rather the self is turned toward 
the Other (pp. 72-73). 

I believe the practicing clinician or humanitarian, also a practicing philosopher, can 
internalize the crucial resources needed to nourish and sustain the kind of practice that 
clinical and humanitarian work in the best of our various traditions require.  The needed 
capacities and attitudes involve not only wisdom and compassion, but also vulnerability 
and fallibilism, courage and humility.  Given that we who serve, including clinicians, have 
human frailties, how are we to sustain the burdens, loneliness, and attacks?  Let us 
attempt a partial response to this question. 
To avoid abstractions, my books have chosen exemplary--though more-than-imperfect--
interlocutors.  Instead of talking about philosophy in general, we spoke with Martin 
Buber, Hans-Georg Gadamer, Maurice Merleau-Ponty, Ludwig Wittgenstein, and 
Emmanuel Levinas. (Don’t worry about all these names!).  To bring the hermeneutics of 
trust (this means giving others the benefit of the doubt) to life, we studied Sandor 
Ferenczi, D. W. Winnicott, Frieda Fromm-Reichmann, Heinz Kohut, and Bernard 
Brandchaft.  Along the way, however, something more personal has occurred, something 
that Sandra Buechler (1998), writing of the psychoanalyst’s experience of loneliness, calls 
the use of an “internal chorus.”  In her view,  

The internal chorus we bring into our offices every day must be of 
comfort, and must be sufficiently stimulating, to encourage the creative 
use of aloneness.  The feeling the chorus must give us is that whatever 
may go on today, with this particular patient, does not define us as 
analysts, for we have already been defined and have defined ourselves 
through our analytic identifications and identity formation.  We are not 
personally and professionally at stake with each new interaction with a 
patient (p. 111).  

So my internal chorus keeps me stable and responding to the other, even when I feel 
besieged, persecuted, exhausted, or in Winnicott’s (1975) words, in danger of retaliating 
(Winnicott & Institute of Psycho-analysis (Great Britain), 1975).   When we fail, as I have 
so often done, or when we lose a patient for reasons we only partially understand, my 
chorus helps me to resume my work with less self-recrimination than I could do without 
these voices. Similarly humanitarian workers persist in the face of starvation, disease, and 
violence.  Buechler continues: 
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With this foundation, we can experience aloneness with a patient as 
information, rather than as judgment. We can turn the aloneness over in 
our minds, wonder what it is about, become curious about it, see it as 
meaningful, as something to understand, but not as an obstacle or an 
indictment. An aloneness that doesn’t cost us a good connection with 
ourselves, with our chorus, or with the patient can be used creatively. 
  (p. 111).  

My favorite philosophers and psychoanalysts are all indispensible members of my 
internal1 chorus, upon whom I can call when needed.  They speak to me, separately and 
together, both to reproach and warn me—like the daimon of Socrates—and like Sandra 
Buechler’s supportive choristers, who remind me that my very being is not at stake in 
every session. My current songsters give me the further experience, not particularly 
comforting or comfortable, of “being enjoined as a reader,” as Jonathan Lear (2012, p. 
169) writes, to the responsibilities Simon Critchley calls “infinitely demanding.” (Critchley, 
2007).  My choir also includes people whose names few would recognize: my best 
teachers who helped me to imagine that women could be leaders but never became 
“names” themselves, my training analyst and two early supervisors who believed in me 
long before I had any sense of my own capacities, many unpretentious craftspeople, 
outside the clinical and humanitarian worlds, who work hard and faithfully at whatever 
they do.   
 
Each of us assembles our nourishing resources in whatever way we can: through 
meditation, imitation, through various forms of spiritual journeying.  For me, probably 
due to a discipline learned young in my convent years, my best path runs through a period 
of meditative reading, pursued daily and early in the day before other concerns crowd it 
out.  Each of the authors who appears in this book, and some of those in the previous 
two, can be read as objects as study, as dialogic interlocutors, and as spiritual guides.  
They help to form that inner ethical voice that Socrates called his daimon, keeping me 
prepared for the face and voice of the stranger to whom I am called to respond. 
 
