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The Situation of Psychoanalysis and the
Training of Psychoanalysts in 1956

For some . . . and “to others.”

We rarely celebrate the hundred-year anniversary of someone’s birth. To do
so assumes that the work provides a continuation of the man, suggesting his
survival. I will have to point to [dénoncer] the appearances of this in my twofold
subject here.

Being a psychoanalyst myself and having long been confined to practicing
analysis, I have seen that the latter can be elucidated by using the terms with
which Freud defined it not as precepts but as concepts that are appropriate to
these terms.

Being thus engaged as much as possible, and certainly more thanI planned,
in psychoanalysis’ history in action, I will say things here that will only appear
daring if one confuses bias with perspective.

My title is also, as I know, such as to put off people whom these things might
touch, stopping them from reading on any further. Please excuse this malice:
What I have become accustomed to discussing with these terms is the true sit-
uation and valid training. Here [on the other hand] it is the real situation and
the training actually provided that I would like to account for to a broader
audience.

Oh, how universally people would agree if I were to collapse psychoanalysis
and training into each other in order to study the situation of the psychoana-
lyst himself! And how edifying it would be to extend that study to his very
lifestyle! I will simply touch on his relation to the world for an instant in order
to introduce my topic.
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We are aware of the question “How can anyone be a psychoanalyst?”—
that still occasionally, when spoken by people of the world, makes us seem like
Persians—to which are soon added the words “I wouldn’t like to live with a
psychoanalyst,” the dear pensive woman reassuring us with them of what fate
spares us.

This ambiguous reverence is not as far removed as it may seem from the
credence, which is no doubt more serious, that science lends us. For although
scientists willingly note the relevance of certain facts that are supposed to con-
cern us, it is from the outside and with a caveat related to the foreignness of our
mental customs that they are willing to allow us.

How could we not but be satisfied with this intellectual segregation, which
is the fruit of the distance that we ourselves maintain on the basis of the incom-
municability of our experience?

Too bad that such segregation stymies a need for reinforcements, which is
all too manifest in that it looks more or less anywhere; one can gauge in our
discouraging literature the crumbs with which it contents itself. It will suffice
here for me to mention the shudder of ease that went through the ranks of my
elders when a disciple of the School,! having anointed himself with Pavlovism
for the occasion, came to give them his /icer. The prestige of the conditioned
reflex and even of animal neurosis has not ceased since that time to wreak havoc
in our reveries . . . Should some of them come to hear about what are known
as the “human sciences,” they will take to shouting and zealots on the stage
conform to the commandments of intelligent figuration.

Assuredly, this gesture—holding out one’s hand but never shaking
hands—can only have an internal reason, by which I mean that the explana-
tion for it must be sought out in the situation of psychoanalysis rather than of
psychoanalysts. For if T have ironically defined psychoanalysis as the treat-
ment one expects from a psychoanalyst, it is nevertheless certainly psycho-
analysis that determines the quality of the psychoanalyst.

As I have said, there is in analysis a real situation that can be indicated if
we relate the most common cliché that is produced in it—namely, that no new
notion has been introduced in psychoanalysis since Freud—to the fact that
one is so utterly obliged to resort to the notion of “frustration” as an expla-
nation for everything that it has now become trivial. Yet one would be hard
pressed to find the slightest trace of this term in all of Freud’s work: for one
only finds therein an opportunity to rectify it with the term Versagung, which
implies renunciation. Persagung is thus distinguished from “frustration” by
the entire difference between the symbolic and reality [rée/], a difference which
I'will assume I can take for granted with my readers. Freud’s work can be under-
stood as giving it the weight of a new instance.
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It is central here to point out this protruding sign of a diffuse discordance,
which is in fact such that since Freud’s terms are—so to speak, and we will
see that this is not insignificant—Ileft in place, each person designates some-
thing different by them when he uses them.

Indeed, there is nothing that better satisfies the requirements of the concept
than Freud’s terms—in other words, that is more identical to the structure of
a relationship, namely, the analytic relationship, and to the thing that is
grasped therein, namely, the signifier. This means that these concepts, which
are powerfully interrelated, do not correspond to anything that is immedi-
ately given to our intuition. Now this is precisely what is substituted for them
point for point through an approximation which can only be gross, and which
is such that one can compare that approximation to what the idea of force or
waves means to someone who has no knowledge of physics.

