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As I write this I am breathing a sigh of
pride and relief that our second issue of
Depth Insights has come to completion. In
the next few weeks, watch for web version
with comment boxes for each essay. We
hope this will foment discussion and continued exploration of themes among readers
and authors. In this way the e-zine becomes
a living document.
With insight and originality, the authors
have brought a depth psychological lens to a
wide range of topics. “The United Psyche
of America” and “The Rock Star” address
political, social, and cultural issues. Readers
are invited into the process of transformation through experiences that break us in
“The Turning” and “The Vulnerable Heart:
Falling in Love as an Individuating
Experience.” “The Boy with No Arms:
Encountering the Archetypal Pattern of the
Shaman” yields insights into the intersubjective field in psychotherapy. “Practical
Spirituality: A Jamesian Perspective on
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We are engaged in a deepened understanding through the personification of myth in
“I, Medusa” as an initiatory journey and in
“Eurydice-Part II: A Letter to Orpheus,” as
a rendering of the feminine voice of irresolvable longing.
For me, the best part of my job is reading and learning from every submission we
receive. The most difficult part is choosing
which ones to include. In this process, the
review of anonymous submissions by
members of the Depth Insights Editorial
Selection Committee was invaluable, and
provided the backbone of the body of work
presented here. We hope you will enjoy--find
both provocative and moving--the offerings
that emerged and comprise this issue.

~Rebecca Livingston Pottenger

Rebecca Livingston Pottenger has a
Masters in Counseling Psychology with
Emphasis in Depth Psychology from
Pacifica Graduate Institute. In her work as a
Marriage Family Therapist Intern, she is
especially interested in imaginal psychotherapy, Jungian-oriented dream work, and the
relationship between imaginal, shamanistic,
and somatic healing practices.
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The Rock Star and the Transcendent:

P

Archetypal Paradox and Tension
in Consumerist Mythology

op culture narratives can be viewed
as the collective correlative to the
individual’s dream. Consider the hero stories: Good vs. Evil; Luke Skywalker vs.
Darth Vader; Human vs. The Vampire;
David against Goliath; Super-powered
Rock’n’Roll Transcendent Rangers vs. Bigbad Media Boss and his Magic Picture
Death Ray. Even with billions of channels,
our most popular stories are only slightly
more nuanced than Cops against Robber,
Cowboys against Indians, Tom against Jerry.
Our most popular film and television
stories draw structure from the hero archetype and provide an ego's perspective, relying on descriptions of moral and ethical
imperatives. Furthermore, narratives that
define the collective ego experience are not
limited to blockbuster movies and primetime dramas. Nor are they only the fictional
myths created by filmmakers and artists.
Each celebrity or political scandal also
holds our attention by reflecting non-integrated aspects of the collective unconscious.
And yet, within Jungian circles, some
writers dismiss the majority of images that
daily bombard us-the popular media-as
aberrant drivel engineered to brainwash us
into consumerist submission. But when we
identify the mainstream media as 'other' are
we simply defending against threatening
non-ego images? Are we redirecting stage
lights in order to sharpen the contrast
between darkness and light? With our elitism, are we quarantining the collective
shadow that screams for integration everyday on our TVs, movie screens, personal
computers, and newsstands?
This elitist perspective seems to contradict the non-judgmental attitude that
Jungians cultivate for the consultation
room. After all, if I arrive at my analyst's
office with a dream that points to a violent
relationship with the anima image, we talk
about it. If the imagery of the dream is
steeped in pornographic banality, we talk
about it. If my dream life is saturated with
blood and gore, weapons and violence, we
talk about it. Taking C. G. Jung as our role
model, we are not prejudiced toward

By Jordan Shapiro

dwarfs, old men, pagans, or blind girls. No,
we understand that only the ego perspective
is responsible for judgment-making and we
therefore attempt to know the dream artifacts from other perspectives.
Using the thinking function, for example, we amplify dream imagery, analyzing it
along side mythological material and cross-