Buechler (1998) appeals to the image of the long-distance runner.  In my younger years 
as a marathoner, I remember needing both to pace myself, and also to find internal and 
external resources to keep me going.  For me the idea and the reality of the internal 
chorus continue to develop.  Some members recede into the background, while others 
gain prominence and new voices arrive to inspire and challenge me.  Even during the 
writing of my newest book, some shifts have occurred, as I learned disappointing news 
of some figures I had long admired, and came to know and treasure others more.  Some 

                                                        
1 Readers familiar with my earlier resistence to dualism (Orange, 2002) may find the 
language of inner life, internalization, and internal chorus surprising.  Internalization 
provides the key, by which what has been external becomes personally owned, as if 
carried around internally, available and sustaining in times of trouble. Internalization, 
understood psychoanalytically (Loewald, 2000), explains the development of a 
spiritual life that is truly neither inside nor outside, but both. 
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come from within my professional world, and some from a larger cultural sphere, as I 
suspect they do for psychotherapists and humanitarian workers of all persuasions.  
Recently I have focused special attention on some chorus members from beyond my 
world of psychotherapy practiced in the psychoanalytic tradition.  They come into 
conversation with each other, often surprising me.  They have become characters in my 
internal dialogue, as in a work of fiction. But I suspect that you who engage your own 
internal choruses in conversation will also find both sustenance and revelations.  “Know 
thyself,” admonished the ancient Greeks. To know more intimately those who influence 
us, and whose voices nourish and support us—not only the so-called “bad objects”—can 
help to maintain the ethical response. Otherwise our work simply becomes too hard and 
lonely. 
 
First, however, why is our work so lonely, and why do we need this help so much?  Surely 
its traumatic origins make our work so demanding, within the situation of a “burning 
world” (Cushman, 2007; Richardson & Zeddies, 2004). Relying on recent work on 
testimony and realization, it becomes clear why working with the seriously traumatized 
demands so much from the clinician, requiring such internal choral resources to be 
endlessly nourished and replenished.  Without reviewing the scholarly and scientific 
trauma literature at length, we consider trauma, along with the condition of 
“traumatism” it evokes in calling forth ethical response, to make it clearer why such 
personal, communal, and spiritual resources become indispensible to clinical and 
humanitarian workers2.   
 
Let me tell you a story.  Several years ago, having encountered a disturbing error message 
on my computer, I called technical support.  The competent helper, whose accent I 
recognized as coming from India, managed in a half-hour or so to solve my problem.  
During a pause, I asked where he was located, and he named an area of southern India.  
“Were you close to the tsunami?” I asked.  “Oh yes, but we are all safe here, and all my 
family too, some of whom were much more exposed.  Thank you for asking.”  Then he 
began to repeat, almost singsong style, “It was so unexpected.  We didn’t expect it.  It was 
so unexpected. We didn’t expect it.”  We returned to our task, but as soon as there was 
another pause, the refrain returned.  “It was so unexpected.  We didn’t expect it. Thank 
you for your concern. Thank you for asking,” and so on.  Even when our task was 
successfully completed, it was difficult to end the call. 
 
This incident illustrates several aspects of the phenomenology of traumatic experience, 
with which all clinicians and humanitarian workers are familiar: emotional freezing, the 
violation of expectancy, the destruction of temporality, the need for witnessing, the 
selective disorganization of experience, and mourning.    
Let us assume that trauma is both event and experience.  Something terrible has 
occurred: an earthquake, a rape, the death of a child, torture, genocide, a cancer 

