
FREEDOM IS NOT SO DANGEROUS 

By DOROTHY L POST 

As a teacher of social science 1 have 
established a place for myself during the 
sixteen years since my graduation from 
college as a conservative, quite docile, co-
operative member of the staffs successively 
of two formal private girls' schools. What 
lay behind the mask of that outward im-
pression made upon my small professional 
world? Stage fright at the beginning of 
each school year, dispelled only by the 
impact of the fresh child life pouring into 
the classroom after the summer vacation; 
a half-realized lack of understanding of 
the behavior of the girls in my classes 
and a consequent worry lest unexpected 
incidents occur which I would be unable 
to cope with; a warring of inner opinion 
as to which side of the fence to be on in 
discussion of world problems; the neces-
sity to cover up all this anxiety and un-
certainty with a front of unconcerned 
cheerfulness and "easy" good nature, or 
in case of conflict, with a stiff dignity and 
air of authority that I abominated but 
often was forced to turn to as a last re-
sort. There would be occasional loss of 
temper with some particularly unruly or 
troublesome child and subsequent un-
bearable guilt on my' part for having "let 
my feelings run away with me." In staff 
meetings I was in constant dread of hav-
ing to express myself in regard to a par-
ticular girl's behavior or academic stand-
ing, because I felt uncertain, divided in 
my opinion, and miserable. My outward 
attitude at such meetings was either im-
passive, dead, or indignant and impotent 
if I felt roused by some injustice or fancied 
criticism tfiat I took personally. I tended 
to avoid contact with outspoken members 
of the staff both at school and socially, 
even though I often admired them secretly 
for their ability to be outspoken. I made  

myself believe that by so doing 1 was 
merely attending to my own business; 
if occasionally I talked openly, I found 
I had little to say actually, and I was con-
stantly fearful of sounding catty and un-
reasonable. I hated marks, reports and ex-
aminations with a passion, partly because 
I felt there was nothing "creative" about 
them, but chiefly because I was concerned 
for fear that my standard was not that of 
other teachers. I had a hidden fear that 
I was "too easy" on the children, possibly 
to their detriment. 

Mine may be an isolated case among 
teachers but I strongly suspect that it is the 
case of thousands all over the world. The 
amazing thing about it was that if ques-
tioned about my work I stated unhesitat-
ingly that I loved it more every year 
(and I really believed this!); that I felt 
fortunate to be connected with a relatively 
independent private school where I had 
small classes and was free to teach as I 
chose with little or no supervision. I had 
developed a colorful background of travel 
experience that I made full use of in work-
ing out projects in history and geography, 
and I liked nothing better than to lose 
myself and my classes in a study of some 
remote or picturesque civilization like 
that of Tibet or Mexico. I was often ren-
dered unspeakably happy by the children's 
response to creative projects, and felt at 
such times that I had found the secret 
to real education. What I overlooked was 
the fact that I had not touched their inner 
lives at all. I had merely succeeded in 
interesting them in a branch of suhject 
matter, that provided an enthralling es-
cape for me (and often for them!) from 
the dull or appallingly complicated facts 
of life. It was a fool's paradise of the 
most insidious sort, because it was so easy 
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for me to convince myself at such times 
that I had accomplished something of per-
manent value for the children. Whereas, 
if ruptures occurred and evidentes of non-
cooperation made themselves manifest 
during the execution of such a social 
project, 1 was as nonplussed as ever as to 
what to do to straighten out the situa-
tion. I would scold or otherwise show my 
impatience at the interruption, complain 
of the waste of time caused by the inter-
ruption and seldem, if ever, would I suc-
ceed in understanding what was causing 
the trouble. When occasionally I did force 
myself to forget ali about "the project" 
and deal realistically with such a situa-
tion, I would experience a moment of 
surprised interest, mixed with a peculiar 
terror, which was nothing more nor less 
than a fear of life itself. Such an abyss 
of unanswerable questions and conflicts 
presented themselves to me at such times 
that I was only too glad to get safely back 
again to the project, at the eadiest, possi-
ble opportunity. 

