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Letter from our Guest Editor Ami Ji Schmid
I feel honored to be the guest editor for December 2020’s AAP Quarterly. I enjoy being a part of our
psychosynthesis cohort, so am especially grateful for this opportunity. Thank you, Marjorie Gross,
for gently nudging all of us to step up to the plate to be a cohesive group of psychosynthesists; for
your invitation and personal support during the editing process and beyond; and for your
perseverance and skills in stewarding the AAP Quarterly. A special thank you to this Quarterly’s
lone editor: Ann McLaughlin, for her amazing skills, that help us all come across more clearly.
I am deeply invested in opening space for this month’s theme: Grief and Grieving. These subjects
are not usually talked about or delved into (at least not daily, and not in depth), because (it seems)
grieving is not an accepted part of our modern, busy culture. Grieving (to me), though, is natural
and healing, and Grief is (my) sacred teacher. There is a reason Roberto Assagioli called the ‘lower’
portal to Self the “Dark Night of the Soul”.
It seems especially appropriate that we explore grief and grieving now – with the rippling effects of:
the COVID-19 pandemic; widespread environmental crisis; crippling political divide; and
transitional confusion experienced while ‘waking up’ to just how broken our world is in regards to
racial and social injustice and inequality. Now, while there’s an overall feeling of overwhelm in the
collective unconscious, our unattended-to personal grief is rising. It can no longer be ignored. In
the world and in ourselves, there is so much going on - so very much to grieve.
It also makes sense, to me, that the subject of Grief and Grieving follows the recent AAP Quarterly
themes of Trauma + Addiction (March) and the Great Unraveling (September). I hope that our
attention to these subjects has loosened us up to look into the heart of grief, and to allow the flow of
grieving.
As guest editor, I have felt deeply privileged to read and be in contact with those who were able to
send in submissions. Submissions - from brilliant, psychologically clinical, and without mention of
personal experience… to deeply personal, heartfelt, and process oriented - have left me with a sense
of the way people grieve.
My feeling is that grief and grieving have not yet been explored enough, to clearly explain how
grief and psychosynthesis breathe together. Every submission you’ll read, view, and listen to will
add to the weaving of a new tapestry – the synthesis of a new seed. This Quarterly feels like an
experiment, with potential significance both personally and culturally. After you’ve read, viewed,
and listened to all the submissions, I invite you to post your reactions on the AAP Facebook page.
Let’s keep the conversation going and our hearts opening. It’ll be
interesting to see what emerges…
Ami Ji Schmid ""AH-me g." is a trained and experienced Radical SelfAcceptance and Trauma + Grief Support coach. She has been called
"the Hope Restorer" and "a safe container" with whom you can wholly
explore, feel, and talk about shame and guilt, trauma, death and grief.
Ami is an intuit and empath, with a core belief in energy-based
spirituality. She holds a master's degree in MH Counseling, is trained in
Addiction and Suicide Prevention, Hospice and Bereavement Support,
Mindfulness (as a path to Chronic Pain Control, Emotional SelfRegulation, Self-Acceptance, and Inner Peace), and Psychosynthesis
psychology.
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Rat on a Page
By Catherine Ann Lombard

April’s Fool Day 1970. Daddy went to the
apartment he owned to collect the rent.
He left the building and got into his Buick
Special. Two men yelled at him, “Open
the door!” He refused and one man shot
Daddy through the windshield. Shot him
between the eyes. Daddy died instantly.
The men ran and were never caught.
Maybe they’re still running.

finding my voice, I rapidly spiraled more deeply
towards myself, to finally spin closer to who I
really am. With each telling of my story, I began
to hear my voice.
Alice Walker wrote “Storytelling, you know, has a
real function. The process of the storytelling is
itself a healing process.”1 Jungian psychoanalyst
and storyteller Clarissa Pinkola Estés believes that
the soul needs stories,2 and she urges each one of
us to “tell all the old personal and mythic stories
each of us can remember.”3 Assagioli said that
autobiography is one way we can explore our
inner world, and discover ourselves and others.
He wrote: “Examining and taking inventory of the
personality includes unravelling the stories from
our past. Autobiography helps to create distance
and become “the observer.” You can also do this
verbally, but writing has practical and therapeutic
advantages. Practically, writing helps speed up the
healing process.”4
Assagioli goes on to explain that while writing
your autobiography, you naturally begin with the
story that you are conscious of. But as you write,
other thoughts and feelings that you were not yet
aware of spontaneously emerge. It is as if the pen
were to “take control of your hand.” But in reality,
it is not the “pen” that is taking control but the
unconscious.5

There. I told my story. Seems simple, but it isn’t. I
come from a family that doesn’t tell. My mother,
two brothers, sister and I have never sat down
together and talked about what happened to
Daddy. All this not telling made Daddy loom
larger than any ghost should. More alive to us
than we were to each other.
I didn’t start telling until 30 years after he died.
But even then, the telling was in secret, disguised
as a short story that I wrote for a fiction writing
class. It was about my father’s murder and all the
mixed-up crazy feelings I had yet to sort through.
The feelings had wound themselves so tightly
around my insides that it took me nearly ten years
to unravel them.
Like a whirling dervish, I circled and re-circled
my story in the telling and retelling. Slowly

1

Alice Walker, “Interview,” Common Boundary, March-April 1990, p. 19.

2

Clarissa Pinkola Estés, “What Does the Soul Want?” Introduc on to the Commemora ve Edi on of Joseph
Campbell, A Hero with a Thousand Faces, Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2003, p. xxxi.

3

Ibid., p. xxxvi.

4

Roberto Assagioli, “La conoscenza di Sé – I metodi di esplorazione dell’inconscio,” Corso di lezioni sulla
psicosintesi, Lezione 7, 24 marzo 1963, p 3.
Ibid.
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Techn. Assessment / Autobiography
(Note from Assagioli's Archives, archivioassagioli.org)

Without any knowledge of Assagioli or
psychosynthesis, in 1992 I attended a writer’s
weekend seminar determined to write everything
that I could remember about my father’s death.
The seminar was very Californian, taking place at
a funky hot spring resort under tamarisk trees and
a baking sun. The instructor was a wiry poet with
a voice like milk and honey.

instructor was serene with red ringlets flaming
down her freckled face. She never once
mentioned rats. I rewrote my story as fiction, and
nobody knew.
I say nobody, but I think she must have known.
No one can make up all those feelings without
knowing a few of them first-hand. When the class
reviewed my story, I listened and scribbled down
their criticism, until finally one fellow student
writer said, “But how does the
protagonist know what really happened? She only
knows what her mother told her when she was
fifteen.”

“Writing is like tugging on the tail of a rat that’s
stuck inside you,” he explained. He then
proceeded to stick his tongue out and pull an
imaginary tail. “You have to pull and pull on the
tail. And then BLAA!” He acted as if he were
gagging on the rat inside. “The entire rat spills out
all over the paper.”

It was one of those rare moments in your life
when an offhanded comment resonates as so true
that you can only receive it as a grace. From that
moment on I was determined to learn the truth
about what happened that night to Daddy.

I spent most of the weekend pulling and pulling
until I spat out that old rat. As the ink flowed so
did my tears, and in the end, my splattered story
stared back at me.

The truth did eventually come, and it transformed
my life. And the writing, the writing never
stopped.

But still I wasn’t ready to tell.
Six months later I took another fiction writing
class, taught by a Stanford graduate student. The

Far scrivere il più possibile tu i mala :
- autobiogra a
- diario
Scrivendo dicono cose che non verrebbero fuori a voce.
Inoltre: si accelera e intensi ca la cura; si raccolgono da
preziosi p. la cura e p. la scienza
Have all those who are ill write as much as possible:
- autobiography
- diary
They say things in wri ng that they would probably not
say aloud.
In addi on: the treatment is accelerated and intensi ed;
valuable data is collected for the cure and for science.
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Catherine Ann Lombard, MA, is a psychosynthesis
psychologist, practitioner, and researcher. She has been
writing about psychosynthesis since 2012, publishing
scientific articles, magazine and newspaper articles, books,
and bi-monthly reflections at her website LoveAndWill.com.
She and her husband live in Umbria, Italy where they grow
most of their own food. In the photo, Catherine is holding
two gigantic trumpet squashes which will eventually be
turned into soup, risotto, ravioli, chutney and baked in a
wood oven with virgin olive oil and cardamon seeds.

Vulnerability and Grief
By Richard Schaub, PhD, and Bonney Gulino Schaub, MS, RN

Vulnerability is a feeling, and it is more than a
feeling. It is our actual human situation. It is
reality. We are all without exception vulnerable
beings in this world. We are all without exception
subject to change, loss and grief.

sensitive to this bare fact of loss and grief their
entire life. The person will typically describe that,
by the age of seven, they were aware of death,
wondered about it, and got no answers from the
adults around them. Their sensitivity stayed with
them as they grew into adolescence and adult life
and left them secretly searching for an answer to
this bare fact. One writer in touch with this
sensitivity, Herman Hesse, said that “…I write for
only one reason – to tell the seekers that they are
not alone.”

This is hardly a new view. Philosophers, poets
and spiritual teachers have been pointing to this
bare fact for centuries. The question for each of
us, and for the people who come to us for help, is
what to do and how to be with this fact of loss and
grief.

It is likely that spiritual and religious
organizations have a significant percentage of
people with Hesse’s sensitivity – seekers looking
for answers. We first began to professionally
appreciate the search for answers in the lives of
clients dealing with addiction. Bonney, after
seven years of doing intake interviews and
psychotherapy in a drug treatment center, realized
that part of every clients’ early history was an
event of loss and grief. By adolescence, they each
felt highly sensitive to this fact of life and went
looking for some answer to dampen their feelings
and make the world “manageable,” finding it in
the alteration of their consciousness through
drugs, alcohol and other addictive behaviors.
Their answer eventually turned out to be a
problem – their addiction made their life more
unmanageable. Once they began to seek a way to
live without addiction, they were thrown back on
the challenge of how to be in this world that

The place to start is that the fact is inescapable.
No special diet, no public fame, no religious
belief, no money in the bank, no exclusive status,
is going to give us a loophole to slip out of loss
and grief.
We are therefore challenged to accept this bare
fact. “Accept” is of course a simple word for a
huge task. A remarkable book by Ernest Becker,
Denial of Death, describes the refusal to accept
loss and grief as “the refusal of reality.” Such an
acceptance of loss and grief should not be baffling
for us. We have evidence of it everywhere. In
the current jargon of psychological research, loss
and grief are “evidence-based.” But Becker is
correct: we put a lot of energy into refusing it.
Among the people who seek psychological help,
there is a particular group who have been
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY
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guarantees the loss and grief they had fled from
years ago.

below the surface of the skin in order to realize
the inner workings.

These insights in addiction recovery lead to the
development of The Vulnerability Model, which
we started teaching to clients in the early 1980s
and subsequently in training staff at treatment
centers and psychosynthesis institutes throughout
the United States, Canada and Europe, including
several extensive seminars for the Italian Society
for Psychosynthesis Therapy (S.I.P.T.) in
Assagioli’s original institute in Florence.

The same need is true for our mind and feelings
trying to grasp loss and grief. The outer facts are
painful. This is undeniable. At the same time,
there is much more under the surface. Our
“special instruments” to see with are expansions
of our consciousness. Facing imminent loss of
life because of ovarian cancer, Gloria closed her
eyes and used the psychosynthesis method of
contact with her inner wisdom, her higher self. In
her imagination, a man appeared on, of all things,
a surf board and asked her to join him. She
refused. Mysteriously, he changed the board into
a rubber raft, making it appear much safer for
traveling. She got in, and they sailed together into
a bright white light that had no limits. When she
opened her eyes in the office several minutes
later, she said, “Okay, I get it. It will be okay.”

If the first step of being with loss and grief is
acceptance, is there another step, is there more?
That is exactly the question that often comes up.
Confronted with the difficult facts of life, people
instinctively ask Is this it? Is this all there is? Is
there more?
There is more. The laws of reality we live inside
of are absolutely true, and yet there is also the
hidden aspect, the non-visible, the more. An
analogy helps. We look at our right hand at the
end of our right arm. Inside that hand is blood,
tissue, muscle, energy, flow, dancing atoms, etc.
but none of it is visible. It is just as real at the
outer hand and, in fact, makes the outer hand
work, but we need special instruments to see

In psychosynthesis, we get accustomed to this
kind of intuitive wisdom coming to people. We
work interchangeably from a personal and a
transpersonal perspective. Do such moments
solve the fact of loss and grief? No. Do they
bring us more to wonder about, to consider, to
explore? Do they bring mystery and hope? Yes.

Bio: Richard Schaub, PhD, and Bonney Gulino Schaub, MS, RN, are directors of the Huntington
Meditation and Imagery Center and original co-founders of the New York Psychosynthesis Institute. They
are the authors of five books and many professional articles on the applications of psychosynthesis. They
are now dedicating their work to transpersonal development training for health professionals and the
general public. They can be reached at drrichardschaub@gmail.comThe Humanity of Grief
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The Humanity of Grief
By Cli Ishigaki
During my senior year at Chapman College in
1969 I struggled with a decision under fear and
stress. I made the decision to volunteer for
Officers Candidate School in Quantico, Virginia
to become a Marine Lieutenant.

I deal with these losses? I didn’t. I justified these
deaths as a part of war and combat and told my
platoon ‘be strong, we have a job to do.’ There
was no grief.
The years that were to follow saw me repressing
every bit of what became known as trauma and its
resulting consequence-post traumatic stress
disorder. After choosing to give up a Marine
Corps career I was at another transition point.
What next? What about the dark losses I carried?