                                                        
2 Frank’s The Renewal of Generosity (2004) similarly provides philosophical and 
ethical resources for both patients and medical workers who face extreme and 
prolonged suffering. 
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diagnosis. Nothing can be as it was before, or can be trusted to be as we assumed it to 
be.  One’s world is just deranged (Stolorow, 2007), and even when gradually reorganized 
around the tornado’s devastation or the dictator’s dictates, this reality is always haunted 
by the sense that terrible things can happen at any moment.  The therapeutic witness, as 
Warren Poland has so clearly and eloquently written, is the one who “gets it,” and thus 
allows the patient to get it, exactly as my question to my computer consultant released 
his own traumatic experience (Poland, 2000). 
But the responder, without egoism, may also be traumatized. “What does it mean,” asks 
Simon Critchley (Critchley, 1999), “to think the meaning of the unconscious in terms of the 
traumatism of persecution?  What does it mean to think the subject—the subject of the 
unconscious—as trauma?” (p. 188).  
Notable in Poland’s description, and picked up in commentary by Alfred Margulies 
(Margulies, 2000), comes a move from reacting to the patient to responding to an other.  
Margulies writes: “In loosening the grip of a hermeneutics of suspicion, Poland is moving 
from trying to figure someone out toward trying to be with an Other” (p. 76). I would 
amend Margulies’ formulation slightly but perhaps importantly: Poland finds himself 
alongside the other. This may be the consequence of a more fundamental shift in attitude 
that he has already made: he often writes of working in the service of the patient.  But 
“trauma” and “persecution”? 
 
  The clinician, like other humanitarian workers, lives in a double asymmetry.  From a 
surface point of view, we have all the power in the clinical relationship.  We set the time, 
the place, the fee, and decide whether to see this troubled person or not.  On the other 
side, once we are involved, we are besieged and persecuted by the face of the Other, just 
as Emmanuel Lévinas wrote.  One expression he used for this condition of infinite 
responsibility, when we are so finite, was traumatism.   Critchley explains that for Levinas 
“my relation to the other is not some benign benevolence, compassionate care or respect 
for the other’s autonomy, but is the obsessive experience of a responsibility that 
persecutes me with its sheer weight” (Critchley, 2007), pp. 60-61.  “The ethical demand,” 
Critchley goes on, “ is a traumatic demand, it is something that comes from outside the 
subject from a heteronomous source, but which leaves imprint within the subject” (p. 61).  
The condition of the subject persecuted by pre-original responsibility, traumatism never 
ends.   
 
The ethical subject, the humanitarian subject, far from an expansive or agentic ego, is 
subjected, more passive than all passivity, persecuted, taken hostage, finds itself 
responsible for the other in a pre-original traumatism, ahead of time. This subject’s 
receptive capacity makes possible its relationship with the other as communication and 
transcendence before anything can be said. The ethical subject is constituted as a subject 
in an original traumatism, as subject of persecution and suffering.  You probably did not 
feel that you chose humanitarian work with refugees; the work, the needs, the suffering 
chose you 
. 
In psychoanalysis we are calling these understandings the “ethical turn.” (Just now I have 
written a small book about about how the ethical turn needs to wake up to the climate 
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crisis because it is devastating the world’s most vulnerable people, and surely 
contributing to the refugee crisis, as Judy Ryde has written before me). Now we 
humanists are reclaiming the ethical, right back to Socrates, as the crucial domain of 
philosophy, and asking whether it may not also be foundational to psychoanalysis. We 
see, for example the developmental ethics of personal responsibility in Hans Loewald’s 
psychoanalysis, and ask what is added by an ethics of hospitality (Orange, 2012), clinical 
generosity  (Butler, 2004; Corpt, 2009), vulnerability (Aron & Starr, 2012; Butler, 2004) 
with which so many of us have been trying to confront both the elitism of traditional 
psychoanalysis and the indifference to suffering people whom we seem unable to see and 
hear or to allow to disturb us.  Some will ask: why should I have to feel guilty all the time?  
Well, it depends on what we mean by “guilty” and by “ethics.”  
 