What could I do about it ali? Nothing, 
absolutely nothing. Oh, 1 took courses in 
various summer schools, feeling virtuous 
since I was studying of my own volition. 
At times I toyed with the idea that I 
might change my profession, but that sug-
gestion did not tale firm root as I knew 
I was not getting any younger .and after 
ali what else was I prepared to do? Then 
there was the lure of the summer vaca-
tions, those long months of freedom from 
ali thought of school and tiresome be-
havior problems of 'children. What a 
refuge the sumrner vacation proves to be 
to the average teacher! In spite of the 
fact that it is often incredibly dull because 
the average teacher doesn't know how to 
enjoy herself and is frightened of freedom. 

Then it happened that I carne into con-
tact with sex-econorny. I decided to un-
dergo vegetotherapy, as I became con-
vinced that it would provide a path toward 
solution of my difficulties. I was intro- 

duced to A. S. Neill's book, THE Nos-
LEM T1ACHER, and found it provocative 
and fali of plain truths which at first I 
was unwiIling to face, but which I dis-
covered had to be faced. Here is Neill's 
description of a child: 

"A child is a being that is iargely un-
conscious. lis life is in great measure 
spenr in phantasy and its play is an ex-
pression of this life. Childhood is play-
hood. The child is naturally active and 
noisy and unaware (as the state of the 
£urniture in my school testifies.) It is 
primarily concerned with doing, not with 
thinking—phantasy thinking, yes: reality 
thinking, no. That comes Iater. Now in 
the classroom the phantasy side of the 
child has no outiook except the danger-
ous one of day-dreaming instead of at-
tending to the lesson. The active child is 
inhibited by the necessity of sitting still, 
under an ignorant teacher sitting with 
arras felded. The noisy side is completely 
suppressed cantil piaytime. The creative 
side in a desk school has the minimum 
of opportunity for expression. . . . Think 
what is behind the child we see sitting 
at a desk. We know what bis arithmetic 
is like, bui we don't know what is be-
hind the insincere mask that conven-
tional discipline rompeis him to wear ali 
day long. Let me guess a few of the 
things behind his mask. He is concerned 
about his origin and the lies told to him 
about it. He is concerned about his sex, 
wondering if he will die or go to hen 
if he touches his genitais. He is con-
cerned with ali sorts of home problems, 
his fear of father when father raises his 
voice, his jealousy of his brothers and 
sisters. Perhaps he has a guiity con-
science because he stole something, or 
because he told a big lie. Maybe he 
thinks anxiousiy about death. In ali like-
lihood he is filkd with fears, trembling 
to walk in the dark. Then there is re-
ligion, Who is God ar is there a God? 
Further fears because of the dangerous 
thought. These among a thousand other 
troubles and doubts. And his tear her sees 
only the mask, his teacher is only in- 
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terested in his work, not realising that 
ali the hidden hopes and fears can easily 
destroy the ability to concentrate on work. 
The frequent nervous breakdowns in 
school children are due to education's 
complete disregard for the deep traits of 
character." 

Cearly 1 had much to learn, and vegeto-
therapy provided the means of learning 
about myself: the first step towards learn-
ing about children's reactions. Following 
is a description of some of my experiences 
on a typical school day after 1 had .had 
a little over a year of the treatment. It 
will be borne in mind that the school is 
a private girls' school where manners, 
morais and subject matter are carefully 
stressed. 

It was Friday, the last day of the week 
before mid-year examinations, with the 
weekend beckoning ahead of us. The day 
got underway with a class in 5th grade 
geography of the United States. Up to 
that moment review for examinations had 
not been mentioned, but individual out-
line maps of the United States were re-
ceived with acclaim as I handed them out 
and the children busied themselves about 
finding important places they knew; sev-
eral asked if they might go ahead and 
name ali the state capitais as well as color 
the states; and altogether the map made 
a tremendous hit. At the same time we 
planned together to go ahead outside of 
the class with the wall map of products 
which had been started at the beginning 
of the year. The children clustered around 
this beloved map, exclaiming over its ef-
fectiveness, lingering lovingly over the bits 
of coal, cotton, rice, peanuts etc. which 
they had stuck on it in the appropriate 
places. The bell rang too soon and we had 
to gather up our possessions to move on 
to another room. I felt elated and happy 
in the evident enthusiasm of the children 
over their own handiwork. But now I 
sensed that everything about this particu-
lar class was giving me pleasure chiefly 
because it was a relief to me that the class  

was cooperative and homogeneous, with 
no problem or ruptures occurring to 
throw me into a state of uncertainty. 

