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"...Everywhere now reminding me
I'm not who I used to be.
I'm afraid this has just begun
consequences for what I've done.
I don't believe it.I don't believe it.
I had to see it
I came back, I came back haunted."

-Trent Reznor

"Scientists are learning that trauma, abuse, neglect, abandonment and other chronic violations to the self in early life 
develop and shape an individual's inner voice into an intrinsically negative instrument, darkening his or her world 
permanently."

-Ge-Gerald Loren Fishkin
 
     
     A good book      A good book reviewer according to the model I adopted from John Updike's reviewing rules, stays objective while 
explaining the problems with the book and emphasizing the book's positive aspects. This maxim has worked for me over 
and over, especially when reviewing books for newspapers and other print and online periodicals. I keep my objectivity 
and give a quick plot summary that should spark the reader's interest, compare the book's themes, plots and characters, 
etc to other books that are familiar to the reader. I also try to provide an informed opinion and critique the book's style 
and content, and, if tand content, and, if the author was successful in doing what I think he or she was trying to accomplish with the book. 
 
     Once again, my reviewing ideals and objectivity were shot to hell because of another book given to me for review 
from Mari Selby. The majority of the books she gives me for review push me past and beyond the boundaries of my 
comfort zone. They make me lower my walls and defenses, tapping memories that I've long buried and that I thought I 
had come to grips with, exposing raw wounds and naked nerves that make up my psyche. Thank you Mari Selby for 
doing it to me again with Dr. Fishkin's The Science of Shame and its Treatment. During the first reading of The Science of 
Shame I had issues with Fishkin's useage of the word engram which is linked with Scientology and Dianetics (an 
ideology I've stuideology I've studied extensively that doesn't work for me) Engram in neuropsychology "is a place where memory traces 
are stored", while in Dianetics/Scinetology, it is, the "recording  of a past painful event not normally accessible to the 
conscious mind. Fishkin explores the idea of consciousness in depth within the text of the book. 

     I also had problems with the seemingly archaic Spencerian term apperception. Spencer is associated with eugenics, 
another subject I've studied extensively. They frighten and disgust me. Both can be found in ideas of a Neitzchian  
Superman and the ideology of the Nazi master race. Those terms closed my mind tight like a rusted bear trap to the 
entire book and its other ideas like "self-talk" and "negative self-talk." I wanted nothing to do with it. So, during fifteen to 
twenty minute sessions over the span of six months, I forced myself to sit down with a notebook and a pen and reread 
ththe book over and over without worrying about staying objective. I jotted down bits and pieces of the text, whatever 
happened to catch my interest, spark my curiosity or infuriate me. I didn't have any eureka moments or epiphanies. 
Instead, I discovered that the more I complained to my wife about not wanting to write the review, the more I found that 
the book's material stayed with me throughout the day. I couldn't stop thinking about it. I kept going back to the 
following passage, "Guilt is about an infraction of our values, while shame is about our self." I read the passage to my 
wife and swife and she nodded her head  vigorously, humoring me, already ten steps ahead of me, not allowing my self-involved 
and self-invoked cognitive dissonance to dilute her logic. 

She asked me, "And why do you think you are having a problem with this book?"
"I don't know," I replied.
"Yes you do." She said. "Stop overthinking it."
"I do have a tendency to overthink things." 
"Yes you do." She replied.
"The book's material hurts, but hurts in a good way. I like it, but I don't like it."
"Go with that then." She said.

     I went with it, oblivious to what was so obvious to      I went with it, oblivious to what was so obvious to her. I had formed a mental block to protect me from me and 
memories and feelings from harsher times in my early development as a child. The first twelve years of my life were 
replete with physical, emotional and mental abuse. I acknowledge this, but I don't like to dredge it up, at least not 
without some kind of protection and perspective where I don't let my past define me as a person or influence my sense 
of responsibility to my family and work ethic. It's not like I repressed the memories or I that I am in denial. They are there, 
and sometimes I let tand sometimes I let them up and out on my terms. Their affect, or as Fishkin puts it, their affection on me is filtered through 
writing loosely based in those autobiographical experiences. Fishkin writes, "Let me be very clear: As presented in this 
model, affects are not emotions and should not be confused with emotions. Affects are the preconditions or neurological 
foundations for our ability to experience emotions. We cannot see, taste, smell, or hear affects; we only experience 
them when they are activated. 