But this question explodes into the conversation as soon as I mention the ethical ideas of 
Dostoevsky (I am guilty/responsible of all and before all) and Emmanuel Levinas.  Aren’t 
they talking about Freud’s moral masochism? Putting the other first—won’t I lose myself? 
Aren’t we trying to help our patients past just such selflessness?  Historically masochism 
meant the unconscious desire to suffer for one’s sins of oedipal desire.  In the ethical turn 
we consider the constitution of the ethical subject, not as someone who wants to suffer, 
but as one willing to do it when faced with the suffering of others. I believe that surrender, 
in Emmanuel Ghent’s terms, to the ethical task is no automatic submission, no false 
selfhood, but what Winnicott called the “not less than everything.”  It’s not trivial. The 
ethical life acts by undergoing, for the other.  We answer Cain’s question: yes, I am my 
other’s keeper. 
 
Beginning to exemplify the “internal chorus,” I turn to historian of ancient philosophy 
Pierre Hadot, who showed clearly that for Socrates, Plato, the Stoics, and the Epicureans, 
philosophy was primarily a therapeutic way of life, practiced within a community of 
scholars, each of whose ethical theories intended to support each group’s chosen path.  
Hadot’s books have become daily companions in my chorus.  Together with A.A. Long 
(2002), who taught me to read Epictetus, Hadot opened for me the sense that one could 
live for the human community every day without so much worry about the results.  
Knowing that we are small in the universe, realizing that we are always preparing to die, 
differentiating between what belongs to us (our choices and attitudes) and what does not 
(fame, money, the choices and opinions of others, even health) liberates us from many 
worries.  Hadot’s own favorite, teacher of just these attitudes, Marcus Aurelius has been 
a longtime companion for me in times of trouble.  Hadot reminds us, quoting George 
Friedmann, that care for our spirits is not selfish or egoistic: 

“To take flight every day! At least for a moment, which may be brief, as 
long as it is intense. A “spiritual exercise” every day—either alone, or in 
the company of someone who also wishes to better himself.  Spiritual 
exercises. Step out of duration… Try to get rid of your passions, vanities, 
and the itch for talk about your own name, which sometimes burns you 
like a chronic disease. Avoid backbiting. Get rid of pity and hatred. Love 
all free human beings. Become eternal by transcending yourself. 



 7 

This work on yourself is necessary; this ambition justified. Lots of people let themselves 
be wholly absorbed by militant politics and the preparation for social revolution. Rare, 
much more rare, are they who, in order to prepare for the revolution, are willing to make 
themselves worthy of it. 

 
Next we go directly to hell.   The young Torino (Turin) chemist Primo Levi, determined 
that the immediate experience of those “drowned and saved” in Auschwitz be told and 
known, began writing his detailed “ghastly tale” on his lunch hours as soon as he was able 
to return to work after liberation.  His insistent voice for human dignity, always refusing 
equivocation and evasion, ultimately costing him his life, haunts and challenges me.  It 
accords with those of Dostoevsky and of Emmanuel Levinas, who insist that we never be 
indifferent to the death of the other.   
 
Other recent choristers have been Nelson Mandela and Dietrich Bonhoeffer.   Bonhoeffer, 
a Christian pastor who seems to have understood non-indifference to the fate of the other 
from a very young age, and lived it out to the end, was imprisoned and hanged for his part 
in the plot to assassinate Hitler.  His sense of community as crucial to the ethical or 
religious life made it all the more difficult for him to bear years of isolation in prison. 
Mandela, a revolutionary who grew into a world symbol of quiet human dignity, remained 
in prison twenty-seven years rather than compromise the full equality of his people.  
Nelson Mandela and Dietrich Bonhoeffer both, like Pierre Hadot, understood philosophy 
as a way of life. Each managed to do "spiritual exercises" in prison every day, and to 
develop personally for the service of the human community. 
 