“The popular
media...can be seen
not simply as
consumerist propaganda,
but also as the
autonomous creation
of a collective psyche”
cultural symbolism. We gain an experiential
understanding by exploring the feeling tone
of imaginal scenarios. We embody each
character through active imagination in
order to sense into the somatic reality of
the image. Our Jungian and Post-Jungian
foundation is blaringly obvious because of
our willingness to traverse odious terrain in
order to illuminate the unconscious landscape of the dream. What happens if we
apply that same dedication to pop culture?
Popular culture narratives meander
according to archetypal structure. Like
myth, they also can be approached as the
collective correlative to the individual's
dream. The popular media, therefore, can
be seen not simply as consumerist propaganda, but also as the autonomous creation
of a collective psyche: compensatory
imagery to be approached as symptom.
However, there may be a capitalist free
market fantasy implicit in the assumption
that media images have organic autonomy.
There may be complexes associated with
financial Darwinism tinting the lenses of
archetypal and depth psychologies when
Jung's theories are applied to popular media
in this way. Is this Jung filtered through the
interpretive categories of capitalist economics? After all, the typical Jungian perspective

argues that imagery retains the dividends of
popularity as a result of the value (worth)
of its psychic energy. Imagery in our
dreams and our mythology is often
described in the same way that Wall Street
describes financial markets: a product's
sales are directly proportionate to its ability
to fill a consumer need -symptoms are the
result of a complex's psychic market share.
In other words, be it Harry Potter or Jesus,
Jung's theory of compensation assumes
that the frequency of the image's (or dream
figure's) appearance is proportionately related to a psychic need.
Following this theory of compensation
to its logical end confuses things. Because
individual wealth and fame are motivating
factors involved in the way producers,
directors, managers, and writers bring
images to market, but the ubiquity of these
images can also be seen as a psychic symptom. In other words, the autonomous collective psyche has an unconscious need for
certain images. The entertainment industry
unconsciously fulfills this psychic need.
From this viewpoint, however, the theory of compensation conflicts with the
meek-shall-inherit-the-earth Abrahamic religious sensibilities that my Judaic upbringing
instilled in me. Abrahamic religious sensibilities are mytho-historically evolved from
slave uprisings. Surely, the rich can't be acting in the best interest of the anima mundi.
The poor are the pious. The Egyptians, the
Romans, the Bourgeoisie: they're all infidels.
Do we accept the conspiracy theory:
that pop-media is the opium of the people
-- constructed by kings to keep peasants
laboring quietly? Or do we prefer the free
market narrative: that pop-media is a reflection of the people? Both choices offer particular ethical problems.
Plato explored a similar conflict in The
Republic. Thrasymachus asks Socrates if justice is simply the advantage of the stronger
(Plato, 1997). In other words, is justice culturally constructed? Is justice simply the
ethical opinion of the people with the
power to enforce it?
In this essay, I've been asking similar
questions about pop culture. Are pop culDepth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012
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ture images simply created by those in control of the entertainment industry? Or, are
these images that emanate from some
essential unconscious place? Thrasymachus
might suggest that the collective moves in
the direction of the powerful elite because
they control the media content.
Thrasymachus' is a moral relativist
argument that resonates with our current
predominant view. Each culture has its own
moral system, codified and enforced by the
powerful few. Thrasymachus mumbled the
post-modern platitudes of the ancient
world. But Socrates showed Thrasymachus
that right and wrong are not simply the
arbitrary categories of a particular culture's
ruling class. Socrates suggests that there is
some deeper inner moral knowledge, something more universal, or essential than
social trends.
Jung is like Socrates - or, like Plato and
Kant. They are both what Marilyn Nagy
calls: “epistemological idealists” (1991,
p.45). In Philosophical Issues in the Psychology of
C.G. Jung, she wrote:
Jung substitutes "inner experience" for
Kant's concept of a priori reason. Both
men meant that there is something inside
the individual which knows what to do
and how to act . . . For Kant this was the
experience of the categorical imperative.
For Jung it was the experience of the self.
(p. 37)
Jung counsels us to surrender to an
inner moral authority-our innate universal
knowledge. It is not might makes right.
And it's not right makes might-no, right and
might are more complicated because egoconsciousness is not aware of unconscious
motivations. Our depth psychological sensibility tells us that the ego rarely understands
the Self's intentions. In other words, the
discovery of the unconscious makes everything suspect. The Self works in mysterious
ways. We don't always understand and we
often don't like the intentions of individuation.
From Jung's viewpoint, we have an
unconscious or inner authority that's projected outward and reflected back. What is
“out-there” is actually “in-here.” Therefore,
it is our ethical imperative to take back the
projections. And we're expected to give special attention to those objects of shadow
projections that we label “other.” Does this
mean that the pop culture mainstream
“other” represents projected shadow material that needs to be reintegrated? Does this
mean that pop-culture is not just a manipulative sales pitch? Does this mean that
4
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media moguls deserve the same credit that
we offer the personified dream maker?
Does this mean that despite questionable
ego, or professional, motivations, the TV
producer's work could be considered foreplay to collective individuation?
Like it or not, we are consumerists and
the popular media landscape is part of the
ambient reality of our collective unconscious. Many of us don't like it and just like
an individual, we adamantly deny the existence of our own shadows, calling them
“other” and reinforcing our separatist illusions of elitism with divisions like mainstream and alternative, left and right, liberal
and conservative, urban and rural, coastal
and Middle America. However, if we buy
into Jung's theories, we might have to
acknowledge pop culture as autonomous
imagery from the collective unconscious.
Therefore, a look at what types of stories
the collective unconscious is creating seems
in order.
In her 1982 book, Echo's Subtle Body,
Patricia Berry wrote that the ego “mode
continuously makes divisions between good
and bad, friends and enemies, positive and
negative, in accord with how well these fig-