Next carne a class in 6th grade English 
History. There were tests from the day 
before to be given out, with marks to 
be faced and undcrstood, and the pres-
sure of examinations was uppermost in 
my mind. I arrived at my classroom with 
the 5th grade wall map rolled up under 
my arm, quite full of the genuine pleas-
ure that the last class had been to me. 
The following picture presented itself to 
me: Mary, the class "problem," had taken 
possession of my desk and was ringing 
the bell loudly while the other children 
were gradually taking seats at the row 
of tables in front of "teacher's" desk. 
There was a general air of unsettled 
laughter, talking and horseplay, aggra-
vated by Mary's bell ringing. After a 
moment of sickening uncertainty I slipped 
into a chair alongside the children and 
looked up with I confess a certain glee at 
having outwitted Mary, and to her ob-
vious surprise said, "Why don't you be 
the teacher, Mary? Come on!" At once 
Mary, an original child with a mind of 
her own, assumed an exaggerated pose of 
The Teacher, rang the bell sharply and 
said, "Come to arder, children, come to 
order!" Laughing, equally surprised and 
delighted, the class carne to order as 
quickly as 1 have ever seen them do so, 
and various mcmbers begged me urgently 
to come and sit beside them. I was one 
of them, accepted spontaneously. But 
Mary, by this time, was coming to the end 
of her rope. I could see uncertainty wres-
tling with her assumed air of authority. So 
I leaned forward with the fateful tests in 
my hand and waved them at her, saying, 
"Why don't you choose someone to give 
these tests out, Mary? And then let every-
one read the first answer ali around the 
class?" No sooner said than done. The 
first answer was repeated in variations by 
each child, each showing her thorough en-
joyment of the game by reading her an- 
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swer in a dramatic tone of voice. Each 
person in turn held a place of singular 
importante for an instant; and incidentally 
the mistakes in the answers carne home 
with unusual clarity. With the second 
question, I suggested that Mary choose 
someone else to be teacher. This she did 
with alacrity and the next little girl had 
her chance to be a special one. The end 
of the class carne all too soon, and the 
good feeling of exhilaration lasted to its 
conclusion. 

As I approached my final class of the 
morning, I remember thinking, "This 
cannot go on. It is too good to be true, 
this feeling of being accepted, of being 
one with the individual members of the 
class." But as I stepped into the next room, 
I felt instantly that 1 was welcomed as 
one of the group. Everyone shouted to 
me at once, "See who's here! Jennifer!" 
Sure enough there was Jennifer, a little 
English evacuee, who had been in the 
school for a year but had now gene to 
the country to Tive. (I had learned at 
recess time that she was visiting the school 
when I overheard one of the teachers say 
in the staff room, "Now for hell in the 
Sixes' room, since that little spoiled Jenni-
fer is visiting and upsetting everything!") 
Everyone wanted to sit with Jennifer in 
my class of the moment, so I realized that 
something would have to be done about 
it. I suggested that we move all the tables 
together in a compact .mass, se everyone 
helped and a round table arrangement was 
achieved at once, with the touch of the 
unusual giving an air of thrill and excite-
ment to the otherwise humdrum situa-
tión. The lesson happened to be a review 
of the cities of the British Isles. So Jenni-
fer carne into her own, much to the satis-
faction of everyone in the room. Then 
suddenly there was a whispering and a 
stirring and Betsy said, "Please, Miss 
Post," (begging with her eyes,) "may I 
show Jennifer around the school? This is 
almost our last chance!" So 1 said, tem-
porizing with the old feeling of uncer- 

tainty as to what I ought to do about 
allowing children to wander at will around 
the school during class time, "All right, 
go along for Eive minutes and show Jenni-
fer around. You can watch the time be-
cause you have a wrist watch." So they 
departed, to the envy of everyone in the 
class. In no time at all Betsy was back, 
slipping beamingly into her seat. "She's 
with the other division of the class," said 
she with entire good will and satisfac-
tion. 