A fateful decision based on the need to continue
proving I was a loyal citizen of this country. My
uncle had been wounded in France fighting with
the all Japanese-American 442nd Regimental
Combat Team. Their motto, ‘Go for Broke’ often
overcame frightening odds. One of their
legendary battles they were cited for was the
rescue of the ‘Lost Battalion,’ an Army unit of
Texans who were surrounded by the Germans in a
forest in France.

When I returned to California a friend took me to
my first Psychosynthesis workshop in Pasadena,
California. The workshop leader was a woman by
the name of Edith Stauffer. I felt a deep sense of
being in the right place at the right time. The day
was spent on ‘forgiveness.’ It was the beginning
of a long road to facing the reality of untreated
trauma and un-grieved losses.

Could I turn my back on those who tried to buy
acceptance in this country by their loss of blood?
In my senior year of reckoning I only knew one
option, prove yourself. I reluctantly stepped into
my future.

Edith was all about the ‘will.’ There was nothing
that could not be overcome with the ‘will’ and the
Higher Self. There were others in my three-year
training program who seemed to be sitting on
their own congested trauma. In those years being
normally neurotic could truly be helped by
Psychosynthesis work but trauma was an
unknown condition.

My tour of duty as a young Lieutenant in charge
of equally young eighteen and nineteen year old
Marines was a lesson in making adult decisions as
a non-adult.
My Platoon Sergeant, a year younger than my 23
years was the ‘old man’ of the platoon. Right
from the beginning I knew I couldn’t pretend to
be a leader with so many pieces missing. I
admitted to him very quickly my fear I would
make the wrong decisions at the wrong times. He
looked at me and softly said ‘Lt. they want to
know you care about them. You may make a lot
of wrong decisions out here but if they know you
put them first, they’ll follow you.’

A turning point came. Edith wanted to retire. A
new trainer was coming to Pasadena. Her name
was Vivian King. I immediately had liking for
this Hutchinson, Kansas renaissance woman. I
worked as an assistant in the trainings until our
abilities became complementary and found
ourselves co-directing the High Point Foundation
of Psychosynthesis.
Vivian felt that wounded people could make
changes in their lives. Working with many
students who now would be called ‘ highly
sensitive’ personalities gave me my first inklings
of how to approach my own trauma.

A teacher appeared. I could envision something
possible now.
The tour of duty seemed an infinity. Chunks of
time almost boring in retrospect and then
moments of sheer terror and rage. Who could
have ever imagined the darkness I was part of and
the moments of light that redeemed us.

In the years to follow Vivian was to experience
her own trauma- a devastating auto accident that
left her in a coma. When she returned to
consciousness after a long period of time I asked
her what made her come back to this world. “My
son needed me.” With that deep soul decision to
accompany her son temporarily into his next stage

My baptism of fire also included my baptism of
loss. Marines died and body bags became part of
my reality. There were men in those bags, not just
Marines. How could this be ‘normal,’ how could

ff
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of maturing I understood we need each other in
times of crisis.

within it. Reality had more to do with accepting
the changes in each day that were not planned.
My body understood this more than my mind but
it was a beginning for me.

Life could not be predicted. No one could have
predicted the arc of her life though she remained
the chooser. She spent a short time with us, her
death left me suspended with my own inability to
fully grieve. How am I to live in life when I
didn’t know how to deal with loss?

Part of the miracle science has brought to us is the
study and understanding of the brain. Identifying
the center of instinct in us, the ‘reptilian brain’
that only reacts to threats of safety or belonging
has been a true enlightenment to us. All humans
have this ‘reptilian brain’ that only acts to protect
itself in the face of a threat by reaction only. We
call this instinct rather than response. When
threatened physically, emotionally or mentally we
can only react with being the loner, pleaser or
controller; behavior patterns that are versions of
our run, freeze or fight instincts.

What next? I needed connection but people were
too triggering to my traumas within. I followed a
hunch.
I was intrigued by the idea of connecting with
nature. But my only experience with nature as it
presented itself in Vietnam was its alliance with
the enemy.

These are more than subpersonalities, they are
humanities collective reactions to threat or terror
that now includes losses. You can imagine if
humans were to overuse their reptilian instincts
from ages ago to our current life when we deal
with changes and losses. The ‘reptilian brain’
only sees in black and white, winners and losers,
good and bad, right and wrong, strong and weak.

Intense heat, humidity, leeches in bare rice
paddies, double canopy jungles hid Viet Cong
ambushes and booby traps that blended all too
well in the green foliage above and around me.
I felt I needed preparation, training. I took a
continuing education class with an older couple
who wanted to share the treasures of being in
nature the four seasons of the year.

Could it be that we all have been part of the
collective ‘reptilian brain’ that has caused
resistance to grief because we could only become
weak losers in that world?

I signed up for the four seasons of the year.
Winter camping on Mt. San Jacinto, spring in
Joshua Tree National Park, summer in the high
Sierras, fall rafting on the Colorado river.

To avoid becoming ‘losers’ we follow the
‘reptilian’ brains instructions on how to avoid
grief: run, freeze or fight. In behavior terms we
fall back into being the loner, please or controller
when there is a loss and no grieving.

No matter which season, the lessons were the
same, prepare, prepare, prepare. Equipment, food,
first aid, map and compass, clothing, foot gear,
sleeping pad, sleeping bag, single burner stove
and the all-purpose Sierra cup. Rope, slings,
carabiners for day climbs. Some of this felt all too
familiar, Marine Corps patrol lists came running
back for me.

It is about ‘survival.’ The goal is to win and not
lose. Losses, changes and death could only be
about losing. We must do anything to preserve
our ‘survival’ self.

After graduating from this year long internship I
felt somewhat prepared for the adventures ahead.
I would faithfully execute a trail profile with
elevation gains, distances to cover and even
calories needed for each day on the trail. I
understood the journey. I hadn’t lived it but Dave
and his wife Mary made it possible to look at the
possibility of life being planned and chosen.

In my own life all my teachers attempted to direct
me towards responding to the losses in my life
with the other two parts of our triune brain: the
personal self and the Higher Self.
We live in a remarkable time when it comes to
trauma recovery and losses. I wrote a short article
previously for the Psychosynthesis Quarterly on
the work taking place to address the reality of
trauma in our lives. Psychosynthesis worked
enormously well with normal neurotics but what
about trauma?

And to nature there were only changes and losses.
Here was the junction point of choice and
planning and loss and acceptance. Nature
included both in its reality. Nature changed the
land and weather and days and nights living
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The reality of trauma that is now recognized more
than ever assures that Psychosynthesis needs to
respect a part of our brain that doesn’t produce
subpersonalities but deep and instinctual ways of
surviving at all costs whether among friends or
foes. This especially applies to losses and death.

To move towards the human and humane we must
head for meaning which can sustain and nourish
each of us. In the 12 Steps Program one of the
consistent tools used is filling a service role in a
meeting or to others. This becomes the basis of
the transpersonal in a dark time. Being of service
opens us up to the greater topography of the land
around us. Yes, we can find ourselves trapped in
darkness but service becomes the opening to look
for ways to enlarge one’s definition of life.

The work before us is to own our ‘reptilian’ brain
and its instructions to do anything to avoid
dealing with ‘loss.’ This is a compelling fact for
us.

One must go one step at a time in this time of
uncertainty and lack of safety. There are no ‘leaps
of faith’ during times like these, it only leads to
thin air. I recall a wonderful article by Anne
Yeomans many years ago that I gave to students
entitled ‘ Self Care During Dark Times.’ Its
wisdom was in the facts that choices and options
are not clear in many crucial times of our lives
and that we need to allow ourselves to live in the
in-between time. To ‘affirm life without results’ is
both a psychological and spiritual effort. What
we recognize now as stabilizing time is the bridge
between what was and what is to be. It doesn’t
have to trigger the reptilian brain into reacting in
its black and white reactions.

Many of the instinctive ways we humans get
stuck in hiding, complying or controlling others is
a direct outcome of the sympathetic nervous
system. The reality of serotonin loss, the
deterioration to our body system from cortisol in
our circulation system creates a non-human
person.
If stabilizing takes place in our self we can return
to the parasympathetic nervous system that allows
us to feel and embody a sober sense of our self.
Stabilizing is a huge key to trauma recovery and
grieving.
The necessity of self- care becomes the
touchstone of any journey during these crisis
times. Too many among us these times feel like
‘war.’

Of the many elements humans use to behave like
humans is the necessity to be in healthy
connection with others. Finding support groups
or creating one’s own is therapeutic at all levels of
our functioning.

In the treatment of trauma we are on the front
edge of inching towards creating ‘resilience’ and
even ‘post traumatic growth.’ How is this
possible? Our lives have mirrored the wars that
took our sanity from us whether they be in
uniform or in the battle fields of our families and
cultures.

Our respect for our Higher Self called out our
serving our body as well. Without regular and
pleasurable movement whether in disciplines such
as yoga or even in the simple act of walking, we
find our connection return to being centered
again. We become awake again to the senses and
its ability to see more than winning or losing in
life.

It all reads of the tragic and this must be
acknowledged first. Without this humility how
then can we grieve these deep losses we have with
ourselves and others? Grief has the possibility of
returning human functions back to us or the
reptilian in us will carry us away to fight or lose
each day with other members of the herd. Each of
us must be allowed to grieve our losses so that we
can grieve the village and the earth’s losses.

There is much research in the ‘plasticity’ of the
brain these days which points to the actual
physiology of the brain being able to rewire itself
towards the healthy and transpersonal worlds.
Additionally, there is research indicating that each
human has many genes that personalize their
connection to what is satisfying for them and
different from others around them. For some their
genetic code draws them to nature, for others it
may be to music. It is up to us to come into
alignment with what is genetically emplaced
within us to promote our post traumatic growth
from losses.

To return ourselves and the planet back to nonsurvival and post traumatic growth we must
address the losses first. Some of this may take the
form of ‘complicated’ grieving and deserves the
compassionate guides to accompany the traveler
as Psychosynthesis encourages.
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We travel the recovery path. Much of the work in
trauma and grief recovery has been off trail. We
only began to understand that what was viewed as
human ‘evil’ was a rigid stuck-ness in the reptilian
brain. Our brain and heart represents our
evolutionary track through time. From the need to
be ‘instinctive’ in times of surviving to the times
of humane service and cooperation with others.
When we consistently are exposed to threats or
become the source of these threats to others,
trauma becomes our life of survival. We are in
the midst of admitting we have post-traumatic
stress. We have to grieve or become stuck in
instincts.
The need for our self to find the stabilizers that
help us to personalize each other is our recovery
path. In that return to personalizing others and
ourselves we can find grief is a symbol of our
humanity.
We must own up to our traumas and grief just as
veterans and others had to recognize in
themselves. It led to recognizing shame or guilt
that propelled us into the reptile brain’s reactions
to survive at all costs.
What we needed was understanding and comfort.
We required support to move back into the
personal self and Higher Self. Without others
there would be no stabilizing and no healing or
growth. We needed others to respond to us rather
than react to us.

Cliff Ishigaki is a trauma/addictions recovery
specialist in Orange County, Calif. After codirecting the Psychosynthesis Center in
Pasadena, Ca. he directed the Orange Co.
Psychosynthesis Center until specializing in
veteran and civilian trauma cases. Cliff served as
a Captain in the US Marine Corps during the
Vietnam war in 1970. He was ordained as a
Minister in 1996 and has also taught the martial
art of Aikido for 42 years as a means of teaching
conflict resolution. He also serves as a trainer
and consultant to government and non-profit
agencies in trauma and addictions recovery.
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Eye of Grief
By Judith Charles

In November of 2018 my younger sister died of Breast Cancer . I had
begun to learn to paint in August of 2018 . A few months after my sister
died I awoke with a vision and decided to paint what I was feeling about
the death of my sister .
The vision was of an eye seeing but not being part of everything . Exactly
what I was experiencing as I navigated the loss of my sister . My higher
self is often giving me glimpses of what I need to paint to express the
deepest parts of myself . This painting on grief is an example .
Judith Charles is a LCMHC . She has a Masters from Boston College and
has completed a three year program in Pyschosynthesis at the Synthesis
Center in Massachusetts . Judith has a private practice in North Carolina
and works with individuals, couples and groups . She works with the
Military and Corporations . She has done over 600 Critical incidents .
Judith integrates mindfulness and meditation in all her work with her
clients . She specializes in grief , transitions and anxiety which is often
associated with the unknown .
Judith works virtually and can be reach by phone,(203-228-4023 )text and
email. (.counselorjmc@aol.com )
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How Death Connects Us to Life
By Barbara Veale Smith
When death leaves you with permanent loss, it
seems to me that one of the most life-giving
responses is to live in a way that honors the best
of your loved one, that honors what he or she
shared with you during their life. We honor the
dead by living well, living consciously, and living
with intention. In the spirit of honoring my loved
ones and letting them inspire me to my purpose,
to service, and to love - I offer these reflections
about the presence of psychosynthesis in grieving
the loss of two beloved family members.

aliveness that flourishes which may be
experienced as a priceless gift.
My sister died in August of 2019, at age 61.
Shortly before her passing, she came home from
the hospital, entering hospice care. Her illness had
caused confusion, and she asked me what was
happening. In the best way I could, I told her the
truth, as I knew it. I said, “One day, all of our
bodies will die. And right now, your body is very
sick and very weak.” I continued, reminding her
that while her, “body may not be able to live any
longer,” there’s another part of her that “never
dies.” And I assured her that she would “go home
to God” (language that made sense to her, given
her faith tradition), even if her body didn’t make
it.