“From Jung's viewpoint,
we have an unconscious
or inner authority
that's projected outward
and reflected back.
What is ‘out-there’
is actually ‘in-here.’”
ures and events comply with our notions of
progression” (p. 68). Like the individual
psyche, the collective psyche's hero narratives pit flamboyant over-indulgence violently against residual Calvinist guilt.
For example, although they masquerade as stories of rebellion, it is old-fashioned Puritan hard work and determination
that prove victorious in underdog David
and Goliath fables like The Pursuit of
Happiness (2006) and Milk (2008). Homosexuals, African-Americans and other marginalized peoples need only “keep at it.” On
the other hand, reckless nonconformity,
lack of commitment and rogue individualism provide the warrior's advantage as
white male crayon-outside-the-lines protagonists conquer the establishment's rigidity

in Star Trek (2009) and Indiana Jones (19812008). These are just a few of the more
prominent illustrations-and therefore manifestations-of the collective Western
Consumerist ego.
However, narratives that define the
collective ego experience are not only
found in blockbuster movies and primetime
dramas. Nor are they only present in the
fictional myths created by filmmakers and
artists. Non-fictional news media stories
frame and define our collective experience
by providing the illusion of objective adjudication.
For example, media coverage transformed the image of Michael Jackson from
self-indulgent “sicko” into a new protagonist. He was posthumously cast in that soap
opera entitled “current events” in the role
of the victim and martyr. The antagonist:
pharmaceutical liability and medical recklessness. Gone was the alleged child molester whose self-hatred was manifested in an
unhealthy addiction to cosmetic surgery.
The new story described how doctors and
pills killed an eccentric artist and spiritually
superior humanitarian. In a quote that
echoes the religious candor and idolatrous
rhetoric that saturated the singer's wake,
one reviewer of Rabbi Schmuely Boteach's
book of interviews with Jackson cried that
nobody helped “Jackson fight his addiction
and heal his troubled soul” (Amazon,
2009). It should not surprise Jungians that
the new Michael Jackson drama aired just as
the national debate in the U.S. tackled the
infrastructure of industrial health care on
the House and Senate floors. After all, our
archetypal faith holds that both our performers and our politicians are making
mythology in accordance with the flow of
collective psychic energy. Washington D.C.
and Hollywood are like separate but parallel
dream theaters, often personifying identical
collective complexes with corresponding
imagery.
We could approach the Jackson scenario from a depth psychological perspective, interpreting it like a dream. We would
then take into consideration the fact that
neither the media nor its audience forgot
the old story; they just constructed a misshapen revision. This epilogue to the
Jackson myth ran head to head with a
national demonization of the health insurance industry that was tantamount to shaving just a bit more cartilage off an already
mutilated appendage. Popping prescriptions
wasn't the problem. It was merely a symp<Back to TOC
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tom. Likewise, it doesn't take a NASA engineer to see that the insurance industry is
only one symptom of a much larger cultural failing.
When we read only from pop culture's
surface, we are guilty of the same literalism
for which we ridicule fundamentalist believers of all religions. We become fundamentalist consumerists. We acknowledge only