Going down the hall afterwards, I re-
flected on the difference, the enormous 
gulf, between my present exhilarated feel-
ings and those of the old days. "1 wouldn't 
have changed places with anyone this 
morning," I thought. But what had hap-
pened in this very class at the same period 
on a day not long past? I had come into 
the room dreading what lay before me: 
a half hour of constant misery because it 
was an occasion when the class always 
asserted itself in a mass nuisance manner. 
(They had just escaped from a classroom 
where they were held firmly to their seats 
and to their lesson, and discipline was 
maintained effectively by the teacher. 
What is more, a favorite gym class im-
mediately followed my geography class 
and it was preceded by pleas to be al-
lowed to leave a few minutes early, with 
eagerness for action on every face.) I 
carne into the room anticipating trouble 
and I got it. The clustered groups around 
the tables seemed to be engaged in a con-
spiracy against me. They whispered and 
passed surreptitious notes and nudged and 
giggled. I announced brightly that we 
would draw a picture today, descriptive 
of the lesson that they had just prepared. 
I had a clear idea in my own mind of the 
kind of picture I intended them to draw, 
se I proceeded to draw it on the board, 
with the request that they draw it on 
their paper after me. The instant my back 
was turned there was murmured rebel-
lion and more giggling. The class fol-
lowed my instructions but unwillingly. I 
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grew impatient and inwardly desperate. 
The lesson must be learned today, we 
must cover the material in this school, and 
this was (to my adult mind) a ckver and 
entertaining way to bring home the dull 
facts of the lesson which had been real 
for homework. I rapped on the desk and 
waited for the silente and attention I de-
manded of them. But all my protestations 
and increasing annoyance were of no 
avail. The children were simply not inter-
ested in my picture, and though their 
banter was good-natured enough, it failed 
to break down the wall of my resistance! 
I never thought of asking them simply 
what the matter was today; nor of suggest-
ing that some one of them draw, or act, 
what she remembered of the lesson! No, 
they should learn to behave themselves and 
have proper respect for me, their teacher, 
in any given situation! What is more, my 
way was carefully considered and well 
thought out, and they must be made to 
profit by it. How can a child know what 
a teacher knows about the subject? So at 
last the end of the period arrived, and 
with whoops of glee the children poured 
out of the room in unrestrained eagerness 
and excitement, leaving me cruelly to my 
sense of failure and chagrin. 

Which is the better way, or rather the 
only way to handle children in a class-
room? The teacher must be able to grasp 
instantly the tempo of the group when she 
joins it. And she must be ready and en-
tirely free to shift all plans of her own, if 
necessary, in order to deal with the prob-
lems of the moment. Usually the needs, 
which present such a complicated impres-
sion due to efforts to conceal them, are 
simple and fundamental enough so that a 
frank discussion will draw them out. And 
real honest sympathy will go a long way 
toward relieving tensions which underlie 
an aggressive attitude. Children are so 
quick to respond to understanding and 
sympathy, as I have found over and over 
again, particularly during the past year. 
They are so anxious for approval and love. 

And yes, eager to learn too, when they 
are freed of their anxieties, feel a natural 
rapport with the teacher, and are given 
some opportunity for activity. Recently a 
young married man expressed to me his 
distrust of Neill's point of view in regard 
to freedom in a child's education. "I don't 
believe him (Neill) when he says no child 
in his school is forced to go to classes. 
Somewhere he must be exerting pressure 
on the child, by making the subject mat-
ter seem attractive or by getting him to 
feel that it is for his own good to learn 
science or history.".  This remark shows 
so clearly the average viewpoint toward 
children and education: that in the first 
place no child really wants to learn; and 
secondly that a child must be tricked or 
wheedled into learning what moralistic 
adults have decided is good and essential 
for him to learn. The average adult has 
no faith in the innate instinctive good in 
a child, but thinks that the child has to 
be taught goodness and love. In the same 
way, the average adult cannot believe that 
a child's natural curiosity will lead it to 
eagerly seek information and knowledge 
when its instinctive urges are satisfied. 

Something of all this was in my mind 
as I walked down the hall, foliowing the 
class that had left me so precipitately. Sud-
denly 1 heard a scurrying of feet and 
someone hurled herself upon me from 
behind, almost climbing up my back, 
clasping her arms around me in rough 
affection, as she exhorted me to guess who 
it wasl It was Cynthia, a new child from 
a freer school, who had started out by 
being a bit offish with me as she sized me 
up, but who had lately been showing 
increasing signs of approval and liking 
After I had guessed successfully, she said, 
"Well, goodbye, Miss Post!" giving my 
hand a hearty if somewhat painful shak-
ing. Down the hall appeared her room 
teacher. "Come on, Cynthia!" and Cynthia 
went, looking back at me as much as to 
say, "We understand each other, don't 
we?" 
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Projeto Arte Org 
Redescobrindo e reinterpretando W. Reich 
 