When I was 16, my father died. It was 1979, on
December 13. Suddenly, without fanfare or
warning, my life was marked by a significant
trauma. And from that moment on, the reality of
death was inexorably a fact of my life. So I
sometimes tell people that for the last forty years,
“I’ve lived with death.” I sense this now as a
synthesis: life and death, present simultaneously.

I also told her, “We can never be separated.” I
know without question that we are together now
and forever, in That place in all of us that never
dies. This is not an assertion of belief, nor an
intellectual construct. As Assagioli pointed out,
this knowing comes from, and is, the Reality of
Self.

Was living with death a morbid fascination with
the end of life? Quite the contrary, it was an acute
awareness of life: very particular moments, on
very particular days, some of them quite ordinary,
and others special and momentous. The greatest
gift that I received as a result of my father’s death,
was an acute awareness of death’s life - and it
made me acutely conscious of the preciousness of
life itself.

If you don’t believe that’s true, or if you question
how it could be true, try something with me now.
Right in this moment… call one of your loved
ones to mind in your heart and feel their presence.
Remember the love you shared. Remember how
that person made you feel, remember something
special you shared with him or her. Just be
together, without thinking about it. Just be.

Sometimes I’d catch myself thinking, “Who lives
like this?” Who says goodbye so intently to her
kids when she drops them off at elementary
school, gazing lovingly into their eyes and
cherishing their smiles, then wonders, “Will they
be alive at the end of the school day?” But as I
wondered, I also grew in awareness and gratitude.

Pause and try this now.
Just be.

And as I savored and celebrated and listened and
watched and lived, more and more deeply over
the years the sorrow of that loss carved its
grooves in my being. I’d never wish death on
anyone, but having come to stay in my life at an
early age, I’m certain it made me aware of the
precious and fleeting nature of life in all its forms.
As I processed loss, gratitude for what was
present blossomed. When we are fully present to
all of life without distraction, there is a quality of
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Can you feel your loved one’s presence? I’m
guessing you can. It’s palpable, isn’t it?
I’m not going to kid you and say it’s exactly the
same. Of course, it’s not. I miss being together
with the loved ones who have gone before me, in
ways that make my heart deeply ache. As I
remember them, though, and keep them alive in
my heart, treasuring the memories of their
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individual legacies and our favorite times
together, I also know that they’re not completely
gone. Spirit or essence, or in a word familiar to
psychosynthesis practitioners: Self, is
transPersonal. Self holds the person and our
individual and cultural collective identities, and
also simultaneously brings us to a sense of
connection that is beyond the personal.

the lives of their loved ones (sometimes hundreds
of miles away). Something about the dead or
dying person witnessed life unfolding, from a
non-local orientation.
I suggest again this is the Self that is
transPersonal. It is as present now as you read
this essay as it will ever be at the moment of our
deaths. This - that unites us with our loved ones
who have gone from their bodies - also unites
ALL of us alive on the planet today, from our
beloved friends and family and community to
those we consider our most abhorred enemies.

Try with me now another practice.
Feel your own awareness of this moment, and
whatever content is arising. Thoughts, emotions,
and sensations in the body come and go. Yet
contentless awareness exists irrespective of the
content of our particular life experiences. Notice
the quality of the contentless aware space that
lives within you. Feel into it. Do you sense a nonjudgmental, accepting presence?

Given that we can sense That which unites us
transPersonally in the here and now, might we not
be called to find connection in the midst of our
differences each and every day, vast as those
differences might be? Might we be called to root
more and more deeply into That Self, as we work
for justice and strive for peace each and every
day? Knowing life can end in a breath or a
heartbeat, might we not embrace life, in all of its
mystery and joy, and sometimes unexpected
horror? Perhaps then we will more consciously
and truly live, moment by
precious moment.

Notice if you can feel awareness behind you, at
your back and in front, below, above, and on both
sides of you. Allow contentless awareness to
expand beyond what you might normally feel as
your personal boundaries, and beyond your sense
of your collective cultural community. Can you
sense how boundless the aware space is? Can you
sense how we are all in that space together, that
the boundary of me and you and us exists within
contentless awareness which is ItSelf a boundaryless Reality? Can you sense how our personal and
community existences are honored and held in a
Totality that includes and simultaneously
transcends one’s community and the personal, as
a transPersonal Reality?

Barbara has a rich
background in education,
contemplative practice,
community service and
attention training. She is a
two time graduate of Boston
College, earning a BA in
History and Economics in
1985 and an M. Ed. (Masters
of Education) in Religious
Education in 1994. She is also a Psychosynthesis,
Open Focus™& Board Certified Coach. She is
committed to transforming consciousness toward the
unfolding of a just, sustainable, peaceful planet.

Consider this reflection, or try this as a practice,
when you next sleep - then wake.
When you go to sleep at night, how do you know
if you had a restful sleep or a fitful sleep? What
registers that you were dreaming or sleeping
peacefully? Every morning, we know the answer
because there is something about us that never
sleeps. And because of that, we can report to
another when we’re asked, “How did you sleep?”
Those who have had near-death experiences
report that something about us never dies, either.
When they come back into present day
consciousness, people share that while their
bodies appeared dead or dying, something else
was aware. That something was what they felt
like they were, and that something was noticing
all that was taking place around their body and in
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY

She is a Board Certified Transpersonal (NonDual)
Life Coach, specializing in Open Focus™ attention
training and Psychosynthesis (a spiritual psychology,
that facilitates embodied living of one's purpose,
meaning and values); and a Certified Laughter Yoga
Leader and Teacher. She is a life-long learner and
educator, with a passion for peace and a heart for
service. With her husband Mark, she is the co-founder
of Harmony Lake Ranch. Barbara and Mark have two
young adult children, Conor and Tara. She is the
author of The Invisible Present, a book
about attention, being human and being happy.
https://www.barbaravealesmith.com/ 541-749-0229
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Two Rivers Merged
By Ami Ji Schmid
Synthesis is magical, a healing balm – even with
grief.
Michelle called me every day, even while I was
on Kauai. These days, she talked about Ash’s
birthday party. He’d be age-two in two-weeks. “I
bought Elmo plates,” she’d told me on Saturday.
“I finished the invitations” she had said on
Sunday, and ”I’ll send them out, tomorrow.”

pounding, racing. I’m sweating. I can’t focus. I
want to jump out of my skin; I’m pacing back and
forth. There is something else I should be doing –
somewhere else I should be. But… I don’t know
what or where. I try to clean, to eat, to meditate.
And I pace – back and forth, all around this
temporary island home, over and over, hardly able
to bare it, until suddenly – the anxiety stops. My
phone rings and I see it’s 11 am (Hawaii time).

I later learned that Michelle hand wrote every
invitation, personalizing each one. I learned that
she called many people every day. I understood
her friend Jay’s guilt about not answering her call
that Monday. I felt guilt, too, about not calling
back on Sunday, when I sensed something was
not ok.

Later I learned that my daughter fell loudly into
the bathtub, dead from a heroin overdose, at 4 pm.
Later I’d calculate that 4 pm Fitchburg, MA time
was 11 am Hawaii time. Later, my life would be
changed forever. For now, who I was still exists.
For now, I answer the phone and it’s my friend
Dee.

I learned, from one of her neighbors, that
Michelle (with Ash in arms), had dropped a
rubber-banded bundle of invitations by the
apartment building’s mailboxes Monday
morning. I knew that the bundle was picked up
and sent out, because I received my handwritten
invitation to Ash’s second-birthday party, the day
after I arrived back in Vermont.

“I have a lunch break coming up… thought you
could pick up a couple of things… I can make us
something… come over…”
Dee is cooking something. I’m not paying close
attention to what she’s cooking – I don’t even
remember what I bought at the store; it’s been a
strange morning and I’m still feeling ‘off’. I hear
Dee talking to me, like fog in the background,
when my phone rings. It seems to pull my
attention clearly front-and-center.

Somehow, these details matter.
It’s Monday, March 21st, 2005. A nightmare
wakes me up and I look at the clock: 9 am
(Hawaii time). A calm, clear, inner voice says:
the nightmare’s not significant; it’s the time.
Remember the time. I sense that I was just handed
a puzzle piece, and set it into the proper puzzle
box in my memory.

I look down and see that it’s Michelle’s number.
Yesterday, when we hung up, I felt that things
weren’t right. There was something under the
surface; something under the veneer of two-yearold-birthday-party planning. We had hung up. I
had stared at the phone. I had wanted to call
back, but Dee wanted my attention. I had told
myself the take-it-for-granted excuse that: we’ll
talk tomorrow. I chose to pay attention to Dee. I
did not call back. That was Sunday.

Later, going back through the details, I calculated
that 9 am Hawaii time was 2 pm Fitchburg,
Massachusetts time. Michelle had dropped Ash
off at “Auntie’s” at 1 pm. Between 1 and 2 pm,
she would have picked up that man she’d known
three-plus-years before, brought him back to her
apartment, and started the beginning of her end.

Now it’s Monday, and she’s calling. Now, she has
my attention.
I tap the little answer icon and raise the phone to
my ear. “Hi Hunny,” I say. I hear Barry’s voice –
not Michelle’s – saying: “Ami, Michelle’s dead.”

I’m on an island, 5,096 miles away from
Michelle… and wake up knowing something is
very wrong, though I do not know what. As I
attempt to start my day, I roll into a full-blown
panic attack. I’ve never had a panic attack, but I
know that’s what’s happening. My heart is
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY

Later, Barry would apologize. He’d tell me that he
repeated what he’d been told. He’d explain that he
was called at work and told that Michelle was
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taken to the Leominster hospital… that he drove
to the hospital, walked in, and told the
receptionist he was there for Michelle Maglin…
that someone came out, handed him her phone,
and said: “Michelle’s dead”.

I didn’t think to ask if he felt suicidal. Two-plusyears earlier, after recovering from a nearsuccessful suicide attempt, Barry had
emphatically said he’d realized he “didn’t want to
do that to the [two] boys” (Ash and “little
brother”, Elle). Michelle had been emphatic, too.
Whenever I expressed concern that she might
want to use again, she’d say: “heroin was a phase.
I’m done with that”. For three years she was done
with that, though I learned those were whiteknuckled words. For almost three years now,
Barry believed he would never end his life,
though I know now that despair can overtake best
intentions.

I guess that’s how it’s done when someone arrives
DOA from a heroin overdose. No wasted time on
sentimentality.
I imagine Barry standing there, in the lobby of
Leominster Hospital, alone – his life partner’s
phone in his hand, staring blankly at it. I imagine
him, on a kind of auto pilot dialing me – her
mom… his mom – and repeating exactly what
he’d just heard.

I arrived in Florida on Tuesday. The following
Tuesday, while talking with Ash on the phone, I
learned that Barry didn’t answer Ash’s Monday
night call the night before. It was not unusual for
Barry to miss a call; sometimes he got called into
work and was unavailable at ‘Daddy time’. He
often didn’t let Ash know. This time, though,
Ash’s report settled like a sickness in my stomach.

“Ami, Michelle’s dead.” I heard his voice, heard
the words. It just didn’t make sense. I thought:
“Why is Barry calling me on Michelle’s phone?
Why is he saying this?” My jumbled mind could
only decipher this as a bizarre joke. And then, a
clear, calm, inner voice said: “just cry.”
Weeks turned into months turned into years. The
tears slowed down. Slowly I fell back into a
scheduled life, with lots of expectations and
responsibilities.

The next night – Wednesday – I receive a call
from “Auntie” Loie.” Later, I would learn that
Barry had ended his life on Friday or Saturday –
that his body laid on his apartment floor for four
or five days before it was found by the police,
prompted by a well-check request.

It’s mid-summer to early-fall of 2017. Four
friends die – one each month. One to disease, one
to cancer, one to a motorcycle accident, one to
suicide – all great losses. My friend Pat’s suicide
is the hardest to take. At this time, I also start
psychosynthesis training.

It’s Wednesday night. I’m in Florida. I answer
the phone, and Loie’s sobbing loudly. “He’s
dead,” she screams. She’s hysterical; she can
barely catch her breath to explain: “Ami, Barry’s
dead!”

During our January break, I plan to fly to Florida,
to support my long-distance-husband in moving
his dad (my father-in-law) to a facility for those
with dementia. It’s been a very difficult decision,
a life-changer for all.

How does one respond to a person in hysterics?
What does one do with this information?
I did what I had to do and became a voice of
reason. Over the next day-and-a-half, I kept in
touch with the family through their mode of
communication: social media. I stayed on top of
every post - asking for it to be taken down - to
keep this news out of the public eye, until I could
get home. I carefully planned how I would fly
home (early) to Vermont (without alarm), gather
with a group of supportive friends, and deliver the
news to my 14-year-old grandchild that “Daddy
died”.