“The mythical
rock star always
plays simultaneous and
contradictory parts
in our collective
drama...both
revolutionary and
conformist.”
the perversity of the symptoms. We see
self-indulgent celebrities guilty of sexual
indecencies and marital infidelities. We navigate the tabloids, gossip shows, and nightly
news programming as if they were moral
allegories: mapping each superstar's actions
according to our individual and cultural
subjective ethical compasses. We look for
heroes and villains. We redirect light and
cast shadows.
Or, we forgo pop culture altogether,
taking a high-minded stand against the
superficiality. We roll our eyes as we say, “I
don't watch TV. I don't read People magazine.” But then we are living the ego myth:
casting ourselves as the protagonist on a
heroic quest to slay a multi-headed media
monster. The view from our sanctimonious
soapbox creates elitist dualisms.
Furthermore, our self-righteous separatist
dogma might simply be motivated in class
division: the art-house erotica of the educated affluent is accompanied by champagne while the blockbuster pornography
of the unsophisticated Philistines is served
with malt liquor.
Worse, when we choose the pious antipop pulpit, we miss the metaphors of consumerist mythology. The ego has strengthened its grasp. We are brainwashed into
submitting to the same position we rejected. We star in stories that tell us that the
hero's oppositionist ways are the only ways.
Mary Watkins reminds us, "Jungian
psychology counsels us to distrust the ego

and decenter ourselves to a more observant
place within (the non-ego center)" (2009,
pp.196-197). Looking at pop culture from a
depth psychological perspective can be a
“via regia” to a collective non-ego center.
Our popular culture is saturated with
non-ego stories that do not necessarily follow rigid prerequisites for narrative structure. For example, while the rock star provides a persona that hooks and reflects projections of collective unconscious imagery,
rarely can we make sense of him according
to the linear narrative conventions (exposition, development, culmination, lysis) with
which ego is so comfortable. Furthermore,
to do so would be irresponsible.
Instead, I advocate a dialogue with
imaginal rock stars. Seen as characters in
our collective unconscious drama-or dream
narrative-rock stars represent a familiar perspective with their own set of paradoxes
and oppositions. For example, what does it
mean to be both consumer and consumable? Or to be both icon and iconoclast?
The mythical rock star always plays simultaneous and contradictory parts in our collective drama. The mythical rock star, whether
media-darling or anti-establishment, is