     We hypothesize their existence through the display of emotion when the affect is triggered." The text in the Science of 
Shame removed my filters and made the protection of my creative process obsolete and useless. It delves into my 
wounds and pierces the exposed and throbbing nerves, tapping into areas deeply personal and core. I was forced to 
experience something Jungian against my will, where things that have caused me shame continues to fester and 
manipulate me at minute levels. The Science of Shame completed great circuits in my head, making connections I didn't 
want to make in places I did not want to go. I started to remember my early childhood not just as flashes of images, but 
also talso the feelings themselves, the terrible helpless feelings that as a former detached observer of my own past condition I 
could write about my feelings. I could take poetic license with them, using their power in imagery without 
re-experiencing the feelings again. But after reading  The Science of Shame and allowing its knowledge to sink in, I no 
longer had access to a switch to my self-preservation that I created a long time ago where I could shut my emotions at 
will. The switch worked in a warped symbiosis with my support system so I could mentally, emotionally and physically 
susurvive, and sometimes thrive in the tar and magma pits of my life. Suddenly, with the switch gone, I am completely 
defenseless to myself. The feelings came at me as my thought process failed. I felt the feelings again again, directly, no 
walls, no redirection or defenses. The full force of those feelings broke through the time barrier and I was completely 
vulnerable as I really remembered and I really felt: 

     I was five years old and my parents towered over me, clashing gods, arguing giants as I hid beneath the fallacious 
safety of the dining room table. I rocked myself, seeking comfort, knees pulled up to my chest. My bare feet crossed at 
the ankles, protruded from the ends of my canary yellow pajamas. Panicked, I clenched my toes into fists. A cough 
wracked my vise like chest. I was feverish as I fought for breath in wheezes that turned into high pitch whistles. I couldn't 
breathe and I was the subject of their disagreement, the object of their dissension.

     I was sick. I was alwa     I was sick. I was always sick. Some upper respiratory madness had its grip on me. I needed to see the doctor. I 
needed medicine. My mother insisted that she and my father should take me to the pediatrician. My drunken father who 
drank and gambled away our money, balked at the idea, saying that my mother babied me. He felt that allowing me to 
be sick would toughen me up. She rebutted, "Do you want him to curl up in a corner and die?" I couldn't breathe. And, I 
felt terrible, but more so, I felt like a burden, useless and ashamed and I wanted to curl up and die.

     G     Granted, I was five years old, I couldn't articulate my feelings the way I can now at forty-eight. But, it was definitely, 
unarguably shame. Shame that travels through time and still hits me with its full effect even though my forty-eight year 
old self understands the dysfunction of my parents marriage, the shame is still there. 

     Shame has alwa     Shame has always been a big part of my generation's, the previous generations and the generation before that’s 
psyche. It has been used from potty training to on the job training. I cannot even begin to recall how many times as a 
child someone rubbed one forefinger on the other and said to me, "Shame on you." That feeling of shame and guilt 
doesn't dissipate, it seeps into the being, like a carcinogen that hides for years in the body and then suddenly manifests 
as cancer. Fishkin writes, "Shame is mysterious---and elusive by nature...we cannot see it or touch it or measure it. We 
can only experience it. As such, shame is not empirical and cannot be subject to scientific metcan only experience it. As such, shame is not empirical and cannot be subject to scientific methods of examination 
testing, or manipulation. The experience of shame is a state of being."

     Fishkin addresses guilt and shame as separate feelings, whereas traditionally they were associated with other 
so-called “moral emotions” like compassion, sympathy and even envy and rage. He offers the following quote from S.S. 
Tomkins’ Affect, imagery, and consciousness about the history of shame in psychoanalytical literature. Fishkin writes, 
“Shame was first seen as a component of narcissism. As such, it was associated with the emotions of grandiose pride, 
guilt, self-blame, and self-esteem. The experience of shame was seen as the result of one’s failure to live up to the 
nanarcissistic standards of the ego ideal. Even in this early literature, shame’s negative nature and its sole focus on the self 
are apparent.”

     Fishkin believes that without therapy or any treatment that the only way we can handle shame is to suppress the things 
that trigger it. But, sometimes the suppression triggers those triggers. The shame can be so detrimental that it stops us in 
our tracks, keeping us from using logic and we self-sabotage. In our heads we experience self-talk, not the kind of inner 
dialogue that goes hand and hand with our thought processes, but negative "self-talk" that is part of a "shame attack" 
that is associated with and perpetuates the original feelings of shame, continuing and exacerbating the cycle, 
deepening it, increasing its strength. It degrades us and tells us that we are not good enough. 

          We start believing that there is something wrong with us. Fishkin writes,"It is difficult, if not impossible, to think 
positively about something-anything-when we are experiencing self-loathing and worthlessness. You might say one is 
ashamed to feel shame...Ironically, this attempt to hide shame actually develops an additional, reactionary shame 
response."  

     I hate to admit this, but I am a living example of t     I hate to admit this, but I am a living example of the above. I experience three types of self-talk, the kind that is 
considered normal and is associated with everyday thinking. The second type of "self-talk" is my imagination, which I 
exercise regularly. It is a very powerful muscle and I like listening to the voices from its flexing, putting together themes 
and ideas, stringing words together to create beautiful and poignant imagery for poetry and plots, keeping the flow of 
dialogue and thought threads of infinite characters and writing it all down as essays, reviews, stories, plays and comics. 
ThThe third "self-talk" is exactly the one that Fishkin describes. It is the voice that makes me give myself the middle finger in 
the bathroom mirror in the morning. it is full of so much self-loathing, that it poisons all aspects of my life, trying to 
convince me that I am not good enough and do not deserve anything positive and decent. It calls me fat and lazy, a 
terrible husband and parent; a hack as a writer; stupid and not in the know, missing something that all other humans 
have. It tells me that I don't matter. 