The night before flying out, I talk on the phone
with my son-in-law, Barry. It’s Monday. Monday
nights, Ash (who lives full-time with me now)
calls “Daddy.” Ash likes to use the speakerphone,
so I overhear Barry’s tone of despair. I take the
phone from Ash and ask Barry, “What do you
want to do?” “I don’t know” he mumbles. “Do
you want to fix the engine or get a new car?” “I
don’t know.” “Let’s pull the family together to
help.” “I don’t know.” The last thing I say is: “I
love you, Hunny”, though he doesn’t respond. I
give the phone back to Ash and feel unsettled.
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Cumulative and complicated loss can throw a
person into a whirlwind. After I calmly and
collectively did what I had to do – viewed Barry’s
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body, helped clean Barry’s apartment, attended
Barry’s funeral, supported Barry’s family, and
mostly, supported Ash – I let down. When I let
down, the storm took me. I was thrown into grief
like a sharp javelin-type knife, stabbing and
cutting open the past. Barry’s suicide threw me
back 13 years – to losing Michelle – to the raw
grief I’d first felt (for years) after hearing:
“Michelle’s dead.”

“Bring the gift with you when you leave,” she
instructs, and closes the meditation.
That meditation proved to be a Sacred ritual.
What happened ‘there’ helped me understand how
grief flows in my life.
At the entrance to my heart, there were two doors.
The two doors were shaped like two sides of a
broken heart, the jagged edges in the middle
fitting perfectly together when they closed.
Inside, my heart was nothing but a salty, endless
ocean. Somewhere in the ocean, I found the entity
called Wisdom, that gifted me with a shoelace.
Strange, I had thought, looking down at the
shoelace in my hand. When it was time to leave
this vast, watery heart-space, and close these
broken-heart doors, I saw the shoelace, woven
between the two doors. Because of the shoelace,
the broken, jagged crack was now slightly open.
Now, a steady, gentle stream flowed out of my
heart-space, and entered my life.

That’s a lot of loss and emotional pain. I can
understand if you, who are reading this, need to
stop right now and take a breath. This story has a
lot to take in. It’s a lot of trauma to read about.
It’s been a lot of trauma to live through. Breathe it
out now; let the trauma go. If I can breathe the
trauma out, you can, too.
Now, it’s February 2018 (one month later) and
I’m at our psychosynthesis training weekend. It’s
the first one after the break. Our guide is using
the psychological function ‘imagination’, leading
our cohort in a transpersonal meditation into the
heart. Internally, I’m standing in front of the
entrance to my heart-space. “Notice what the
door looks like,” our guide says. “Notice what’s
inside the heart-space,” she continues. “Find the
wise entity with a gift for you,” she prompts.

Psychosynthesis is magic like that. In that one
meditation, I experienced – in a visceral way – the
synthesis of grief and life… the merging of two
rivers.
Magic. Sacred. Tender. Sadness. Grateful.
Present.

(Ami’s Bio on page 3)
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Normalizing Grief Through Ritual
By Jill Becker

The concept for this piece began long before I
decided to get a puppy. It continued to evolve as
the newborn pups grew to four weeks of age and
began to show signs of an illness. My friend, who
was also choosing a pup, and I found ourselves to
be inappropriately bereft. We each were in
constant contact as the puppies contracted the
illness, became sicker, and, one by one, died.
Each of us wondered why it was that were so
upset about this until we realized that neither of us
had had a chance to hold our baby, to feel her
heartbeat or to say good-bye when we had had a
miscarriage; but with the puppies, we did.

friends and family won’t have to stumble over
what to say if she had a miscarriage. But, what
about her? Is it in her best interest to have to
pretend that all is well? Before? After? What
about those who have suffered losses further
along? 20 weeks? 30 weeks? Full-term? What do
we call these women? Can we call them mothers?
Do they want to be referred to that way? Do they
consider themselves moms?
From the moment a woman knows she is
pregnant, she is changed. Whether the pregnancy
was planned or unplanned, wanted or unwanted,
she must now deal with the fact that her body, and
her mind, will evolve. She has many decisions to
make. The woman who chooses to carry the
pregnancy makes changes in her diet, her habits,
and her alcohol intake. All the while, the little
bundle of cells in her uterus is growing,
multiplying, and adhering itself to her uterine
wall. Very soon, the only self-disposable organ is
formed as the placenta begins to grow. This organ
develops to protect and nourish the growing fetus.
And, the woman’s uterus begins to expand in
order to accommodate all of this. First the size of
a walnut and sitting just behind the pubic bone
and the bladder, at about 20 weeks it has grown to
about the level of the belly button. At 40 weeks,
the due date of the full-term pregnancy, the uterus
extends to, and can push upon, the woman’s
diaphragm.

“Well, at least you know you can get
pregnant.”
“You should feel lucky that you already
have a child.”
“You must have (done/thought/ate)
something wrong to bring this on.”
“It’s because you don’t believe in G-d.”
“It’s because you don’t believe in the
right G-d.”
“You shouldn’t feel bad; it’s so common.”
“You should feel lucky that you don’t
have to have a sickly child.”
Above are many of the not-so-useful things that
women have had to hear after suffering the
terrible loss of their pregnancy. They are often
told how they should feel or what they did wrong
that caused the miscarriage. Change the “you” to
“I” and know that that very same list has already
occurred to her.

Of course, all of this occurs with concomitant
feelings, both physical and emotional, described
in as many ways as there are women. At times,
evidence of internal movements can be seen
externally; lumps and bumps and kicks and rolls
and outlines of feet and a head can be witnessed
as they are felt inside. Finally, at approximately
40 weeks gestation, and after much hoping,
expecting, texting, planning and wondering, a
new life is born. The woman has the most
important job in the world; she is now a mother.

“Don’t tell anyone until you’ve heard the
heartbeat.”
“Don’t tell anyone until you’re at least 12
weeks along.”
I’ve asked why women feel the need to wait until
this deadline of 12 weeks. Most say it is because
this is when the majority of pregnancies are
believed to be safe and because of that safety,
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY

But, what happens when things don’t go this way?
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What about the countless women who have lost
pregnancies at any point along this journey? Who
are they? What do we call them? How do they
define themselves? How does society define
them? What happens to all of those hopes and
dreams and plans? What about the woman who,
for a multitude of reasons, felt that she could not
carry the pregnancy? What does she feel? Is she
allowed feelings of loss - even though she made
what, to the outsider, appeared to be a choice?
Does she feel guilt? Does that guilt haunt her?
And what about the woman with a still-born child
-- is she called “mother” if she has no living
children?

“blamed” for. Why, then, must she suffer alone,
without support to deal with the pain. When
women do open up and mention their loss, a
cacophony of female voices can often be heard
stating the duration and/or number of the
pregnancies they lost, “I lost a pregnancy at five
weeks.” “I had three miscarriages.” There is an
almost visible softening of postures and energy as
each woman finds comfort in community.
Ritual is an important part of virtually every
religion, culture, family, and community. There
are rituals to commemorate the launch of a boat,
the marriage of two people, the entry of a human
being into its life and the exit of the same.
Sometimes the ritual is not a formal one. For
example, the transferring of an automobile title
serves not only the legal necessity of the sale but
a cultural one as well: consider movies set in the
1950s and people “racing for pink slips.” It is not
an overstatement to say that much of society is
formed around the scaffolding of various rituals.

Motherhood and all of the stages children go
through are so integrally related to a mother’s
definition of self and the way in which she
associates with others: “My daughter just entered
the terrible two’s.” “My son is starting to drive.”
“I’m the mother of the groom.”
Full-term, stillborn babies are often named and
buried during the ceremony and ritual of funeral
and in a manner that is consistent with the
family’s religion and beliefs. But, what about the
early miscarriage? In this society, we have no
ritual to commemorate such a thing. Instead,
women are often sent home to “rest and try again
in a few weeks.” Worse, she is often forced to
endure the helpful voices of friends, family, and,
of course, herself.

Although there are rituals for some of life’s most
traumatic events (funerals, shiva, wakes) there are
no rituals, in this country, for miscarriage or the
termination of pregnancy. One must wonder if the
lack of ritual leads to the shame and secrecy
associated with these things or if the secrecy has
led to the lack of ritual. Spontaneous abortion is
incredibly common. In fact, 10-15% of all
pregnancies end in miscarriage. Oftentimes a
woman does not know she has been pregnant.
Instead, she thinks she is having a normal period.
Therapeutic abortion is also fairly common and
occurs for a variety of very personal reasons. With
the loss or termination of a pregnancy often
comes the end of the dream of what might have
been. And, to make matters worse, many of the
commonly observed rituals do not apply to the
entirety of this population.

There are instances in which a woman may have
made the difficult to decision to terminate a
pregnancy. Therapeutic abortion is chosen as an
option for many reasons; rarely are they easy. The
result of rape or incest, or due to a congenital
anomaly are the most acceptable reasons in our
society. But whatever the reason, the woman is
often perceived as having made a choice, robbing
her of the opportunity to grieve.

It is for these reasons and personal experiences
that I brought together my trainings in OB/GYN,
Psychosynthesis, Psychology, Expressive Arts,
and Psychosynthesis Coaching to create a practice
called Honoring Love. And, although my
upbringing was in the Jewish tradition, I became a
non-denominational ordained minister a number
of years ago in order to perform non-traditional
weddings. Recently I have discovered the
importance of utilizing all of these skills to help
clients to incorporate aspects of their own

It is shocking to learn the actual number of
pregnancies that end in miscarriage. It is even
more shocking to learn of the number of woman
who have silently suffered through a miscarriage.
Why do we force women into secrecy? The most
common cause of miscarriage is chromosomal
abnormality - not something that is in a woman’s
control. This is obviously nothing she can be
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traditions into the ritual that we design together.
In the case of miscarriage, we are able to create a
ceremony and afford each person who has had a
miscarriage use of ritual to honor her loss and to
provide closure.

Normalizing Grief to Deepen
its Processes
By Julie Clark

Reference: The Japanese Art of Grieving a
Miscarriage: https://www.nytimes.com/
2017/01/06/well/family/the-japanese-art-ofgrieving-a-miscarriage.html?
fbclid=IwAR0OknFvRveoXG_MOU6zfqUWrWg
_EQfzasZZaIk__8qskzQTApej_oaJrf4

The topic of normalizing grief is one that deserves
substantial attention. Although grief is, in fact,
universally-experienced, touching us all at various
times in our lives, there is an underlying societal
conditioning that promotes the suppression of full
progression through this natural process. Indeed, a
prominent part of the zeitgeist of modern times
would have us repress emotive processes that are
deemed unpleasant. We are taught to hide our
intense feelings as if they were shameful displays.
Expression of anger is considered impolite,
admission of overwhelm is seen as weakness, and
crying is urged to be done in private.
Providing education about the various stages of
grief and the fact that these stages surface for all
those who experience loss can help clients begin
identifying their own stages with less resistance.
It is helpful to know one is not alone, and that the
cycles of grief are natural processes that are
expected to occur.
Using Psychosynthesis to Normalize Grief
When I think about using Psychosynthesis to
normalize the grieving process, the first notion
that comes to mind is that of helping a client
create space between themselves and the intensity
of that through which they are moving. There is
much value in generating disidentification from
the feelings, thought processes and shifts in
energy as experienced within grief. This is not to
say that feelings are not felt, thoughts are to be
ignored and energy shifts not honored. In fact, just
the opposite is true. The first step in disidentifying
from, is to identify with.

Dr. Jill Becker’s unique approach to counseling
has developed from medical training in
Gynecology; Clinical Counseling; and experience
and training in Expressive Arts Therapy,
Psychosynthesis and Psychosynthesis Coaching.
Dr. Becker has helped clients create ritual to
facilitate healing, and is licensed to provide
Medical Cannabis credentialing for patients who
meet the State of Massachusetts’ criteria. Dr.
Becker’s offerings can be found at
jillbeckermd.com. She can be reached via email at
jill@jillbeckermd.com or via telephone at:
617-943-4274.
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Keeping Grounded
Heavy emotions will come like giant waves. We,
as coaches, must be like an anchor, modeling deep
presence and grounded energy through each peak
and crash. We must not get “swept away,” and if
we find ourselves triggered in our supportive role,
it is imperative that we do our own internal work
outside of these sessions so we may continue to
be a steady presence that our clients can rely upon
for solid support.
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Words Cast Spells

we are aware of the level of comfort that our
client has with respect to using this psychological
function. If the imagination happens to be one of
the weaker of the client’s psychological functions,
we must do appropriate work to strengthen it first
so that this work is beneficial and effective.

We have the ability to transmute outdated and
unhelpful “rescuing” language such as
“everything’s ok,” and “don’t cry” by modeling
deep acceptance and even reverence for our
clients’ emotional states and releases. “You’re
doing great,” “I’m proud of you for allowing
space to cry” and “good job on staying present
within this emotion” are some helpful statements
to offer our clients who are deep in process. The
alchemy of encouraging statements of praise and
congratulations goes a long way. With time, our
clients learn to regard the rises in intense feelings
and emotional releases as crucial steps in their
journey, rather than seeing them as sources of
shame or failure.

It is paramount to gently keep our clients on their
path as they walk their journey of grief. Providing
a safe, non-judgmental and accepting space aids
the dissolution of old paradigms of resistance,
denial and shame. It is a privilege to be a part of
the reshaping of the ways in which grief and all
her manifestations are viewed. There is power in
passing the torch of acceptance, understanding
and the deep experiencing of all that the grieving
process has to offer. Let us fan its flame so it may
illuminate the way to a new world in which all
parts of the grieving process are honored,
celebrated and fully supported.

I find that opening up free communication with a
client’s somatic energies is a big help in the
disidentification process. Let us say, for example,
the emotion of sadness surfaces. Using a brief
guided meditation, I will have the client get in
touch with the area(s) of the body in which the
energy of sadness is felt. Next, I will ask the client
to allow an image to surface that is representative
of this energy’s appearance. The client is guided
to watch, in their mind’s eye, as this image of the
energy of sadness gently separates from the body.
Now, the client is in the position to ask this
personified energy about its wants, needs and
beliefs.