This is why “transference”—regardless of one’s reservations about it and
of what each person professes about it—remains, with the sticking power of
common consent, identified with a feeling or a constellation of feelings felt
by the patient, whereas by simply defining it as the kind of reproduction that
occursinanalysis, itbecomes clear that the greater part of it must remain unno-
ticed by the subject.

Similarly, and more insidiously still, “resistance” is associated with the oppo-
sitional attitude that the word connotes in its ordinary usage, whereas Freud
does not allow for equivocation here, qualifying, as he does, the most acci-
dental events of the subject’s life as resistance inasmuch as they pose obsta-
cles to the analysis, if only by obviating his physical presence at his sessions.

Of course, these trivial reminders remain opaque in this form. To know
what transference is, one must know what happens in analysis. To know what
happens in analysis, one must know where speech comes from. To know what
resistance is, one must know what blocks the advent of speech, and it is not
some individual disposition, but rather an imaginary interposition which goes
beyond the subject’s individuality, in that it structures his individualization as
specified in the dyadic relation.

Please excuse such an abstract formulation designed to orient our think-
ing. It merely indicates, thus, like the general formula for gravitation in a text
on the history of science, the foundations of our research. One cannot require
psychoanalytic popularization to abstain from all such references.

It is not, in fact, that conceptual rigor and developments in technique are
lacking in psychoanalytic works. If they remain so sporadic and even ineffi-
cient, it is because of a more profound problem that is due to a singular con-
fusion in the precepts of practice.

We know the asystematic attitude that is laid down as the crux of both the
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so-called fundamental rule of psychoanalysis, which requires the patient not
to omit to mention anything that comes to mind—and, in order to do so, to give
up all criticism and selection [of what comes to mind]—and of so-called free-
floating attention, which Freud expressly recommends to the psychoanalyst
as the attitude that simply corresponds to the fundamental rule.

These two precepts, between which the fabric of psychoanalytic experi-
ence is, as it were, stretched taut, bring out, it seems, clearly enough the fun-
damental role of the subject's discourse and of its being listened to [son e'coute].

This is what psychoanalysts devoted themselves to in the golden age of psy-
choanalysis, and it bore fruit. It was no accident that the crop they harvested—
both from the ravings never before so permitted to roll off the tongue and
from the slips never so offered up to an open ear—was so bountiful.

But this very abundance of data, which were sources of knowledge, quickly
led them to a knot that they managed to turn into an impasse. Having acquired
these data, could they stop themselves from taking their bearings from them
in navigating what they heard thereafter? In fact, the problem only arose for
them once patients, who soon became just as familiar with this knowledge as
they themselves were, served up to them pre-prepared interpretations that it
was the analysts' task to provide—which is, it must be admitted, certainly the
worst trick one can play on a soothsayer.

No longer believing their two ears, they wanted to find anew the beyond
that discourse had, in fact, always had, but they did not know what it was. This
is why they invented for themselves a third ear, supposedly designed to per-
ceive that beyond without intermediary. And to designate this immediacy of
the transcendent, all the metaphors involving something compact were
invoked—affect, lived experience, attitude, discharge, need for love, latent
aggressiveness, character armor, and the system of defenses, let us leave aside
the magician's shaker and engage in sleight of hand—the recognition of which
was no longer accessible henceforth except to this je-ne-sais-quoi of which a
clicking of the tongue is the last probation and which introduces into teach-
ing an utterly new requirement: that of the inarticulate.

After that, psychological fancies could be given free rein. This is not the
place to write the history of the vagaries of fashion in psychoanalysis. They
are hardly noticed by their supporters who are always captivated by the latest
one: exhaustion of fantasies, instinctual regression, outwitting of defense, mop-
ping up of anxiety, freeing up of aggression, identification with the analyst's
strong ego, imaginary incorporation of his attributes, the dynamic, oh!, the
dynamic in which the object-relation is reconstructed, and—according to the
most recent echoes, the objective in which a discipline grounded in the sub-
ject's history culminates—the hie etnunc couple. The latter's twin croaking is