     This review is important to me, not only for the content and the importance of the book, but it is also one of the last 
assignments that I am way behind on as far as deadlines that leads to some wonderful opportunities for me in my writing 
career. As I write these words and look at my notes my third "self-talk" bombards me with a stream of negativity. It says 
that I'll never do this book justice and that I will never finish the review. It is saying, "You are too tired, too exhausted to 
continue. Wouldn't you rather work on something else or read another book or go home and go to bed, maybe binge 
watch something on Netflix? By twatch something on Netflix? By the way, you suck and you are never going to get this done and no one is going to like 
it and everything you do is terrible and fake. "  

     I continually sabotage myself. I'm smart enough and aware enough to know what I need to do to achieve success. A 
distant part of me observes me sabotaging myself. And I'm helpless, having to push my way through with a Herculean 
effort. At first, I chalked it all up to a seasonal affective disorder and exhaustion. And, another part of me just confirms 
and concurs with the negative "self-talk" that I suck. Recently, I had a deadline for a project that will open new doors for 
me. I set an earlier deadline for myself to give the project time to simmer and go back at it with fresh eyes. I kept missing 
ththe early self-imposed deadlines, telling myself that it didn't matter, because I'm not a good enough writer to tackle such 
a large project. Pushing myself, I finished it the day before the actual deadline. 

     The whole time anxiety ripped through me. The negative "self-talk" told me that my script was full of grammatical 
errors even after I had the piece edited. It told me that the technology that I was to use to submit the script would fail me 
because technology never worked properly for me because I'm an idiot. I was a mess. My only saving grace is that 
when I am actually in the the middle of working on a piece, I get absorbed in it, pretty much forgetting everything 
around me. I even become resentful of any intrusions that might try to pull me out of the work. I am in control during the 
work. Beginning twork. Beginning the work, the initial process of starting to write is hard, all the negative "self-talk" tries to discourage me. 
But once I get "into the zone" there is no stopping me. 

     Afterwards, all the self-doubt comes back in waves of anxiousness. Again, I push myself through.  Fishkin writes, "The 
basis of self-talk is found in the internal states of early life. And as we develop into adults, we carry this internal voice 
with us. Negative self-talk and its attendant shame remains the same age (the age of trauma) and they never leave 
us...Anxiety is a later feature of negative affective experiences. Unless it's free floating, anxiety is associated with 
fear-either specific or generalized fear, as in generalized anxiety disorder. Anxiety involves the negative anticipation of 
an unpleasant event or affective experience."

          The Science of Shame and Its Treatment is a small book, a scant 150 pages. Readers will be tempted to rush through 
it. And that is fine on the first reading. But to really get something from the text, for it to stick, to have catharsis, one must 
read the book slow and take notes. Fishkin incorporates vast information in the entire book, including but not limited to 
such things as the importance of oxytocin, cognitive development model (physiological as well as psychological), an 
intensive history of shame (as mentioned above) in psychoanalytical literature and case studies of the people that he has 
trtreated.  Fishkin also explains the limitations of treating shame with cognitive therapy alone and how borrowing 
techniques from programs that deal with addiction are conducive to help treat shame. 

     Fishkin writes, "Since shame is affective in nature, the treatment of shame wounds or trauma should be specifically 
directed not toward thought but the release of effective engrams, the memory traces that shaped and identified us to our 
self and to the world. Shame cannot be manipulated in the way the cognition or thoughts about our self are treated in 
cognitive-behavior therapy...shame wounds and our unique way of dealing with them, including our defenses, reduce 
our emotional efficacy and block us from apperceiving a healthy image or picture of our self.  In essence, shame 
wounds cause a shutdown in emotional plasticiwounds cause a shutdown in emotional plasticity and relational viability. Thus, unless there is an intervention, we 
typically continue to reinjure our earlier wound, often throughout our lifetime, without ever believing that there is another 
way to live and experience our self."

     Originally, some of the terms and ideas in the Science of Shame and Its Treatment disturbed me because I took them 
out of context and a perspective where at first, reading the book was like looking in the mirror and not recognizing my 
reflection. Now, I've come to terms and know and embrace the person on the other side of the mirror. I am responsible 
for my own actions, I make my own choices. I do not blame a neglected inner child or the war that was my parents 
marriage. When it comes to me, I am in charge. But, The Science of Shame and Its Treatment has put into perspective my 
tendency to self-sabotage and self-loattendency to self-sabotage and self-loathe. I understand why I am my own worst enemy and my own best friend.   

-Lee Gooden 12-18-16