Julie Clark, BCC
Cosmic Warrior Wisdom, LLC
cosmicwarriorwisdom.com
Julie Clark is the grateful founder of Cosmic Warrior
Wisdom, LLC. She is a Board-Certified Coach,
specializing in Psychospiritual Coaching, Narcissistic
Abuse Recovery and Entheogenic Medicine
Integration. She uses her training in Psychosynthesis
to reconnect her clients to a place of Authenticity, SelfConfidence and communion with the Higher Self.
Through Subpersonality Work, Integrating
Transpersonal Experiences, and engaging all of the
Psychological Functions, Julie guides her clients on a
journey of Self Discovery and Empowerment that
mixes Spirit and Science for tangible change and
lasting results.

Using Gestalt Work
If it resonates with the client, Gestalt Work can be
done with this characterized energy. The client
can be instructed to move to a distinct position or
chair, and temporarily take on the role as the “sad
energy.” Here we are able to ask questions of and
listen to what this energy has to say. The client
can move back to the position of the self, or even
to a third position, embodying the role of their
Higher Self, or some other wise and loving part of
the self that can offer perspective and guidance.
The self, Higher Self or other Wise Being may
choose to ask questions of and give advice to that
“sad energy,” and the “sad energy” can openly
communicate with questions and responses in
kind.
This type of work deeply employs the use of our
clients’ imagination function. While it can be
powerful and effective work, it is imperative that
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Photos and Poem By Julie Clark

Thank you for your songs.
Thank you for your displays of freedom in
flight.
Thank you for the beautiful markings of your
feathers.
Thank you for your vital contributions to our
whole.
Thank you for the opportunity to grieve your
little soul’s passing.
Blessings on your journey to the next
adventure.
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Full Permission to Grieve
By Zachary Rapport
When I was a teenager, my grandfather died of
cancer. My mother and I were in a car with one
of her female relatives. We were on the way to
the funeral. Understandably, my mother was
upset that her father had recently died. My
mother started crying. Her relative said,
“Oh Doris, you have got to be strong!” The
relative communicated—stop crying.
(Don’t grieve!)
When I was in my early 20s, I lived in a
retirement community with my
grandmother. I often joined the elderly
residents for aerobic exercise classes. After
one such class, I spoke with an elderly
woman. She said her husband had died and
she felt depressed as a result. Her doctor
prescribed antidepressants drugs. Her
doctor communicated—grieving your
husband’s death is not normal and you can
avoid the pain by taking drugs. (Don’t
grieve!)
From the above two experiences, I learned
that some people attempt to prohibit others
from grieving.
Some of the main techniques in
Psychosynthesis include meditating and
journaling. Years ago, two important
relationships ended around the same time. To
handle the grief, I meditated every day and I
occasionally wrote my thoughts and feelings
in a journal. With repeated meditating, the
grief became less intense and I felt much
brighter.

PHOTO TAKEN BY ZACHARY RAPPORT OCTOBER 05, 2020

Dr. Zachary Rapport teaches courses at various

universities. He holds five graduate degrees. He studied
Psychosynthesis with Dr. Molly Young Brown. When he is
not researching, writing, or teaching, he’s hiking the trails
and taking photographs of the beautiful regional, state, and
national parks around the United States.

Despite the social forces that tell us not to
grieve, I gave myself FULL PERMISSION to
grieve. As a result, the grief resolved. I am
sincerely happier for it today.
When you experience a loss, I hope my story
inspires you.
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Grief
By Shamai Currim PhD
Deep sorrow, especially that caused by someone's
death, is known as grief. Grief is the response to
loss, particularly to the loss of someone or
something that has died, to which a bond or
affection was formed. Although conventionally
focused on the emotional response to loss, it also
has physical, cognitive, behavioral, social,
cultural, spiritual and philosophical
dimensions. (Wikipedia)
I look at the word and memories come flooding
in. I am always amazed at how, after going
through such a difficult 12 years when I thought I
could never find my joy again, I am able to see
the good in all there was. The feeling of ‘good’
comes from a belief that everything we live has a
purpose, even loss and grief.
I met my husband and a deep love drew us
together. After two wonderful years I began to
lose the man I married and found myself married
to a horrible disease called dementia. As I slowly
lost the man I married, I found that my life role
was on a permanent carousel of change. One day I
was a caretaker, the next a wife, and many times
the roles overlapped.
Grief is more than a loss at the time of death. My
grieving began as soon my husband received his
diagnosis. Gone were our dreams for the future,
our ability to communicate, our balance in the
relationship. When there is a sudden death the
grief is sudden and deep. For us, the grief lasted
12 long years as I watched a handsome intelligent
man fight his inner demons. There were many
nights that I thought I wouldn’t make it, that I
thought it was I who was going insane, not my
husband. I cried, I begged, I cajoled, and I
emptied and asked to be filled with more love so I
could continue.
Grief is a life-lasting process. We don’t grieve,
cry, and move on. Grief comes in waves of
emotions, triggered by the most random of
experiences. Sometimes it’s a word, or a gesture,
or a sudden reclaiming of the self. When we are in
a process as deep as grief, it is easy to lose who
we are. I took on so many new roles that I truly
had no time for ‘self’. After death I found that I
was more than I had known before. The process

of caregiving brought forward new abilities that I
needed to find the time to own. As I moved
through the reclaiming period, I mourned my loss
of innocence and began to face the world through
a new lens. It was like a paradigm shift that
brought me to a place of unconditional love and
acceptance. As I maneuvered through the process
of loss of relationship, I also needed to let go of
what I thought into a place of total surrender
which required a total trust in the process and the
Higher Self.
When we lose an object, or a great, well-known
personality, we may feel sadness at the loss.
Losing a life partner means letting go of a part of
ourselves. At the time of marriage two souls
become one. At the moment of detachment, which
for me came before his physical death, it felt like
my soul was being ripped apart and the deep
wound left a large, empty, gaping hole. The
sorrow was deep and I couldn’t find my place in
the world. It wasn’t long after his death that I
began to feel the physical symptoms of his
departure. My heart felt broken, and then, it acted
like it was broken. I began to experience heart
symptoms that eventually led to my physical heart
stopping, requiring immediate surgical
intervention.
Grief is not just on an emotional level. Grief
affects all of us, on all levels. My emotions were
raw, my cognitive abilities were stymied, I
couldn’t make any social connections, and my
soul longed for union. I couldn’t look at photos of
our past, it was too painful. My life was on hold
as waves of noxious emotions poured through me.
Nothing gave me comfort and, I’m guessing that,
on the outside, my grief couldn’t be seen. In the
ensuing time friends have told me that they
couldn’t understand what I was going through
because they hadn’t yet dealt with the depth of
living that I had.
If psychology is seen as the scientific study of the
human mind and its functions, especially those
affecting behavior in a given context, and the
mental and emotional factors governing a

situation or activity6, then I would interpret my
grief as my loss of ability to function on a
cognitive level. Roberto Assagioli teaches us
about subpersonalities, and refers to life as an art.
He reminds us that the art of living has its own
techniques, and mastering them is indispensable
in practicing it successfully. He suggests that we
consider life as a game and stage performance,
and he says, “To act a part or role in life, in fact
several ones, constitutes a psychosynthetic
technique of fundamental importance. “7 As I
became consumed by my role as caregiver I was,
in fact, playing out a role, saving me from feeling
or thinking about the full impact of my impending
loss. “The art of acting in life is founded on the
psychological structure of the human being”8 and
by using the strengths of my inner players I was
able to function on a daily basis. While my inner
self lived the vortex, the downward spiral, my
Higher Self guided my every moment. It wasn’t
until after my husband’s passing that the rapport
between the Transpersonal Self and the conscious
“I” could take place. In the safety of the aftermath
I could claim and own my new sense of self.
Assagioli talks about the two styles of life which
can be compared to the difference between nature
and art. “One style is living “naturally,”
according to the dictates of instinct, the other
exercising the art of living, or living as art.” 9 In
the grief I lived through instinct, in the aftermath I
could again become the observer and own the
power of my observation.

we are. It is said that one of the features of
psychosynthesis is that it recognizes the need to
balance the three primary desires in our nature –
biological survival, social belonging, and spiritual
realization. Assagioli saw that transpersonal/
spiritual discoveries bring breakthrough
understandings and new courage to face the
essential vulnerability and difficulties of life.10
He spoke to the need for the balancing and
synthesis of opposites. He mentions physical,
emotional, spiritual, and inter-individual polarities
and suggests that when we consider the
fundamental polarity of pleasure-pain, we need to
actively accept both. 11
Elizabeth Kubler Ross is well known for her book
on the five stages of grief (denial, anger,
bargaining, depression, acceptance). When
dealing with the ‘long goodbye’ these stages can
be more drawn out, with relief and acceptance
coming more easily at the end. Dealing with the
experience can be very individual, with most
people reaching out for help in the form of family,
friendships, or support groups.
In an online help guide it is suggested that the
following can help the process:
1. Acknowledge your pain.
2. Accept that grief can trigger many
different and unexpected emotions.
3. Understand that your grieving process
will be unique to you.
4. Seek out face-to-face support from
people who care about you.
5. Support yourself emotionally by
taking care of yourself physically.
6. Recognize the difference between grief
and depression.12

As we grow older, our coming of age to our
golden years gives us the opportunity to grieve
together. As we live more, we grieve more, and
learn, in the expression of loss, that we have lived
a full life. Life is not just about experiencing the
love and joy. It needs an interspersion of pain and
loss to help us recognize and appreciate all that
6

h ps://www.google.com/search?
q=psychology+de ni on&oq=psychology+de &aqs=chrome.0.0j69i57j0l6.5737j1j7&sourceid=chrome&ie=UTF-8
7

h ps://kennethsorensen.dk/en/life-as-a-game-and-stage-performance/

8

h ps://kennethsorensen.dk/en/life-as-a-game-and-stage-performance/

9

h ps://kennethsorensen.dk/en/life-as-a-game-and-stage-performance/

10

h ps://hun ngtonmedita on.com/psychosynthesis/

11

h ps://synthesiscentersf.com/wp-content/uploads/2018/12/Balancing-of-Opposites-JOY-Assagioli.pdf

12

h ps://www.helpguide.org/ar cles/grief/coping-with-grief-and-loss.htm
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It is important to remember that ‘this too shall
pass’. While we love, and lose, and grieve, we can
also move on and find joy and happiness again. It
takes time, and the ability to be conscious in times
when hiding feels like a less invasive experience.
Life is about the lived experience, and loss is a
part of life.

I envy not in any moods
The captive void of noble rage,
The linnet born within the cage,
That never knew the summer woods:
I envy not the beast that takes
His license in the field of time,
Unfetter'd by the sense of crime,
To whom a conscience never wakes;
Shamai Currim, PhD, lives in Montreal, Quebec,
Canada with her children, grandchildren, dogs, and
grandkitties. She is a graduate of Psychosynthesis
Pathways of Montreal and has served for many years,
in many varied positions, on the Steering Committee of
the Association for the Advancement of
Psychosynthesis. She is a retired psychotherapist,
educator, and educational consultant and has done
volunteer work in hospice and home care services,
prisons, and senior’s residences. She continues to
support the community of people who have lived
through extreme abuse.

Nor, what may count itself as blest,
The heart that never plighted troth
But stagnates in the weeds of sloth;
Nor any want-begotten rest.
I hold it true, whate'er befall;
I feel it, when I sorrow most;
'Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.

Now in her senior years, Shamai has immersed herself
in the arts and has had her work displayed in many
local shows. She is a professional member of her local
art association and encourages her children and
grandchildren to be their most creative selves.

(Tennyson)

Shamai has presented at numerous conferences, has
been published in many peer review journals, and is
the author of Meaghan’s Story.
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“Adult Orphaning Bereavement Syndrome: a newly named,
universal type of grief”
by Anne Zi
Grief has many forms and causes, plus multiple
ways to approach and deal with it. My favorite
Psychosynthesis-oriented approach of
“disidentification” follows: “I have grief, but I am
not my grief; I am a center of pure self-knowledge
and of light.” That said, I am able to acknowledge
the feeling of grief, and work with it. So long as I
see myself as separate from the emotion, I am not
in danger of becoming trapped, overwhelmed, or
immobilized by it!
Since February 2020, grief has become almost a
joining experience across conventional lines of
estrangement: education, gender, geography,
income, upbringing, and more. Grief bonds with
the sudden, limitless numbers of deaths related to
the worldwide Coronavirus Pandemic, ….
Covid-19.
There is one kind of grief with
which I am personally, intimately connected, and
which I have named! Let me tell you its story.
One Sunday in a long-ago June, my two teen-age
daughters and I celebrated my parents’ 47th
wedding anniversary, taking them out to dinner.
The next morning, I drove from my home in
Westport, CT to theirs in Brooklyn, New York to
pick up my mother and drive her to a hospital for
elective hip replacement surgery.
We left my father in the care of a woman mom
had engaged to stay round the clock, prepare his
meals, straighten the house, do laundry and so
on. My father was hard of hearing and had early
stages of Parkinson’s, as well as latent adultAmerican male-ism of his time, and he could do
none of those chores himself.
As we rode, Mom asked if I would mind being
designated her next of kin, rather than my father.
A simple request; of course, I agreed. And so,
after the surgeon reported to me that the surgery
had been a success, and after I called my dad and
my daughters, I visited my mother.

ff

We exchanged messages and mundane
information (another blanket, she was cold; the
Rabbi had called, I forgot his name but she
remembered it) and then I left, promising to meet
her the next morning with a private-duty nurse.