always both revolutionary and conformist.
Consider Elvis' hips: the undulating threatens to corrupt the youth, but it also pays
the brokers that buy his mutual funds.
Expected to bite the hand that feeds him,
he must walk a thin line between maintaining his ostentatious appearance (designer
clothing, jet-set privileges) and refusing to
“sell-out” (by becoming too immersed in
the capitalist economic foundation that creates and sustains him).
In the 1960s, boy bands like the
Ramones moved a rock and roll ideology
from the subtext of their musical performance to a conspicuous and non-apologetic
center stage. They offered both a punk
rock, “fuck everything” attitude, and the
“so you say you want a revolution” parallel.
While rock star's self-indulgent puer narcissism is often mistaken for egotism, it actually has nothing to do with ego in the
Jungian sense. It is a decidedly non-ego
position that identifies cultural, political,
social, and personal iniquities without actually caring enough to be bothered doing
anything to change it.
Unlike the rock star, archetypal saviors
or deliverers are constituents of an ego
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position that, as hero, hopes to return with
a boon, a tonic, or wisdom that liberates
and redeems the people. The ego image is
goal oriented, product driven, a doer, a
maker and a problem solver that functions
according to “moralistic, scientific, and aesthetic oppositions-.good versus evil, true
versus false, and beautiful versus ugly”
(Vannoy Adams, p. 239). The rock star is
unlike the hero/ego. The ego warrior slays
and conquers in a missionary-like attempt
at ethical and moral colonization. The rock
star, on the other hand, has no ambition to
redeem anything, only to throw temper
tantrums and present lyrical indictments
while enjoying the spoils of the system he
condemns.
Rock and roll is like any other mythological system. When read literally, it
appears convoluted. One reason is that the
rock star is dependent on the system he
eschews. To destroy all the icons, the rock
and roll iconoclast would also need to turn
the tantrum toward himself: the image of
rock star is an iconic representation of the
very attitudes he rebukes. For this reason,
the flesh and blood rock performer sometimes seems hypocritical.
Consider U2's Bono. He promotes
humanitarian causes (through his Red and
One organizations) while wearing Bvlgari
sunglasses that cost enough money to feed
one of the families he endeavors to help.
Thus Bono is forced to perform an acrobatic spanning of a consumerist ravine. He
is in the awkward position of being both
consumer and consumable. And his value
as a purchasable good rests in the impulsive
extravagance in which he indulges while
renouncing the system that enables it.
Furthermore, his success is partly due to
his privileged “first world” residence and
the international envy it inspires and
depends on. In other words, his popularity
rests on the unequal distribution of wealth
to which his song lyrics and philanthropic
efforts object so strongly. The enviable distance over which his voice is able to carry
his admirable intentions is unfortunately
part of the problem.
I suggest we see Bono not as a hypocrite-for it is only when we approach him
with the rigidity of literalism that contradictions become problematic. Rather, we
should see Bono as a symbolic way to
engage with the tensions of living in a
world where lines are fuzzy. In the spirit of
Jung's transcendent function, we can see
the image of the rock star as mediating the
6
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ethical tension inherently involved in participating in modern culture. The rock star sits
in that ambiguous space which led me to
ask, at the beginning of this essay: whether
media images are the symptomatic products
of an autonomous collective psyche, or the
manipulative propaganda of people in
power.
U2's Bono provides the image of a
transcendent third that materializes out of
an irreconcilable tension of opposites.
When seen as a symbol, the rock star is
understood as an imaginal character whose
voice is amplified at our collective psychic
roundtable.
The rock star, then, does not take the
stage just to entertain us. We cannot dismiss him as merely entertainment if we
offer him the same respect that we would

“The rock star does
not take the stage
just to entertain us.
The banality of his
ballads and anthems
might be hiding
hymns and a prayer
to that divinity.”
offer the characters in a dream. After all, if
a long lost friend appears in our dreams, we
know better than to assume it was only
because we came across his photo on
Facebook. Teachers in the Freudian,
Jungian and Archetypal traditions all
instruct us to look deeper at what appears
to be merely an imaginal coincidence. The
banality of the rock star's ballads and
anthems might be hiding hymns and a
prayer to that divinity Jung calls the Self. If
we engage with the images the rock star
presents, the dialogue with pop art can be
an illuminating way for each of us to fulfill
our ethical and political responsibility to
cultivate consciousness by withdrawing
shadow projections.
The uncomfortable tension implicit in
Jung's epistemological idealism- the inner
Self as monitor of the categorical moral
imperative- is that the Self often challenges
our most cherished moral presumptions.
Our inner guru's lecture topics might conflict with our ego's ideal. We are left with a
moral dilemma similar to the one that the
Beatles encountered with Maharishi