Caro Leitor 
Infelizmente, no que se refere a orgonomia, seguir os passos de 
Wilhelm Reich e de sua equipe de investigadores é uma questão 
bastante difícil, polêmica e contraditória, cheia de diferentes 
interpretações que mais confundem do que ajudam. 
Por isto, nós decidimos trabalhar com o material bibliográfico 
presente nos microfilmes (Wilhelm Reich Collected Works 
Microfilms) em forma de PDF, disponibilizados por Eva Reich que 
já se encontra circulado pela internet, e que abarca o 
desenvolvimento da orgonomia de 1941 a 1957. 
 
Dividimos este “material” de acordo com as revistas publicadas 
pelo instituto de orgonomia do qual o Reich era o diretor. 
01- International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research 
(1942-1945). 
02- Orgone Energy Bulletin (1949-1953) 
03- CORE Cosmic Orgone Engineering (1954-1956)  
 
E logo dividimos estas revistas de acordo com seus artigos, 
apresentando-os de forma separada (em PDF), o que facilita a 
organizá-los por assunto ou temas. 
Assim, cada qual pode seguir o rumo de suas leituras de acordo 
com os temas de seu interesse. 
Todo o material estará disponível em inglês na nuvem e poderá ser 
acessado a partir de nossas páginas Web. 
 
Sendo que nosso intuito aqui é simplesmente divulgar a orgonomia, 
e as questões que a ela se refere, de acordo com o próprio Reich 
e seus colaboradores diretos relativos e restritos ao tempo e 
momento do próprio Reich. 
Quanto ao caminho e as postulações de cada um destes 
colaboradores depois da morte de Reich, já é uma questão que 
extrapola nossas possibilidades e nossos interesses. Sendo que 
aqui somente podemos ser responsáveis por nós mesmos e com 
muitas restrições. 
 
Alguns destes artigos, de acordo com nossas possiblidades e 
interesse, já estamos traduzindo.  
Não somos tradutores especializados e, portanto, pedimos a sua 
compreensão para possíveis erros que venham a encontrar. 



2 
 

 
Em nome da comunidade Arte Org. 
 
Textos sobre a praga emocional e sociedade. 
Texts on the emotional plague and society. 
---------------------- 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research 
------------------- 
Emocional Plague and Society 
------------------- 
 
01 Wilhelm Reich. Biophysical Functionalism and Mechanistic Natural Science 
1941 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 1 Number 
2 1942 
Interval 1-11 Pag. 97-107 
 
02 Paul Martin. The Dangers of Freedom 1942 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 1 Number 
3 1942 
Interval 34-45 Pag. 226-137 
 
03 Stefan Hirning. The Place of Literature in the cultural Struggle 1942 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 1 Number 
3 1942 
Interval 46-54 Pag. 238-246 
 
04 Wilhelm Reich. Character and Society 1936 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 1 Number 
3 1942 
Interval 55-64 Pag. 247-256 
 
05 Gunnar Leinstikoy. The newspaper compaing in norway 1942 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 1 Number 
3 1942 
Interval 74-81 Pag. 266-273 
 
06 Wilhelm Reich. Give Responsability to Vitally Necessary Work 1943 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 2 Numbers 
2 3 1943 
Interval 1-4 Pag. 93-97 
 
07 Wilhelm Reich. The Biological Miscalculation in Human Struggle for Freedom 
1942 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 2 Numbers 
2 3 1943 
Interval 5-29 Pag. 97-121 
 
08 Wilhelm Reich. Work Democracy Versus Politics 1943. 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 2 Numbers 
2 3 1943 
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Interval 30-48 Pag. 122-140 
 
09 Dorothy I. Post. Freedom is not so Dangerous 1943 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 2 Numbers 
2 3 1943 
Interval 56-60 Pag. 148-152 
 
10 Harry Obermayer. Reviews Social reconstruction Without Sex-Economy 1943 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 2 Numbers 
2 3 1943 
Interval 81-83 Pag. 173-175 
 
11 Theodore P. Wolfe. On a Common Motive for Defamation 1944 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 3 Number 
1 1944 
Interval 76-78 Pag. 71-73 
 
12 Harry Obermayer. Reviews The Psichology of Facism 1944 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 3 Number 
1 1944 
Interval 86-87 Pag. 81-82 
 