Instead, just as morning technically began, as next
of kin, I received a phone call from my mother's
surgeon: It was very unexpected, and he was
sorry, but she had suffered a massive coronary
occlusion and there was no reversing it.
Translation: My mother was dead.
Even as I stepped into my first moments of deep
grief, I knew my primary responsibility was to my
81-year-old father, asleep in their apartment. I
feared shocking him awake and into a possible
heart attack by presenting this news to him on the
telephone. So I passed the rest of the night in
grief alone, supported long distance on the
telephone by my daughters, who were also
grieving for their adoring nanny, and by friends.
In the morning, I survived the New York City
Medical Examiner’s office’s irresponsible
handling of the autopsy and its subsequent loss of
my mother’s body for hours, another -- traumatic
experience -- adding insult to injury.
Finally, I joined my father at their apartment.
As soon as I delivered my stunning message, Dad
turned to me and asked plaintively, “What will
become of me?” Our roles reversed totally and
irrevocably, without discussion, thought, or
hesitation. My grief took backseat to both his
grief, and his needs. I spent the rest of his life
trying to provide for him those things he wanted,
to let “become of him" whatever he felt served
him well.
For a year, working full-time in another state, the
single mother of two teen-age daughters, I also
managed Dad’s household and affairs. After the
first few months, most of the management
changed from face-to-face in the apartment in
Brooklyn to telephone conversations. The phone
calls were often six and seven times a day, but the
situation was manageable, albeit not easy. Most
important, my widowed, elderly father was able to
maintain the illusion of independence he coveted.
That illusion -- of his capacity for independence -served us both well until late spring, just around
the first anniversary of my mother’s death.

Suddenly, my father became more symptomatic.
His walking showed deterioration, his spirit was
sagging, and he was suffering loss of memory.

Early in November, Dad developed a urinary-tract
infection that ultimately left him unable to leave
the Jewish Home and go with us to New York for
an extended family Thanksgiving dinner. I
brought back to CT the things he liked most so he
wouldn’t miss any of them, and I served him
turkey and gravy, cranberry sauce, stuffing, and
both apple and pumpkin pies -- in his bed. This
was the promised care package, and his appetite
was good, which was pleasing!

I persuaded dad to accept a bed in a nursing home
fifteen minutes from my house. In July, he
willingly moved to Connecticut from New York
City, his home since he arrived from Russia in
1905 at 6 months old.
He sold his apartment without even waiting to see
if he liked it in the Fairfield CT Jewish Home.
Dad was like that: stubborn, apt to act without
thinking of the effects of his actions, and
practical. He never showed a great deal of
emotion. A lawyer, this pragmatic side ruled once
the facts were in. And, for him that July, the facts
were coming in.

Unexpectedly, this dinner was followed by a
coma for Dad, and a three-day vigil for me.
Initially, my daughters joined me at his bedside as
he breathed oxygen and otherwise made no effort
to communicate, only to breath. After the first
day, I gave the girls permission to say goodbye to
their grandpa and proceed with their lives. (I
couldn’t be absolutely sure about my father, but I
knew with certainty that’s what my mother would
have wanted.)

To my knowledge, and I saw him nearly every
day once he was in CT, and he spoke to me about
every complaint he had, Dad never regretted the
move. He felt safe and cared for in the nursing
home, and he had every reason to feel that way.

I sat alone with my father, spoke to him, prayed
with and for him, benefited briefly from the kind
visit of a Rabbi we’d called, and waited the
interminable, ignorant wait of a witness to the
ending of a life.

My father became seriously ill that September,
with a thrombosis in his right leg. He was
hospitalized, underwent tests and then bypass
surgery, and recovered with dogged strength and
many days of delusions and confusion.
He returned to his home, the nursing home,
toward the end of October.

Once he died, once I had watched his last,
peaceful breath, blessed him and released my
arms from around him, I expected tears and then
the balm of relief after an unexpected, well-served
18-month constancy.

Supported by outstanding nursing and technical
staff care, over time Dad became able to tend
again to his own daily living chores, including
shaving and dressing himself. Although my
father’s independence -- or mobility -- now
required a walker, and he complained at first, he
grew accepting of the equipment, and stopped
feeling demeaned. Rather, he was pleased to be
able to manage for himself!

When the tears neither came nor left, and the
balm of relief never manifested, I began to
experience what I realized in retrospect were
symptoms of GRIEF, (although not taught
anywhere to my knowledge, nor listed as such in
the DSMs). My symptoms included:
unexplainable chest aching, a heaviness that has
no organic cause; lethargy; short-term memory
loss; teariness or sadness at unexpected or
inappropriate moments; aberrant driving
practices; fear of my own, untimely demise; the
urge to eat copious amounts of food to soothe this
wound; the inability to take in anything,
including food; loss of sleep; a deep, persistent
yearning that I was unable and unwilling to
verbalize, and more. These are fundamental
symptoms of what I experienced, and then named
“Adult Orphaning Bereavement Syndrome”

As the adult child of this suddenly frail,
undeniably elderly man, witnessing his steps
towards the end of his life that were SO unlike his
wife’s, my mother’s, I ached for him, but, at the
same time, I was proud of him. He was making
determined progress. He was not fighting, but
rather accepting one of the ‘great privileges’ of
those who grow old. I supported each decision
and step he made even as I prayed never to be
confronted with these indignities myself. (Or if I
was, to be able to accept and manage them as well
as he had!)
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY

An only child, without benefit of a vivid or
detailed memory (my mother was the chronicler
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of details), I found myself truly without resource
for the childhood I shared with these two parents
who have died and are dear to me. What I
remembered most vividly is that they always
loved me, whether we were understanding each
other or not. I reached out in my newly
compounded aloneness for an understanding
voice, a nod, the reflection of a memory. None
exists, and I am bereft.

Anne F. Ziff LMFT, CGP
Marriage & Family Therapy;
Author • Speaker • Educator
I welcome referrals, even during the Pandemic!
email
| anne.ziff@gmail.com
Cell
| (212) 874-4760
Website
| afztalk2me.com
Twitter
| @Anneziff

My heart is too raw for any relief that is not
willingly and graciously extended. It is safer and
simpler to withdraw from competition and
engagement for a while, to experience this
unrelenting grief and loneliness, a reverberation
of loss in circles across the still pond of the
present moment.

Anne Ziff, is an 1989 graduate of the
Psychosynthesis Institute of New York, where she
learned the basis for the theory that has
grounded all of her later studies, and her life.
She is licensed as a Marriage and
Family Therapist and Approved Supervisor,
certified as a Group Therapist and in Object
Relations Theory and Therapy. She is one of the
founding members of AAP (back in 1994). Anne
balances her therapy work life by writing books
(Marrying Well: The Clinician's Guide to Premarital Therapy" with Elena Lesser Bruun, and
"Your End of Life Matters: How to Talk with
Family and Friends"), poetry, and publishing
articles in professional journals. Anne frequently
presents at professional conferences and
meetings. Recent topics included: *Couple
Therapy: An Unusual Wedding Present, Summer
2018, GROUP: The Journal of Eastern
Psychotherapy Society
*Leading Groups in a Senior Center, Winter
2016, GROUP: The Journal of Eastern Group
Psychotherapy Society . She is Assistant Clinical
Professor in Psychiatry at Mt. Sinai Medical
Center, NYC. For more details about Anne's
work, visit her website: afztalk2me.com.
Anne's growing family includes two daughters,
two sons in law, four grandchildren, and two
grand-dogs. When there's no pandemic to
constrain movement, she sees most of them every
month.
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A Song and A Book
Shared by Gillian McConnell

I’ve been working with palliative patients as a
trained volunteer and listening to their bereaved
families for over thirty years. When I discovered
Psychosynthesis I thought it might help me with
this work. Fifteen years ago, after studying to
become a Psychosynthesis practitioner I set up a
small practice in Montreal specializing with
people who were grieving. I moved to Toronto ten
years ago and again have a small practice plus
working as a volunteer in the community where I
found most of my clients have grief issues.

Listen here:
https://aap-psychosynthesis.wildapricot.org/resources/
Audio%20Files/
Gillian%20McConnell%20Up%20High%20(Mixdown).mp3

In 2005, I wrote and published a book of poems
on death and dying called “Rooms––Ready & Not
Ready to Die” – as a thesis to complete my
Psychosynthesis certification. Later, the book
was recommended by Yann Martel who wrote
“Life of Pi” and Balfour Mount who was the
Professor of Palliative Medicine, McGill
University. It was a labor of love to write, and
has been used as a teaching aid for medical, social
and poetry and even music students in Canada,
the US and the UK.

Psychosynthesis opened up a whole new spectrum
of ideas to help me facilitate people experiencing
grief.
What I’ve found to be most useful are
visualizations and music. The following song has
been immensely popular with my clients. It was
selected to be used for a film montage made for
the 2020 International Palliative Care Congress
(that has now been postponed to 2022 due to
Covid-19). Nina, the songwriter was 17 years old
when it was recorded earlier this year.

“Rooms: Ready and Not Ready to Die” is
available here: https://smile.amazon.com/Rooms-ReadyNot-Die/dp/1424109523/ref=sr_1_2?
dchild=1&keywords=Rooms+Gillian+McConnell&qid=1606
841565&sr=8-2

UP HIGH
Music, lyrics and performer: Nina Abbaszadeh
The air always feels warmer with
the sun against my cheek
I try to focus on the light
but I still feel weak
And people tell me it’ll be okay
Just stay strong for today
They say
Hold your head up high
Leave the past behind
Keep your memories bright
Hold your head up high
It’s getting harder to breathe
with the stress that’s put on me
I try to push it all aside
to set my mind free
And people tell me it’ll be okay
Just stay strong for today
They say
Hold your head up high
Leave the past behind
Keep your memories bright
Hold your head up high
Maybe they’re right
Hold your head up high
Leave the past behind
Keep your memories bright
Hold your head up high
Up high

PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY
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The Yolk
A few anecdotes on grief, and how my Italian cook dealt with it…
By Isabelle Küng
1955. Just one year after my mother had started
her private school in Bleu Léman (where later
Roberto Assagioli would hold three international
meetings), a misunderstanding with her landlord,
who was a spinster, obliged her to decide to leave
the place which was so conveniently situated near
the Castle of Chillon, almost on the shores of
Lake Leman (foreigners call it lake Geneva).

But for my mother it was a major crisis; yet she
did not say a word about the dire circumstances
that were motivating the move, and instead
presented it as a super opportunity to live in a
lovely place at 1041 mt altitude (3000 feet). Far
from civilization! Wasn’t this the best for health?
What a great opportunity! The students who all
had chosen Bleu Léman because it was (almost)
on the shores of the lake, and the teachers who
had moved to nearby Montreux in order to work
there, and the staff: secretary, cook, handyman,
care taker -- all bought the tale and came along!
My mother was very persuasive. And as to me, I
got to take with me the black cat I had received
from our hairdresser. So to me, life was great!

I was a little over ten years old and did not realize
in the least that something was going on. But I
was most excited. We would get to live in the
most beautiful chalet of a small mountain village
near Geneva: Saint Cergue sur Nyon. How cool!

Indeed, the chalet in Saint Cergue was really beautiful -- a fairytale chalet, situated in a dominant position
in a setting of fir trees, proudly standing there on the top of a small hill that descended in a soft slope,
almost like a wave ending on the shore of the village! Right where my grandparents owned the oldest
village house: Le Vieux Clos! In Saint Cergue the air was pure, and the temperature brisk as can be
expected at this altitude. The move was worth it!

INSTITUT BLEU LEMAN (LAKE GENEVA) 1954 WITH FIRST STUDENT
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The name of this most providential chalet my mother had rented was “les Fierays”; it belonged to a
French noble family, count de Galard, who only used it in the summer for family gatherings. I vaguely
remember that their daughter was a hero of the Indochina war… The Americans had given her the
surname of “the Angel of Dien Bien Fou”; and given that she had just returned from Indochina and soon
got married, there was little risk that we would have to move out that fast again. Yet it happened that we
nevertheless would, but not immediately. The spinster landlord of the chalet who had initially held my
mother in favor changed her mind, which meant that now instead of one rent, my mother had two to face!
But she managed that as well.

ISABELLE KUNG - “DRIVING” ALREADY! 1955 FEBRUARY

Now to the story…. To the grief I experienced in
this fairy tale place at this tender age of 10+, and
how our Italian cook handled it!

one could tell me where tom cat had gone. And
my mother gently stating over and over again that
he was better off where he was now did not sound
reassuring to me. And the more I would look for
the missing cat all over the place, even in the
village, walking around like a “suffering soul”
(this is a French expression to indicate sorrow
driven person), the more people would avoid me.
So I was really alone with my grief.