Mahesh. Is the ashram fraught with polygamous scandal or is it enlightened by tantric
sexual liberty? Jung's theories hold “that
there is something inside the individual which
knows what to do and how to act” (Nagy,
1991 p. 37). However, how does one reconcile a Kantian-style moral autonomy with a
secular subjective moral relativism? The
notion of an inner authority of universal
morality like the guru Philemon is in conflict with our post-modern sensibilities. It
marginalizes and pathologizes the shadows
while offering personal revelation as justification.
Hillman deals with this problem by
suggesting we conceive of a multiplicitous
psyche with myriad ethical subjectivities. He
calls for something that resembles a Quaker
consensus of the intra-psychic population.
We do not simply dismiss those subjectivities that make us uncomfortable, such as
Snooki from the Jersey Shore reality program,
Paris Hilton and her over-privileged
princess porn, or Mel Gibson's foulmouthed anti-Semitism and misogynist
rage. We do not dismiss the collective figures that we find abhorrent. Nor do we dismiss the inner elitist that prefers to bury his
head in books and block out the popular
periphery.
Instead, we can turn to the rock star.
He helps us understand the importance of
simultaneously resisting and accepting. He
teaches us that conflict is grounded in connection. Like Heidegger, he shows us that
difference and sameness both stem from a
belonging together (Heidegger 2002, p.31).
The rock star proves that rebelling and criticizing the personal and collective shadow
of consumerism is, in fact, a vital piece of
the polyphonic zeitgeist that creates and
sustains our consumerist psychic love song.
As depth psychologists it is our
responsibility to transcend the dichotomy
between rebel-artist and pop-conformist,
allowing a new cultural milieu to emerge.
In Senex and Puer, James Hillman (2005)
writes, "The spirit turned toward psyche,
rather than deserting it for high places and
cosmic love, finds even further possibilities
of seeing through opacities and obfuscations in the valley. Sunlight enters the vale.
The Word participates in gossip and chatter" (p. 86).
Of course, whenever we call for something new to replace the old, we are in the
ego mode. When we condemn one way of
knowing in favor of another, we act like the
heroic champion of a higher cause. When
<Back to TOC

we take an ethical stand against one and in
favor of another, we are acting from the
ego perspective. Likewise, when we vilify
the ego perspective we are guilty of tyrannical oppositionalism.
How do we navigate a post-modern
world where subjectivity makes all judgment fallible? Even the act of judgment
should not be judged. Ethics are reversible.
And morality is transient. What do we do?
We can turn to the image of the rock
and roll iconoclast: that brooding, suffering,
romantic troubadour. No matter how he
styles his hair- and during whichever decade
he appears- he lives the myth of deaf
Ludwig van Beethoven banished to liminal
space. He is cursed to create music he can
never hear. To him everything is suspect.
Nothing can be trusted, not even himself.
The surface always lies and shadow is his
dwelling. He cannot suspend disbelief
because he is the illusion. He intuits the
other side and seeks to unveil it, exposing
himself in the process. What seems good is
actually bad. What seems bad is actually
good. This is the punk rock dissident's gift.

It allows, encourages and requires that he
maintain an acute capacity for forgiveness
and doubt. Because when nothing is firm,
and everything bends- when black can be
molded into white, yes into no, and right
into wrong- judgment is necessarily suspended.
Surely someone has written a song
about it.
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Coyote Comes Through
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Maria Hess
I can see the coyote as they
move into the open brush coming
out of their daytime shrub caves
preparing to stalk the night.
I can hear the coyote as they
howl in their places calling
out to one another to direct,
guide, or otherwise communicate.

I can feel the call of the wild
with four paws as I run through
the grasses strong as I am and lean,
part of this tribe moving quickly.

I can sense the coyote as I
pull my attention into focus,
looking directly ahead, seeing clearly,
instinctively being inherently free.

I can be the coyote, the trickster,
Mercury's messenger, the fool
prince or queen. I am the coyote,
nature, sound, movement.
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subconscious projection and
is ripe for interpretation
We are energetic beings.
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to understand our
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September 20, 2012
OKA: Fairfax, VA.
Cost: Full Day=$399
Introductory Teleseminar May 17, 8pm EST on
Depth Psychology Alliance. Visit
www.depthinsights.com for reg/details.

Learn more about the workshop:

http://lisaschuetz.com/oka-presents-handwriting-indicators-of-type/
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The United Psyche of America:

A Depth Psychological Inquiry into Immigration at
the American-Mexican Border

A

lmost two thousand miles long,
the American-Mexican border
runs through deserts, rivers, and rugged
mountains, separating the two countries
and their peoples. The border decides who
belongs here and who belongs there. It dictates: This side is the United States, Mexico
is the Other.
The United States spends billions of
dollars to guard this threshold. In some sections tall fences and walls stand; American
border patrol agents stroll with rifles in
hand, seeking trespassers. Over time with
the rising number of undocumented immigrants the border has become a highly critical and controversial political issue.
However, if its complex psychological realities are taken into account, this crisis can
perhaps become an opportunity for emotional integration and reconciliation on a
collective level.
Jungian analyst Adolf GuggenbühlCraig (1999) stated that “completeness is
fulfilled through incompleteness” (p. 24).
For the United States of America to claim
the wholeness that is implied in its name, it
first needs to witness the gaping lacunae in
the borderlands of its consciousness.
Lacunae and borders do not have to denote
impossible absences and firm barriers.
Instead, they can become openings--places
of inquiry, movement, dialogue, and
exchange.
This article is an invitation to enter
such an in-between realm of memories and
dreams, where collective historical consciousness and the unconscious meet. Its
intention is to inspire a moment of reflection on the unconscious tendencies underlying our political ideologies and actions in
the United States. The cultural and historical significance of the conflict at the
American-Mexican border is tremendously
complicated; its psychological implications
are far more difficult than these few pages
can address. Therefore, this piece does not
claim to explain how the Mexican perspective may differ from the American concerning the border crossings, or offer an in8
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depth analysis of America's social and
political narratives on immigration. It only
takes a modest step toward the depth perspective in the hopes of instigating a
process of seeing-through, so we can begin
to think psychologically about the United
States' relationship to its southern borderland.

Seeing-Through and Crossing Over
In a culture where different disciplines
are disconnected from one another,

“When we enter the
vast realm of the
unconscious, what once
seemed to be evident
black-and-white facts
crumble and collapse.
From their debris
deeper, inherited cultural
images and themes
spontaneously emerge.”
approaching a political phenomenon with a
depth psychological lens is crossing a border. Here, politics belong to the congress;
art belongs to a canvas; psychology belongs
to mental health clinics. Politics engage in
immigration debates; arts pursue aesthetics;
psychology attends to dreams. Such discriminative and simplistic ways of thinking
are not only limiting, but also misleading.
They create false hierarchies, betray the
depths of human experience, and deprive
us of meaning. They severely hinder our
potential for self-awareness and transformation as individuals, and as a collective.
Archetypal psychology drops in and
picks up the delicate thread of imagination
that weaves insights. Instead of offering
one-word answers, quick fixes, and shortterm solutions, it sheds light on the ambiguities, the fluidity and multiplicity of
truths. With its dynamic methodology, it
encourages us to see through cultural

events in order to grasp the imbedded
visions and ideas in them. The founder of
archetypal psychology, James Hillman
(1975) explained that psychologizing in this
imaginative and engaging manner teaches
us how to look at “the frames of our consciousness, the cages in which we sit and
the iron bars that form the grids and
defenses of our perception” (p. 127). We
need to re-view and re-vision what we have
previously taken as literal actions and
descriptions so that we can be free to see
psyche speaking in them symbolically and
metaphorically. With this new understanding, our experiences once again deepen and
meaning becomes possible.
Hillman (1975) wrote:
Psychologizing goes on whenever reflection takes
place in terms other than those presented. It suspects an interior, not evident intention; it
searches for a hidden clockwork, a ghost
in the machine, an etymological root,
something more than meets the eye; or it
sees with another eye. It goes on whenever we move to a deeper level. (p.135)

When we enter the vast realm of the
unconscious, what once seemed to be evident black-and-white facts crumble and collapse. From their debris deeper, inherited
cultural images and themes spontaneously
emerge. Ageless memories arise. The truth,
in its paradoxical, contradictory, poetic, and
symbolic language begins to speak and sing.

The Return of the Repressed
Memories

Fences are rising higher and higher
with added barbwire. Ground sensors and
infrared cameras are scanning the dark.
Troops with machine guns are pacing up
and down. Congress is signing one bill after
another--more agents; more equipment; one
more allocation of hundreds of millions of
dollars. The Department of Homeland
Security is still searching for new names to
battle the same old fears: Operation Hold
the Line, Operation Gatekeepers,
Operation Safeguard.
Despite all efforts, the number of
undocumented immigrants in this country
remains noticeably high. In the pitch black
of the night they arrive from down below.
<Back to TOC

