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I would like to thank Mary Kay o’Neil for this interesting and rich presentation and would like to 

offer a brief comment on it. One of the main qualities of the paper is that it is clear, 

straightforward, touching. And it seems to me that it is a good example of how meaning, especially 

in psychoanalysis, is somehow created (someone would say co-constructed, but this could be 

questionable) through reciprocity of thought: the reader, or the analyst can’t help relating to the 

author (or the patient as well). Subject and object are essential to find a sensible way of 

understanding.  

Intriguingly, some aspects of the life of Lillian Malcove, mostly of the initial part of her life, recall 

memories or almost film-like phantasies about an american psychoanalytical world of the ’30 and 

’40 , the one we use to see on films of that period: a woman who immigrates from Eastern Europe, 

of  course jew, marrying a hungarian  director of documentary, moving to New York, and so on. 

Life, phantasy, reality, imagination merge. And this is true for us who listen to the paper and for 

the author who comes to think about the life of this psychoanalyst and about her rich and 

interesting collection. 

An analyst who began her career soon, as happened in the pioneering era: by the way this could 

hardly happen now, with the expansion in time and sometime in space of our common training.  

An analyst that at the same time begins to collect ancient things, artifacts, pieces from ancient 

lands and times.  

I agree with Mary Kay that collecting has a meaning: there is no doubt on it. And in this paper she 

tries to find one, or many. She cannot ask Lillian Malcove, no more now. She only can rely on 

Lillian’s biography, on her friends’ memories, on the objects in theirselves. And Mary Kay tries to 

activate her way of fantasizing, along with her experience and knowledge as an expert 

psychoanalyst: she tries, in other words, to estabilish an inner dialogue between herself and 

Lillian, using analytic instruments as intuition, or, I would say, probing a typical analytic instrument 

as countertransference: as if Lillian, through her collected objects, like part of her inner Self left to 

us, could still  talk to us, producing  emotional resonances inside us. Mary Kay underlines that her 

observations are subjective, but in this case what else could we have if not a subjective approach? 

Moreover, what Freud underlines in his sentence, quoted by Mary Kay,  is really polysemic, and 

can produce a large number of interpretations and directions.  



Besides, the relationship between the subject that gets to know and the object known is 

notoriously not only a product of cognitive processes, but also of affective dynamics, not always 

conscious. Freud knew this very well; and we know that he himself was  a collector.  

Mary Kay O’Neil chooses a way that can be included theoretically in what was formerly called 

“applied psychoanalysis”, particularly in the artistic area: a declension of psychoanalysis which 

dates back to his father (or grandfather) Freud, and that in the period in which Lillian Malcove 

started her professional career, was spreading to literature, art in general, and cinema, although 

this last application was opposed by Freud himself. Many are the authors, and also here in Italy, 

that have tried to shed light in this fascinating field. I myself have made recently such an effort, for 

example, with a book on psychoanalysis and cinema. 

But this particular case is somewhat different: here are we talking about collecting art, not 

creating that, even if there can be strong connections between the two areas. 

And Mary Kay O’Neil chooses again an interpretive way that is rooted in Lillian’s endeavour to 

repair her losses in her life: loss of her relationship with her husband, prematurely dead, loss of a 

family with him, loss of herself as a mother. Alongside with this, she might also have tried to cope 

with trauma, a physical and an existential one, I would say. It is also striking how her house 

progressively had been almost thoroughly subjected to harbour this collection, a thing that seems 

to attest its ever growing importance for her, a secret and inner invaluable dimension. 

Yet the continuous  accumulation in time of this collection seems to suggest the hypothesis that 

this could have been also a repeated and an ongoing attempt never completely achieved, carrying 

inside, embodied one could say, the reason to begin and to go on, together with something that 

could be supposed as a vague identification with Freud himself, but in a somehow retreating way, 

clotted in that particular condition. 

Her posthumous gift of her lifetime creation may further show that this, like a priceless child, has 

been her final means, to leave memory of herself (and perhaps an actual part of herself) in this 

world beyond her physical living  presence.   

Therefore it seems to me that this analyst, this colleague, who travelled in time and space through 

a great part of the last century, maybe strived also to hold together all the different identities of 

her life, hybridized after her emigration, in a historical and artistic synthesis (from ancient to 

modern) which could give her (and us) an achieved sense of cohesion and unity, opposing to 

mental and existential fragmentation, and perhaps trying to answer  a crucial question: who am I, 

which are my real roots, throughout all these  stories and lands? Are they all here with me? 

We will never more be able to ask her, but we would like to thank her, for all the beauty she 

gathered and Mary Kay O’Neil for this touching paper. 

And I thank you very much 