It happened that one day the cat disappeared. That
could be expected, for in the mountains there are
foxes and other predators! Before it disappeared I
never felt lonely even if no one looked after me
when I came back from school in the village. But
now that my pet was gone, I felt really alone. The
cat’s absence gave me a strange feeling of … it is
not exactly emptiness, perhaps hopelessness? No
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Except one person! Elisa, the Italian cook from
Udine!
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The kitchen was in the basement, opening directly on the hill. So I would often roam around. She would
not say anything about the cat (though she surely knew that it was dead) but as a pragmatic person, who
knows that it is no point to complain or dwell on something when nothing can be done about it, she had
decided to help mend the broken pieces of my heart by simply giving me what she knew best to give:
something that would boost my mood, something made of two ingredients: one invisible, the other
tangible. The first, invisible, was simply a kind atmosphere, that is a setting where I was treated as a
human (not the daughter of the person who paid her salary, or a child whose place was not in the kitchen,
or a nuisance asking embarrassing questions). And the second was a non-alcoholic sabayon (recipe in a
few paragraphs!). So almost every morning before going to school, I would sneak into the kitchen and sit
there watching Elisa making the magic potion! All the while I was absorbing the kind atmosphere -- that
was the main ingredient apt to address -- without words -- my grief. So it happened that almost without
noticing, at a certain point I had understood (but not accepted) the fact that I would never again see my
tom cat.

LES FIERAYS - ST. SERGE SUR NYON 1955, FEBRUARY

Dear reader, I do realize that you rightfully might
consider that this is making a lot of fuss for such a
small matter, but it happens that I had already
“lost” my father through my parent’s divorce, and
thus on top of this, the next loss, even if small,
had contributed to the reopening of that
fundamental wound… I need not tell you how
important it is for a child to have a sound father
and mother image to help build their own
character! And thinking now about all those
children in war zones, I realize how impaired their
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future is, but that subject must perforce now stay
out of my little story on “my” grief.
A propos! May I also ask you to forgive me if I do
not describe how psychosynthesis helped me heal
from that early cause for grief…. I only met
Assagioli six years later! And yes, he then did
address the many causes of grief I had “collected”
in the meantime! The Italian cook, however, did
apply -- without realizing it -- a psychosynthesis
technique, by creating that friendly “no questions
asked” atmosphere and responding to my
33

JUNE 2020

immediate need (which is a basic principle of
Psychosynthesis).

is similar. Assagioli gave it to me to copy. If I
remember well, it said: “when you decidedly turn
your back on sufferance… it gets tired of
knocking on the door and, bored, goes away.” A
saying I rejected at first, but to recognize, years
later, that it does work, given the appropriate
attitudes (here summed up in my words): (1)
acknowledging, (2) addressing, (3) accepting
(does not mean agreeing), (4) relativizing and (5)
re-orienting the emotional charge liberated by the
previously mentioned stages. All these attitudes
are only possible when self-decided attention is
present (the person is willing). Someone cannot
be talked into this attitude, but the person can
decide to walk the path and see how far she can
get.

Incidentally, Elisa’s attitude alone confirms what
Assagioli professed: psychosynthesis is a life
process everyone ‘has in him/herself’ and also,
that just like Mr. Jourdain of Molière’s
“Bourgeois Gentil homme” who, oh wonder of all
wonders: “Spoke and wrote in prose without
knowing, naturally, by birth”, so people are
designed to use psychosynthesis with or without
realizing. Assagioli often mentioned this analogy
from the “Bourgeois Gentilhomme” to make it
clear that everyone that is endowed with
consciousness (awareness) spontaneously
experiences psycho-synthetic processes. He had
designed his method on this very basis to help
manage the natural psychological growth process.
Psychosynthesis would guide those who wish to
cooperate with it to spare themselves much
useless pain. They would avoid a waste of
psychic energies and delay in becoming what they
could if they knew how to use Psychosynthesis
instead of repeating the same psychological
mistakes… and hurting others without noticing.

Now for the situation described in this story, it
would be incomplete if I did not insist again on
the joy I felt when I would slowly sip the
specially delicious coffee Elisa had prepared!
Whereupon I would dash off and go to school in
the village, without rinsing my cup! Of course,
the other staff members, when present, would
disapprove: “you don’t give coffee to a ten-yearold kid!” they would criticize. But Elisa had that
sense of responsibility that knows how far she can
go -- farther than what is usual, yet remaining
within appropriate boundaries.

Now again to the recipe our cook used to help me
address my grief: she would take an egg yolk, a
teaspoon of sugar and a coffee spoon of
“Nescafé” (a luxury then); she would whisk the
ingredients vigorously until the mixture would
become pale. Sometimes I would have the
privilege of doing that - then slowly she would
pour hot water into the cup while stirring fast,
thus obtaining a most attractive coffee scented
foam on the top of the cup. Then she would give it
to me. And at that instant: I felt whole! And
during all that time life was livable -- joy was
again flowing in my heart. Instead of livable I
could have said “normal” if indeed our “norms” –
our usual habits – consisted in living a wholesome
life. But those who do live a wholesome life are
the exception, not the norm, therefore what is
normal and what is wholesome must be
recognized as distinct states.

There is one more point to mention that is
somehow related to this story! It is that when I
would be in Florence one month a year, Assagioli
and his wife would invite me for lunch on
Sundays. He would excuse himself for keeping
quiet and would encourage me to converse with
Nella. Small – but most friendly -- talk. She too
had a motherly attitude toward me.
Now the “point”: every time I would thus have
lunch with them, Carmela their cook would bring
a raw egg yolk to Assagioli. He would have it
first thing…. While Nella would lament: “don’t
have an egg yolk! It is bad for your liver!” And
Assagioli would look at me and smilingly say that
it gives him those elements (hint!) he needs; note
that I recently read that raw egg yolk does contain
a specific element that is not in it anymore once
cooked. This detail of the raw egg yolk that
Assagioli would have only came to mind as I was
writing about Elisa, my Italian cook preparing my
fortifying drink with a raw egg yolk. And I
wonder whether this is an Italian custom.

In those blessed moments of the special coffee
ritual, grief could not leak in. Nor would grief be
invited in. Grief would neither be indulged on.
The Ceremony of Tea in Japan has mastered this
to the utmost.
There is an Indian popular saying that also
addresses this issue a bit differently, but the basis
PSYCHOSYNTHESIS QUARTERLY
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Isabelle Küng (born 1944) received didactic training 1963-1974
from Dr Roberto Assagioli, and was headmistress of a Swiss
private boarding school where she integrated Psychosynthesis to
the curriculum. Her field of expertise is self-educational
Psychosynthesis, beginning with herself!

Little Rituals
By Yon Walls, MFA, MA, Associate Psychotherapist, Life Coach & Cultural Mystic
The day I lost my Mother was a day that has
changed my life forever. In some ways it has
given clarity and depth to many of my previous
days before her unexpected death. Somehow
many parts of my days are more meaningful as
my own life has been given contrast and deeper
purpose. Perhaps in the days ahead I will call this
experience a spiritual awakening. As my days are
filled with longing that is common to the grief
process, I also feel awakened. As Roberto
Assagioli, MD says in his collected writings of
spiritual awakening, “The opening of the channel
between the conscious and the superconscious
levels, between the ego and the self, and the flood
of light, joy and energy which follows, often
produce a wonderful release.” (p.39). In my
experience of grief I have discovered it to be twofold; a devastating experience of physical loss and
deep sadness triggered by grief, yet it has been a
elevating experience with windows of
introspection informed by joy and gratitude to
have been in relationship with my Mother and her
life. It has also reminded me of the power of the
obscure with the capacity for healing. By obscure
I mean that one’s spirituality need not be held in
plain sight in crisis or during a period of grief. A
leader of archetypal psychology,Thomas Moore
remarks in his classic book, Care of the Soul on
spirituality, “spirituality need not be grandiose in
its ceremonials. Indeed, the soul might benefit
most when its spiritual life is performed in the
context of favors—ordinary daily vernacular life.”
(p. 211). This has been my experience precisely—
each day privately performing little rituals in
context of my home or garden environment in
honor of the loved one. Lighting a candle,
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meditating on an image, watching a flower or leaf
more closely or silently uttering a positive
affirmation for the living and the dead, have filled
my days.
And, in these days of the corona virus crisis, the
transpersonal experience of the pandemic itself is
part of my alchemical process of personal loss
and grief. Just weeks before my Mother’s passing
our nation was in full lock-down against the virus.
Responding to the nation’s protocols and the
unfortunate circumstances of my Mother’s death
due to the virus outbreak and a change in hospital
emergency regulations, I witnessed my Mother’s
non-Covid related health condition deteriorate
within a matter of hours with a mandated nonaccess policy due to the virus that denied family
members of final goodbyes. I will never forget
our nation’s crisis (as many of us will not), and
too, I will never forget my Mother’s relationship
to the crisis itself and her related death. It’s been
through an enactment of personal rituals, working
with clients and their grief and a transpersonal
lens of the pandemic that has given me solace,
despite having often no social recognition of my
particular grief experience. Psychologist William
Worden, PhD in his book, Grief Counseling and
Grief Therapy: A Handbook for the Mental
Health Practitioner names this experience as
“dis-enfranchised grief, “in which the mourner’s
grief is not recognized or sanctioned by society.”
(p. 133).
Presently I’m grateful for working with clients
and better understanding the grief process that’s
been difficult, fruitful and spiritually
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transforming. Below is an exercise by Claudia
Coenen, CGC, FT, MTP in her Karuna Cards:
Creative Ideas to Transform Grief and Difficult
Life Transitions, 2018, inspired by the premature
death of her husband. I have repeated the exercise
and have applied the exercise in clinical context
with clients. From my experience the exercise can
evoke one’s most positive experiences of giving
and receiving from someone lost beyond material
exchange.

Exercise
Make a list of the gifts you’ve received from the
people you have loved.
Then, make a list of the gifts you have given them.
How are these gifts meaningful in your life now?

Yon is presently co- conducting a research project with SoulGrowth.org seeking input from
Psychosynthesis clinicians and practitioners about the emergence of speci ic sub-personalities
related to grief issues in their work with clients. This study is speci ically researching the emergence
of sub-personalities related to the covid crisis, as well as more commonly known sub-personalities
as identi ied by Author Carolyn Myss and others.
Those interested in participating in the research study can contact Yon at yonwalls@gmail.com
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The Sadness (Oh, Butternut)
By Jon Schottland
“Suffering is not enough. Life is both dreadful and wonderful... How can I smile when I am filled
with so much sorrow? It is natural — you need to smile to your sorrow because you are more than
your sorrow.”
— THICH NHAT HANH
Over the years, and right from the very beginning,
psychosynthesis for me has been a journey of
getting to know and trust my own unfolding
process of becoming a self. I have been at times
surprised, delighted, challenged and enriched by
facing and embracing whatever arises, drawing
from this well of experience a deeper appreciation
of what it means to be fully human. In this way,
psychosynthesis continues to be an invaluable life
practice of connecting more deeply with myself
and the world around me. Here is one recent
example.

even a vital and necessary part… allowing myself
precious moments to be in touch with the very
sad, sometimes disappointing state of our world,
of my own grief and losses, to enter those tender,
vulnerable places. From this view, my sadness
and my love for the world feel like two coexisting parts of what brings the beauty of life
into sharper focus.
Which brings me to an old friend, the Butternut
Tree. This was to be her final day today, she was
supposed to come down this afternoon after
standing there on the low hillside in our backyard
for sixty years or more. She held her ground,
stood through it all: the winds and storms,
freezing winters and brilliant sunlit warm summer
days, the Cuban missile crisis and “Miracle Mets”
of ‘69, sharing her fruit with the squirrels and
other wild critters in the neighborhood. Now that
she’s scheduled to come down, her limbs and
branches dying one by one due to the canker, the
infection spreading like a cancer through the
body, the Butternut for some reason suddenly
surprises and touches me with a feeling of
intimacy and friendship. I want to go out in the
yard, envelop her in my arms and rest my head
against her powerful trunk.

I dreamt of sadness last night, as though in a sleep
state I was finally able to let it in (the sadness)
and let it out (the tears). It opened something up
in me to feel it, even in my dreams, to cry and
hold my face in my hands. Sadness, just how sad
life can be sometimes with the state of our world,
the divisiveness and discord, violence and
suffering, the isolation and loneliness (only
amplified during the pandemic), and just the
everyday losses, difficulties and disappointments.
Sadness can feel like a deep pit or chamber in the
ground, as though it might swallow me up. And
yet to deny or ignore it seems false, that doesn’t
feel right either. It seems the only real and honest
choice then is to acknowledge sadness: to allow it,
to have more patience and come into contact with
it, to let it inform my being. What might be
revealed if I turn towards, rather than away from,
this sadness? Intuitively, I sense that deep and
dormant energies within me would be released,
perhaps greater freedom to challenge the patterns,
conditions, causes and systems that lead to so
much suffering. Is it possible in sadness lies some
of the power of my own being?

I tell myself it’s ok, her time has come, and yet it
pains me to see her go. There’s something grand
about a big old tree, her stature and dignity, a
quiet strength and reserve. She is here with a life
of her own, every bit as much as me. Who knows,
maybe she was born or sprouted up in ‘58 (same
as me, sixty-two years old!) our lives running in
parallel lines. Yes this was supposed to be her
final day, except it’s raining; the rains have come
to grant the old Butternut a reprieve, if only for a
single day.