 Dostoevsky’s Russia, alongside Jewish texts and phenomenology, formed the first of the 
three great influences on the ethics of Emmanuel Levinas.  I have now returned to the 
great masterpiece, The Brothers Karamazov--not in the depth it deserves, of course--but 
for some of what it contributes to my chorus. It is organized around Cain’s infamous 
question. (Of course each clinician or humanitarian worker must find, and assemble, and 
sort out her or his own choir.  No one can take mine. But for a related literary figure, one 
might choose Dickens, Dostoevsky’s favorite English novelist, for his similar ethical 
sensibilities and narrative capacities.  Or maybe Victor Hugo).  Dostoevsky’s lifelong love 
for the most destitute, his endless argument against all forms of philosophical egoism, 
together with his mantra: I am guilty/responsible for all and before all, and I more than 
all the others, inspires even now an ethics of responsibility for the other. 
 
Having allowed these voices to converge in me in my sixties, I begin my seventies with 
meditations on prophecy, and on humility, in particular, clinical humility.  From the 
Hebrew prophets through many of the texts read here to the prophetic phenomenology 
of Emmanuel Levinas, I have been learning to understand clinical and humanitarian work 
as prophetic word and action.  From such prophetic word, once heard, there is no turning 
away, only attempting to hear better, to respond even before fully hearing.  But because 
the call comes from infinity to finite me, vulnerability and repeated failure require many 
kinds of humility, of surrender to fallibility, to aging, to the other.  Authenticity, self-
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definition, my place in the sun become unimportant; instead, unobtrusively, comes a life 
lived for the other. 
 
You will already have noticed something particular in this account: these choristers are 
my special people. They had serious flaws, just as I do: Dostoevsky was a gambler and an 
anti-Semite (this did not keep Levinas from adoring his work); Bonhoeffer’s attitudes 
toward women and marriage were ante-diluvian, to my mind, and though he died for his 
efforts to interrupt the Holocaust, he still believed Jews were less-evolved Christians; 
Mandela’s personal courage and statesmanship outstripped his treatment of family, 
even in his own view; Levinas thought Europe the center of the universe, and made 
problematic use of gender concepts in his theorizing. Like them I have biases that only 
others can see, though I keep trying to see better by listening with my remaining ear, 
and by reading my critics.  
 
My love for languages—so crucial, and probably also challenging in your work-- has 
probably attuned me to some members of my chorus: to Primo Levi’s Italian, to Levinas’s, 
Merleau-Ponty’s and Hadot’s French, to the German of Freud, Gadamer, Wittgenstein, 
Bonhoeffer, Loewald, and Bach.  Almost before I could speak English, I was hearing the 
church Latin still returning to me in Gregorian chant, and in the music of Bach.  It has only 
recently struck me that the central and most stunning incident in Levi’s book of testimony, 
If This is a Man, comes when his French companion in Auschwitz has asked him to teach 
him Italian, and Levi begins explaining Dante to him. A young Frenchman Jean, known to 
the commando as the Pikolo, was designated to walk the hour’s distance each day to get 
the soup at noon for the prisoners.  For a few days Levi, appointed to help him, took 
advantage of the chance for conversation and lighter work.  Jean wanted to learn Italian, 
so Levi—having been required as a child to memorize much of Dante’s Commedia, began 
one day to recite Canto Twenty-Six from the Inferno, the story of Odysseus’s return home, 
explaining it in French and Italian to his young companion.  Suddenly he dredged up the 
words:  

Considerate la vostra semenza: 
Fatti non foste a viver come bruti, 

Ma per seguir virtute e conoscenza. 
 

(Think of your breed: 
You were not made to live like brutes, 

But to pursue excellence and knowledge). 
Ulysses in Dante’s Inferno, Canto XXVI 

 
“As if I was hearing it for the first time: like blast of a trumpet, like the voice of God.  For 
the moment I forget who I am and where I am”  (113). 
 
This stunning story could occupy us all day; my point here is that for me languages, and 
my fascination with them, have been an ongoing internal resource. Languages link us not 
only to others, but also to their very otherness. Studying languages constantly diminishes 
any remaining sense of my self-centrality. You will find other such nourishing reserves. 
My unifying theme is ethics, not the social contract ethics envisioning a plurality of 
independent individuals negotiating rights, duties and properties, but the radical pre-
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primoridial ethics of infinite responsibility to the other person (Levinas, 1979; 1998).  
Clinicians and humanitarian workers need internal and external support because their 
work demands courageous ethical response every day, and never lets up.  For an easier 
life, these would be irrelevant, a waste of time, or at least less indispensible.  
 