13 Wilhelm Reich. Some Mechanism of the Emotional Plague 1945 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 4 Number 
1 1945 
Interval 36-55 Pag. 34-53 
 
14 Gladys Meyer. Review The Negro Problem and Modern Democracy 1945 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 4 Number 
1 1945 
Interval 107-116 Pag. 105-114 
 
15 Wilhelm Reich. The Development of the Authoritarian State Apparatus from 
Rational Social interrelationships 1945 
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 4 Numbers 
2 3 1945 
Interval 25-33 Pag. 147-155 
 
16 Gladys Meyer. The Making of Fascists 1945  
International Journal of Sex Economy and Orgone Research Volume 4 Numbers 
2 3 1945 
Interval 69-77 Pag. 191-199 
 
17 Wilhelm Reich. Work Democracy in Action 1944 
McF 207 Annals of the Orgone Institute, Number 1. 1947 
Interval 6-21 Pag. 4-35 
 
18 Anthony I. Swaroswsky. Thoughts on the Sex Behavior of American Soldiers 
in the Eto 1947 
McF 207 Annals of the Orgone Institute, Number 1. 1947 
Interval 54-57 Pag. 101-107 
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19 T.P. Wolfe. Emotional Plague versus Orgone Biophysics 1948 
McF 515 T.P. Wolfe. Emotional Plague versus Orgone Biophysics 1948 
Interval 1-26 Pag. 1-49 
 
-------------- 
-------------- 
Orgone Energy Bulletin 
--------------- 
 
------------------------------- 
Emocional Plague and Society 
------------------------------- 
 
01 Myron Scharaf. A Danger Tendency in Contemporary Thought 1949 
McF 208 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 1. Jan. 1949 
Interval 19-20 Pag. 30-33 
 
02 Notes Editorial. Orgonomy A Threat. A Warning. Regarding Rumors 1949 
McF 208 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 1. Jan. 1949 
Interval 21-22 Pag. 34-37 
 
03 From Recent Reviews by Wilhelm Reich 1949 
McF 208 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 1. Jan. 1949 
Interval 23-26 Pag. 39-45 
 
04 Chester M. Raphael. The Malboro Incident 1949 
McF 209 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 2. Apr. 1949 
Interval 14-17 Pag. 70-76 
 
05 Editorial A Dilemma in Self-Government 1949 
McF 301 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 3. Jul. 1949 
Interval 18-19 Pag. 124-127 
 
06 Notes Editorial. On Criticism of the Critic 1949 
McF 301 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 3. Jul. 1949 
Interval 21-21 Pag. 130-131 
 
07 Elizabeth Tyson Reviews. Want do Be like Stalin 1949 
McF 301 Orgone Energy Bulletin, Vol. 1, No. 3. Jul. 1949 
Interval 23-26 Pag. 135-140 
 
08 Walter Hoppe. Gret Men in Confliet with the Emotional Plague I 1951 
McF 307 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 3, No. 1. Jan. 1951 
Interval 5-14 Pag. 4-22 
 
09 Walter Hoppe. Gret Men in Confliet with the Emotional Plague II 1951 
McF 308 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 3, No. 2. Apr. 1951 
Interval 21-24 Pag. 99-105 
 
10 On The Record. It Happens again and again. Our Independence. Our Air 
Germes 1951 
McF 309 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 3, No. 3. Jul. 1951 
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Interval 34-36 Pag. 181-184 
 
11 Reviews. Science and Common Sense. The Name of Humanity. And 
Biography of D. H. Lawrence 1952 
McF 311 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 4, No. 1. Jan. 1952 
Interval 32-33 Pag. 61-63 
 
12 Wilhelm Reich. Truth Versus Modju 1952  
McF 313 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 4, No. 3. Jul. 1952 
Interval 19-23 Pag. 162-170 
 
13 On the Record. On Human Evil 1952 
McF 314 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 4, No. 4. Oct. 1952 
Interval 28-30 Pag. 221-224 
 
14 Wilhelm Reich. The Murder of Chist 1953 
McF 315 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 5, No. 1,2. Mar. 1953 
Interval 4-15 Pag. 5-27 
 
15 Archives of the Orgone Institute. Modju at Works in Journalism 1953 
McF 315 Orgone Energy Bulletin. Vol. 5, No. 1,2. Mar. 1953 
Interval 44-46 Pag. 85-89 