And what might get in the way of that? Not
wanting to appear sad to others (to be such a
drag!), always the pressure or expectation to be
upbeat, positive, carrying the “good energy.” But
what if sadness could be part of that good energy,
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There is resolve arising within me to be more
present with the sadness when it comes, to spend
a little time with and welcome these feelings.
Who knows what will come from that, and what
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will become of me in the process? I look up again
along the sturdy trunk, oh Butternut! And now
the rain comes down my cheeks, choked with
emotion, wetting my face with sadness and
gladness for her life.
Jon Schottland is director and senior trainer at
the Synthesis Northeast Institute based in
Brattleboro, VT.
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Grief as an Opening to Self
By Ami Ji Schmid
Italian psychologist, Roberto Assagioli
(1888-1974) assembled the core theories
embedded in “Psychosynthesis”: a holistic,
bright, ever-evolving, transpersonal,
psychological and spiritual framework.
Psychosynthesis helps people – understand,
accept, + guide the workings of our human
psyche; make conscious choices toward
creating a realistic, ideal world; and
remember that we are each a puzzle piece that
fits into a much larger picture that includes
all.

with others – as teachers, therapists, + life
coaches – in the hopes that, together, we can
make the world a better place. We (who
teach, counsel, + coach) call ourselves
“guide” to the “traveler” (students + clients)
arriving at our door. We (guide and traveler)
are unfolding in tandem. We
(psychosynthesists) are ever opening toward
an understanding that, like a flower, we are
naturally unfolding… that growth is
ongoing… that we are and will always be
emerging. In this way, in every moment, we
are moving toward our largest and most
whole understanding of Self.

Those of us who study psychosynthesis do so
for personal growth, and often, to share it

Psychosynthesis uses an egg-shaped diagram to explain.
Basically, there’s a lot hiding in us that’s unconscious material,
causing us to react as we do. We practice (using tools such as
subpersonality work) becoming more conscious of what’s
hidden in our psyche – to accept, love, grow, and synthesize
the parts of ourselves that may be young, limiting, and
untapped. We practice (by accessing the transpersonal self)
becoming more conscious of our connection to that which is
greater than our individual self. When our personal self,
“higher” Self, and the Collective Unconscious are aligned, we
are informed by our ‘conscious will’ to make decisions toward
the greatest good for all.

Interestingly, what’s missing from most egg diagrams is “The Dark Night of the Soul”.
You can see where it sits – the bottom asterisk – in this picture (showing the
psychological functions superimposed onto the egg diagram). You can see that it is of
equal status with the top asterisk – the Higher Self. Both asterisks depict a portal of
sorts, connecting the personal self to the area around the egg diagram: the Collective
Unconscious. I call this area the Energetic Field or Source… some call it Nature, G-d,
Light, or Love.
I imagine “The Dark Night of the Soul” as “the
heart cave” (as some gurus and mystics
have described it). It is a deep and dark place,
situated in our emotional heart. It holds those
parts hiding (subpersonalities), and it holds
grief. Sometimes we want to become a
benevolent parent, inviting those hiding parts
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Graphic thanks to
Synthesis Coaching

to come out of the heart cave and into the
light where we can see them, love them, and
help them. Sometimes we want to be a
supportive friend – crawling into the depths
of the heart cave – holding that which is there
in our unconditionally-loving heart arms.
Climbing into the heart cave is a sacred
experience, in that, when we align with grief,
39

JUNE 2020

we align ourselves with expansive,
unconditional love. By accessing "The Dark
Night of the Soul" portal, we are transported
to a more compassionate, greater version of
Self. This is how it is with grief. Grief lives

deeply, in dark, uncharted territories. This is
how it is with grieving. Grieving is a sacred
journey that allows us to unfold, emerge and
open to Self.

Please join AAP’s December webinar, with Ami Ji Schmid: Grief as an Opening to Self

Ami Ji Schmid presents Grief as an Opening to Self: Coming to terms with stress, trauma, loss,
and grief in the current world and our personal lives, by accessing “The Dark Night of the Soul”
as transpersonal portal.
When: Saturday, December 19, 2020 12:00 PM - 2:00 PM (eastern US time)
Optional + 30 minutes post workshop Q & A, Sharing. Click here to register
This webinar is FREE to members, $25.00 to non Members. Wait.....before you pay $25 for this
webinar, become a member for $50 and attend all the AAP webinars for FREE
Click here to become a member

Deadline to register: 12/16/20
Description: The “Dark Night of the Soul” can be seen as a portal to the Higher Self – the
Transpersonal connector between the personal self and the Collective Unconscious - the “heart
cave” as gurus and mystics have described it. It is a deep, dark place, hiding both
subpersonalities and grief. Working with subs, we want to be the benevolent parent – inviting
those hiding parts to come out of the heart cave and into the light where we can see them, love
them, and help them. With grief, we want to be a supportive friend – crawling into the depths of
the heart cave – holding that which is there in our unconditionally-loving heart-arms. In doing
so, we touch unconditional love. In doing so, we are transported to a larger Self
“AH-me G” uses the pronouns: she/they; lives on occupied Abenaki land, Turtle Island
(Brattleboro, VT, USA); and currently hangs the professional shingle: Radical SelfAcceptance and Trauma + Grief Support coach.
Ami is an intuit + empath, with a core belief in energy-based spirituality. She holds a master's
degree in MH Counseling; has been an advisor for the state of VT re: Addiction Prevention +
Recovery and Advocacy for children with special needs; and is trained in Integrated Healing,
movement + nutrition, Suicide Prevention, Hospice + Bereavement Support, Mindfulness, and
Psychosynthesis psychology.
Ami facilitates online “Movement” groups (for the energetic, physical, emotional, mental +
spiritual bodies); (psychosynthesis-informed, Mindfulness-based) meditation groups (via
MeditationChapel.org); a (psychosynthesis-informed) book group (for Spiritual Allies toward
dismantling racism); and hosts the blog/vlog/podcast: “Waking Up with Ami”.
www.TLCcoaching.org
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Transforming Complex Trauma Into Recovery and Growth
Sunday, January 31, 2021, 12:00 PM – 1:30 PM @ Online via ZOOM
(This webinar was originally scheduled for May, 2020 and being offered here now)
Presented by Jean A. Rhea, LCMFT (KS), LMFT (CA), MS
This session is oriented towards those who may have experienced complex trauma, recovery and
growth personally or are now interested in or currently guiding others professionally. One of the
key take-aways from this webinar is the importance of asking the question, "What's happened to
you?," instead of the often misguided question, "What's wrong with you?," thus opening to the
possibility and opportunity for transpersonal recovery and growth.
Learning Objectives:
1.

Explore moving away from the stigmatizing, marginalizing and polarizing label of
'addiction', instead using substance use and misuse.

2.

Explore seeing and holding substance use and misuse as a healthy survival strategy and
important primary relationship!

3.

Identifying survival subpersonalities with creative, incredible strengths and survival
skills.

4.

Practice identifying and simplifying complex trauma (individual, family, community
national and global) and patterns of substance use and misuse into a

5.

single snapshot using a new model I am currently developing: Complex Trauma,
Recovery and Growth: A self-directed wellness plan.

6.

Explore how to turn Survival Subpersonalities and their Survival Skills and Strengths into
new and more Authentic Selves with Recovery Skills and Strengths.

7.

Identifying recovery and post-traumatic growth as an often immediate response.
CLICK HERE TO REGISTER
DEADLINE TO REGISTER IS JANUARY 28, 2021

This webinar is FREE to members, $25.00 to non Members. Wait.....before you pay $25 for this
webinar, become a member for $50 and attend all the AAP webinars for FREE
Click here to become a member
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December 20th, 8:30 AM – 2:30 PM (Paci c Time)
Facilitators: Molly Brown and Jolie Elan
Fires, oods, hurricanes, rising fascism and white supremacy – It!s crazy out
there. How do we keep from going crazy inside? How do we hold the pain we
feel about all this

Rooted in the Work That Reconnects, this Grief Retreat offers community
rituals, small group discussion, and time for personal re ection and nature
connection.

Sometimes it feels like we will drown in the sea level rise of emotions, so
we just go numb. But numbing keeps us frozen, disconnected and
despondent. We need to grieve the mounting losses of our times, but doing
it alone is isolating and disempowering. We need to be witnessed and held
in our grief. When we can share these strong emotions in community, we
nd strength, resilience, and reserves of power we might never have known
were available to us
During this retreat we will move through the spiral of the Work That
Reconnects centering on grief—in 60 to 90 minute online sessions with
of ine breaks for guided personal practices, nature connection, and
eating. Please set aside the full 6 hours for this mini-retreat
Information & Registration: http://www.gowildinstitute.org/roots-of-resilience-grief-ritual/
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Grief and Grace in Dark Times
Winter Solstice Grief Retrea

Bonney Gulino Schaub MS, RN, PMHCNS, NC-BC
Richard Schaub PhD

New Possibilities for Your Work
We've Gone Virtual!!
Small, live, interactive Zoom classes
Learn, process and connect with colleagues
Register early to assure a place in our course
Contact us for complete information
HuntingtonMeditation@gmail.com

Transpersonal Development :

Clinical Meditation and Imagery
Certi cate Program

Vulnerability and the Spiritual Journey

3 weekends, 9 a.m. - 4 p.m
50 continuing education hours

5 Saturdays, 9 a.m. - 1 p.m
22 Continuing Education Hours
January 30, February 13 and 27,
March 13, April 10, 2021

March 6 - 7, March 20 - 21, April 17 - 18,
2021
The counselors, nurses, physicians, social
workers, psychologists, coaches and other
helping professionals who study with us are
intuitively drawn to meditation, creativity,
spirituality, energy, healing, human potentials
and inner development. Because we teach
through direct experience, the feedback we
get is that our students enjoy the blend of
professional and personal learning.

Transpersonal means beyond the
personality. Transpersonal development
means discovering the natural qualities
beyond your personality that are already
present in your nature: inner peace, inner
wisdom, life purpose and oneness. You
will learn the classic Western journey of
discovery described uniformly by the 14th
Century poet Dante (The
Divine Comedy), the 20th Century
psychiatrist Roberto Assagioli
(psychosynthesis) and the latest
neuroscience ("absolute unitary being").
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This course is approved by the National
Board of Certified Counselors (NBCC).
These hours are accepted by the AHNCC
towards board certification in Nurse
Coaching. In addition, we have a 10 CEU
self-paced online course, Scope and
Competencies of the Art and Science of
Nurse Coaching, approved by AHNA.
JUNE 2020

Contribute to the March 2021 Quarterly:
Who Am I? with Guest Editor Julie Clark
Quite possibly, one of my favorite aspects of Psychosynthesis is the underlying notion of
reconnecting with one’s Authentic Self; that Self that we spell with a capital “S.” That part of
ourselves that can never be touched by conditioning, past experiences or shifting belief systems.
There are many ways in which we can refer to the Authentic Self; some examples are the Higher
Self, True Self, Divine Self, the Untouched Center, etc. It is this aspect of ourselves that,
ultimately, we’d like to have in the “driver’s seat,” so to speak, directing all other parts of the
self; those parts being referred to as our Subpersonalities in Psychosynthesis.
When we think of an onion, we understand that it has many layers. Not one layer represents the
onion as whole, nor would the onion be an onion if we only considered it to be defined as its
very center. We, like an onion, are comprised of many layers. The beauty of using
Psychosynthesis work is that we are invited to get to know each layer up close and personal; we
never discard or suppress any part of the self, rather, we learn to understand and love each part so
that we may ultimately love our whole.
Psychosynthesis gives us the opportunity to establish a firm and confident connection to the
Higher Self while at the same time creating a relationship between our various Subpersonalities
and the Higher Self. We get the opportunity to give a voice to all parts of our being. After all,
how can there be self-love without first understanding all parts of the self? How can there be
self-acceptance without first shining light onto all parts of the self? How can there be selfcompassion without first allowing all parts of the self to tell their unique stories?
Thank you in advance for contributing to the March AAP Quarterly. Please share ways in which
you have used Psychosynthesis to help your clients establish an open communication with the
Higher Self, with Subpersonalities, and how you have fostered communication amongst and
between all parts of the self. How has Psychosynthesis helped you, either in your personal life,
with your clients, or both, to answer the question “Who am I?”
Firm Deadline for Submissions is February 1, 2020
Please send submissions as soon as they are ready so we can get started reading and editing
before the deadline. Thank you so much!
Send your articles, exercises, poems, photography, and art to: newsletter@aappsychosynthesis.org
The Psychosynthesis Quarterly accepts announcements, ideas, reviews of books and events,
articles, poetry, art, exercises, photos, and letters. Tell us what has helped your life and work,
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what can help others, and examples of psychosynthesis theory in action. We welcome articles
from all who study, teach, coach, counsel, and play with psychosynthesis.
We hope our suggestion of from 250 to 1500 words may serve as a guideline that helps your
writing. We prefer that you use the APA style guide when possible, for things like
punctuation and references. Articles should be submitted in word.doc format with all
images sent as jpegs or pngs attachments.

Announcements, book reviews, and upcoming events are also welcome, with a request that
nonmembers who wish to submit advertising make a donation to AAP. To donate, click here.
Julie Clark, BCC
Cosmic Warrior Wisdom, LLC
cosmicwarriorwisdom.com
Julie Clark is the grateful founder of Cosmic Warrior
Wisdom, LLC. She is a Board-Certified Coach, specializing
in Psychospiritual Coaching, Narcissistic Abuse Recovery
and Entheogenic Medicine Integration. She uses her training
in Psychosynthesis to reconnect her clients to a place of
Authenticity, Self-Confidence and communion with the
Higher Self. Through Subpersonality Work, Integrating
Transpersonal Experiences, and engaging all of the Psychological Functions, Julie guides her
clients on a journey of Self Discovery and Empowerment that mixes Spirit and Science for
tangible change and lasting results.

PLEASE TAKE NOTE: If you
enjoy reading, receiving and
contributing to the quarterly, in
order for us to continue producing
the magazine, WE NEED COPY
EDITORS! Please contact us at
communication@aappsychosynthesis.org if you would
like more information.
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