This work now addresses younger and mid-journey clinicians from an aging view.  To shift 
into more familiar psychoanalytic language, it speaks of internalizing the voices and 
example of those we need to hold us if we are to do this work over many years. It lets you 
know some of those whom, in my later years, I have deeply admired.  All these people, I 
repeat, had major flaws.  All bore sorrows.  One died by suicide, one by hanging.  Most 
spent extended time in prison or prison camps, and all suffered multiple and serious 
personal losses.  Still, all managed to contribute something significant to human culture, 
and their voices have interwoven to support me in ways I would describe if time 
permitted. Most of them also rightly cause me significant discomfort.  In particular, they 
charge me with the problem of my love for the riches of European culture—in particular, 
German culture—the site of the most calculated massacre in recorded history of another 
people with whom I have also come to feel deeply identified. So my choristers support 
me and comfort me, but also keep me worried. 
 
My mentors do not impose on me the obligation of surviving in a particular way, or even 
of surviving.  Indeed pulling them together has itself has been a humbling experience: 
learning both that I had undervalued some who have influenced me, and overvalued 
others, as in the case of Bonhoeffer.  As Simon Critchley writes, “The fabrication of a book 
is like the growth of a cancer, where a cell departs from its usual metabolism, connecting 
with and infecting other cells, interconnecting to form the sentences on a page” 
(Critchley, 1999), p. 33. This dark metaphor describes for me the gradual emergence of a 
complex ethical accusation, infection, and persecution you will find interwoven in the 
pages of my new book, a syndrome I could not see when I set out.  What I do hear clearly 
from all my choristers is the responsibility to live for the other, not for myself.  Ironically, 
their very insistent conviction sustains me.   
 
Though Sandra Buechler’s “internal chorus” inspires this newer work, those whom I read 
for sustenance do not always comfort, as Franz Kafka wrote to his friend Oskar Pollak: 

I think we ought to read only books that bite and sting us.  If the book we 
are reading doesn’t shake us awake like a blow on the skull, why bother 
reading it in first place…what we need are books that hit us like almost 
painful misfortune, like the death of someone we loved more than we 
love ourselves, that make us feel as though we had been banished to the 
woods, far from any human presence, like a suicide.  A book must be the 
axe for the frozen sea within us…(quoted in Malone, 2003, pp. 117-118). 

Though my aesthetic is less austere than Kafka’s, and yours may be too, you will find some 
resources—yours and mine-- more challenging than comforting, but still, I hope, 
sustaining to your ethical core. 
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Above all, I hope to start a conversation among younger colleagues about your own 
intellectual, cultural, and spiritual resources. In addition to one’s early teachers, in 
addition to bodily care, hobbies, family, and well-nourished friendships, in addition to 
continuing professional growth, each clinician, I believe, needs to find personal inner 
voices over time, living and dead people who inspire and admonish and hold in times of 
trouble. This chorus will change over time, as influences fade and new ones step up, but 
it must not be neglected.   
 
Mine provides examples that have become important to me in my later years, though 
some have endured a long time.  Those discussed here are not the formative voices; many 
of those were the significant women of my years in education and academics3.  Others 
function as what Baroque musicians call continuo or ground bass: they accompany all my 
internal conversation.  Examples of these include Socrates, who argued that it is better to 
suffer than to do evil, and that death does not threaten a good human being. And, no 
matter what religious people have made of him, the Jesus of the Sermon on the Mount, 
preaching “Blessed are the poor, those who mourn, and those who suffer persecution for 
justice’s sake.”  
 
This very conversation, however, might become a resource beyond the usual shoptalk, 
whether clinical or theoretical, that stocks our conferences.  We might even become 
choristers for each other. 
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