
82 BOOK REVIEWS

tInCture of 
tIMe: 
living Through 
Grief to Hope
Judy Schreiber-
Mosher
San diego, Soteria 
Press, 2010, pp. 148
Paperback ISBN: 
978-0-9824023-0-6
US$ 14.00

Judy Schreiber-Mosher’s begins her first 
book with a blow. “Judy, this is a death 
sentence,” said her husband, loren R. 
Mosher, Clinical Professor of Psychiatry, 
University of California at San diego, USA, 
as told her that he had been diagnosed 
a few hours earlier with a liver cancer: 
the tumour was as thick as a fist. Judy 
Schreiber and Mosher had met thirty 
years earlier when both were working at 
the National Institute of Mental Health in 
Bethesda, Maryland. When Mosher spoke 
these words, the author began her journey 
towards widowhood after sixteen years 
of marriage. Tears fill the silence between 
words. loren Mosher’s nugget of wisdom, 
used as the title for one of the first books 
describing the path to widowhood and its 
implications, helped the author to come 
to terms with his rather sudden death at 
70 years old, and to face her grief. Mosher 
is well known for his innovative work in 
the Centre for Studies of Schizophrenia, 
which started the Soteria house in the early 
seventies, an excellent approach following 
up R.d. laing’s project of Kingsley Hall, 
which was an experiment in alternative 
and radical community therapy. Mosher 
believed in “being with” the mentally 

disturbed folks, rather then do something 
“for” them: it did not matter which 
particular therapeutic method or approach 
was used in those communities, as the main 
focus was on the healing relationship. His 
social phenomenological and empirical 
research brought his team and him some 
acclaim in the 1970’s and 80’s. It was in 
Bern, Switzerland, that Professor luc 
Ciompi did a replica study in their Soteria 
Bern, and this affirmed Mosher’s favourable 
treatment outcome results. In May 2004, 
Mosher was in Bern for the 20-year 
festivities of Soteria Bern, and presented 
his latest book, Models of Madness, which 
he edited with John Read and Richard P. 
Bentall. This was full of profound critiques 
of the medical model of madness, showing 
that hallucinations and delusions are 
understandable reactions to life events 
and circumstances, rather than symptoms 
of a supposed genetic predisposition or 
biological disturbance. All his life, Mosher 
stood for humane and effective residential 
alternatives to psychiatric hospitalization. 

In this ambitious book, which is at the 
same time a memoir of loren Mosher, a 
joyous fanfare for a compassionate love 
life, as well as a successful essay on how 
to become a widow, Schreiber manages to 
hold her horses. She divides her mirror of 
human existence in to fourteen chapters, 
beginning with being secretary of death, 
supervising the ashes, accepting the warmth 
of mourning friends, in the bedrock of the 
family. Once the loss of loren was accepted, 
she begins to find her own ‘widow mantras’, 
and braves herself by joining a bereavement 
group. The soul has left the body a long 
time ago, while there are clothes and shoes 
that gave the body its social form still 
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lingering on in the cupboards. How does a 
new widow, as Judy Schreiber was, confront 
loren’s clothes, so full of memory, taste and 
scent? What to do with the wedding ring 
that “…archetypal image of infinite love and 
symbolic of the future hopes and dreams of 
the couple,” when the other one has passed 
away? What memories such rings can 
trigger and contain. She calls this chapter 
Going ring cold turkey, ending it with giving 
away a ring of her late husband to his son in 
law and wipes her tears away.

She now realises she is the container 
of all the memories, as a beloved one does 
not die away from one, but into one. Special 
memorial days, like birthday of lost ones, 
or the first Valentine ’s day without the 
beloved, can be coped with by writing a 
letter, listening to favourite music shared 
in the past, juggling the feelings of the 
past with those dancing in the present. 
Suddenly the present is spreading its 
bloom again, and the 65-year old author 
and widow of two years feels the heat in 
her belly again. After her first kiss she felt 
weird, “like wearing someone else’s clothes.” 
For seconds, she was an adolescent again. 
Yet, surprisingly she began to enjoy this 
journey of discovering the fresh possibility 
of falling in love again. Oh the fun she was 
having when on the phone with her friend 
Sue, even chatting about the newly invented 
penis test. Bad luck to all those blokes who 
do not pass it! She stopped worrying about 
a thousand things and embraced the future 
with its grand gift of her own life-time. 

Her next step was to confront the 
papers and books of loren Mosher, which 
were his legacy. She decided to go into his 
office, a room she generally avoided going 
into. How beautifully she describes seeing 
her late husband’s creative space afresh 
and how she dived into the unstoppable 
wave, sorting out the pebbles of wisdom by 
bringing the bounty to Stanford University 
library. There remained the videos and 
music, which she plays once in a while, 
just to say good-bye once more to loren. 

“Finally, I realize I am actually caring for 
him by sharing his legacy.” Her discovery 
of loren’s thirty-year correspondence with 
Manfred Bleuler, the son of Eugen (friend 
and populariser of Sigmund Freud among 
psychiatrists in the 1910’s), who was very 
supportive of Mosher’s work and approach, 
and which loren replicated by getting 
Bleuler’s book on Schizophrenia Family 
Research translated into English, remained 
a ‘cross’, she calls it, between colleagues and 
father-son.

She plans to get this important 
correspondence published in due course. 
Finally, she asked her confidante, Sue, 
“How do you quantify grief?” Giving it a 
try on an imaginary blackboard, being 
herself a seasoned social scientist, she 
decides to give in to the result that grief is 
a deep emotion, felt uniquely by people, in 
their own way. Feelings are signs of being 
alive, and the fact that life is a somatic 
experience is not to be despised. Thus she 
brings us to her finale – in Rome. There 
among memories of dance and laughter, 
she becomes aware of the looks she is 
getting from handsome Italian men. She is 
a widow with a fresh window on the Eternal 
City, which makes for more than hope. On 
the third anniversary of loren’s death, she 
listens once again to Schubert’s Quintet in 
C Major, dreaming of future possibilities, 
while facing her confessional experience 
showing us readers how to live a widow’s 
life to become a full adventure. This unique 
book is filled with breathtaking moments 
of self-experienced knowledge in what it 
means to change status in relationship after 
becoming a widow. Schreiber-Mosher’s 
intimate memoir is a testimony to the truth 
of our human condition and its healing 
resourcefulness.
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