Preface

In a memoir of her analysis with Sigmund Freud, the American poet
H.D. describes her first impressions of Freud’s consulting rooms, viewed
from a “reclining yet propped-up” position on the famous couch:

I face the wide-open double door. At the foot of the couch is the stove. Placed next
the stove is the cabinet that contains the more delicate glass jars and the variously
shaped bottles and Aegean vases. In the wall space, on the other side of the double
door, is another case or cabinet of curiosities and antiques; on top of this case there
are busts of bearded figures—Euripides? Socrates? Sophocles, certainly. There is
the window now as you turn that corner, at right angles to this cabinet, and then
another case that contains pottery figures and some more Greek-figure bowls.
Then, the door to the waiting room. At right angles again, there is the door that
leads through the laboratory-like cupboard-room or alcove, to the hall. These two
last doors, the entrance door and the exit door, as I call them, are shut. The wall
with the exit door is behind my head, and seated against that wall, tucked into the
corner, in the three-sided niche made by the two walls and the back of the couch,
is the Professor. [Hilda Doolittle (H.D.), “Writing on the Wall,” in 7ribute to
Freud, 22]

This cluttered, enclosed space—part office and consulting rooms, part lab-
oratory, part collection of antiquities—is inhabited by two persons, and
two personas: “the Professor” and (in this case H.D.’s) “I.” There is a doc-
umentary impulse at work in H.D.’s description, but it also provides a
metaphorical register through which the arrangement of the rooms comes
to mirror the mind as psychoanalysis renders it: a jumble of seemingly un-
related thoughts, its passions represented and impelled by figures that may
at first seem marginal, like the elderly man squeezed into a corner behind
the sofa. The contents of this analytic interior are intrinsically fascinating
because of what transpires there, but the element that most interests me is
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the one set of objects that H.D. attempts to interpret: whose busts are dis-
played on that case? As she speculates, H.D. attributes one of her own
preferences to Freud—Euripides—and lights upon Socrates, that other fa-
mous secker of knowledge about the self, but finally expresses certainty
about one identification: Sophocles.

Of course: it has to be Sophocles in the history of psychoanalysis,
even if the identity of the busts remains a mystery. This is the insight with
which I began this project to account for the seeming inevitability of psy-
choanalytic knowledge and its pervasive effects on twentieth-century habits
of mind. The story that I shall tell about the impact of Freud’s ideas does
not attempt to characterize the psyche and its contents, or the analytic
scene and its private transactions, but instead unfolds the institutional and
cultural affiliations of psychoanalysis that the busts signify as part of the
typical office decor of a professor with a taste for the classics.

One of the greatest pleasures of concluding this book is the opportu-
nity to acknowledge the many friends and colleagues who have criticized,
reoriented, and sustained my research and writing. From the beginning,
this project has been motivated by an intensely interested skepticism about
psychoanalytic ideas, evolving out of the strong feminist critique of Freud’s
views on gender. I do not mean to imply that all the people whose names
appear below share the book’s perspectives on Freud. The guidance and en-
couragement of Nancy Armstrong, Peter Brooks, Christine Froula, David
Marshall, Sheila Murnaghan, and Linda Peterson fostered my work on this
project, and I thank them wholeheartedly for their example and support.
Peter Brooks deserves particular thanks for his role as director of the dis-
sertation that laid the groundwork for the book, and he has been a key
reader of the work over the years. Sarah Kofman’s readings of Freud’s texts
were important models, and she encouraged some of my initial efforts to
interpret Freud’s writings and question psychoanalytic ideas. Jann Matlock
has exemplified how to do interdisciplinary feminist research in cultural
history and literary studies.

A number of readers of the manuscript offered suggestions that al-
lowed me to revise and improve it substantially, among them Alan Liu and
the two other, anonymous reviewers for the Stanford University Press. Alan
Liu is due particular acknowledgment for inspiring important aspects of
the Afterword and for exchanges on Bourdieu. Abundant thanks likewise
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go to Elaine Hadley, Langdon Hammer, Barbara Koziak, and Joel Pfister,
who generously read and commented in detail on the entire manuscript at
various stages. Langdon Hammer’s responses to drafts of the Introduction
helped me to consider the place of Freud and psychoanalysis in contempo-
rary American culture more fully. I also thank Leslie Brisman, Frederick
Crews, and Alexander Welsh for their responses to the manuscript. Mar-
shall Brown, Ian Duncan, Sander Gilman, and Michael Levine offered co-
gent criticisms of drafts of individual chapters. A conversation over lunch
with Anne Higonnet helped crystallize one of the book’s main theses. I
have also benefited from many discussions of the goals and ideas of the
book, especially with Nicholas Baechle, John Forrester, Paul Fry, Christo-
pher L. Miller, Thomas Whitaker, Deborah White, and Susanne Wofford.

For many congenial and intellectually nourishing exchanges, I salute
my fellow editors of the Yale Journal of Criticism, past and present: Nigel
Alderman, Ian Baucom, Esther DaCosta Meyer, Elizabeth Dillon, Ian
Duncan, Wayne Koestenbaum, Charles Musser, Debarati Sanyal, Michael
Trask, Maurice Wallace, and Laura Wexler; and former and current man-
aging editors James Najarian, John MacKay, Laura Saltz, and Joanna Spiro.

Audrey Healy’s sublime conscientiousness and consideration in help-
ing me with my share of administering the English major have made my
life easier in many ways.

A year of leave funded by a Morse Junior Faculty Fellowship from
Yale University in 1994—95 provided a crucial time of transition from dis-
sertation to book and allowed me to pursue the interdisciplinary research
that will inform my future work. The Frederick W. Hilles Publications
Fund of the Whitney Humanities Center at Yale has generously assisted in
offsetting publications costs.

Helen Tartar and Pamela MacFarland have guided the book through
publication with exemplary editorial savoir faire. I thank Peter Dreyer for
his expert copyediting. Jennifer Davidson and Joseph Thompson provided
timely and precise bibliographic assistance, and John MacKay helped me
obtain photographic permissions.

I am deeply grateful to all of the teachers at the Phyllis Bodel Child
Care Center, particularly Xin Zhou, and to Sonja Brennan of Walnut Creek
Kinder World; their loving care for my daughter has enabled me to work

knowing she is happy.
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It is impossible to imagine the completion of this book without the
company, aid, and encouragement of these friends: Susan Bianconi and
Robert Voght, Ian Duncan, Elaine Hadley, Lanny Hammer and Jill Camp-
bell, Vivian Irish and lain Dawson, Lazaros Kakalis and Constantina Chris-
topoulou, Barbara Koziak and Russell Rainbolt, Karen Lynn, and Joel Pfis-
ter. I owe to Barbara Koziak not only an orientation to the politics of the
emotions that enabled me to be attentive to Freud’s own efforts to catego-
rize emotional life, but also many delightful hours of discussion, exercise,
and companionship. Joel Pfister has been an interlocutor whose scholar-
ship, insight, experience, and belief in the book have been invaluable.

I thank the members of my extended family for their confirmation
that lives can change and get better. My parents, Jan Winter and Don
Winter, have always supported my choices and interests. John Winter’s
courage is a constant inspiration, and Rivah Norwood Winter reminds me
how good it is for a girl to read voraciously and contentedly. With their
warmth and hospitality, my second family in Greece have also shown me
alternative ways of living.

I dedicate this book to my husband and daughter, Panos and Alexia
Zagouras, with many thanks for their understanding and humor.

S.W.
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