They jump over the fences, go through the
rivers, they hide in the bushes, they crouch
and deceive the censors. If they get caught,
many may try again the next day, and the
next day, until they succeed. Sometimes the
same people get arrested on the border or
at an airport three days in a row before they
finally make it into the United States. When
on U.S. American grounds, in order to
avoid deportation, some may acquire fake
documents, often with new names and
identities. Standing on the south of the
border, the Mexicans call the United States
“the Other side” (Hellman, 2008). Once
they cross over, they become Others.
There is something uncanny about this
otherness and this repetitive return. Freud
(1919/2003) defined uncanny as that which
leads us back to what is known of old and
familiar. It feels as if the shadows across
the desert come from somewhere in the
past. Like repressed yet lingering memories,
the rejected immigrants keep returning.
They come back from the dead, embodying
the solitude, darkness, and silence of this
land's past--the America that was here
before the United States.
Lend an ear. Listen. Listen to the border; it has secrets and stories to tell. This
border does not just speak in English and
Spanish. It does not speak only in policies,
statistics, and operation titles. It screams
with bullets, it howls with wilderness. If
you listen carefully you will also hear the
languages that belong to ancient times, the
native tribes. Underneath this earth we
stand on, the true ancestors of this land
rest. Underneath the thick cement sidewalks, these flat freeways, and the manicured suburban lawns, there are layers and
layers of damp, dark soil drunk with the
blood of generations. Listen carefully and
behind the white noise you will hear the
songs of the indigenous. You will hear how
they screamed as the settlers raised those
rifles and raped their women. You will hear
the rage of their abandoned gods. Beneath
the nationhood of the United States, atrocities American natives suffered still breathe.
And above the ground, modern cities of
the New World reside in amnesia.
Chicana cultural theorist, writer, and
poet Anzaldua (2007) remarked that the
earliest signs of human life in the United
States pointed to Indian ancestors from
35,000 B.C. in Texas. In the Southwest
there were evidences of 20,000 year-old
campsites. These lands-Texas, New Mexico,
Arizona, Colorado, and California-belonged

to Mexico until the 1846 U.S.-Mexican War.
“We were jerked out by the roots, truncated, disemboweled, dispossessed, and separated from our identity and our history,”
Anzaldua wrote (p. 30).
An alternative Mexican band, Tijuana
No! (1998) expressed its culture's anguish
and wrath in a song music blending rap,
rock, and punk-“Stolen at Gunpoint:”
You say we crossed the borders shit the
borders crossed us
. . . California, stolen at gunpoint.
Arizona, stolen at gunpoint.
Texas, stolen at gunpoint.
Nuevo México, stolen at gunpoint.
El Páramo, stolen at gunpoint.
Aztlán, stolen at gunpoint.
Puerto Rico, stolen at gunpoint.
América, stolen at gunpoint.

“The territory at the
American-Mexican
border is like an
uncanny dreamscape.
At night in the dark,
the indigenous people
enter the desert from
the realm of the
unconscious to return
to where they once
belonged.”
Many of the immigrants who cross the
southern border of the United States illegally are actually indigenous (Urrea, 2004).
According to Anzaldua (2007), this return
to the homeland is seen as “a silent invasion” (p. 32).
The unconscious is unrelenting. It will
not let go of the painful memories until
they become acknowledged, mourned, and
fully integrated into consciousness. As long
as the repression endures, there will be acts
of compromise and compensation between
the conscious and unconscious. The dream
is an example of this: At nighttime the censors weaken, ego's defenses come down.
That is when the secrets and repressed
reminiscences creep into the night-consciousness. They jump the fences. They
cross the borders.
The territory at the American-Mexican
border is like an uncanny dreamscape. At
night in the dark, the indigenous people
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enter the desert from the realm of the
unconscious to return to where they once
belonged. Like it happens with dream-displacement, they obtain identity cards with
new names. Their foreign yet familiar presence feels like a curse for the American
host. The uncanny feels frightening. It feels
out-of-control.
The United States attempts to explain
the nightmare of border politics in literal
terms--economic concerns that come with
scarcity of jobs, and the strain on education
and health care systems. Increased numbers
of military personnel and sensors give the
illusion of maintaining power over the
region. Although America's border defense
mechanisms appear technologically
advanced, they are psychologically primitive.
They represent mere forms of repression,
projection, and disassociation. They point
to a crisis in self-recognition, one that is
becoming unbearably costly--both financially and psychologically.

Defending Against the Shadow

Our patriotic accounts may attempt to
restore and retain a certain vision of ourselves as powerful, just, and proud.
However, the conquest of the Mexican land
and the dislocation of native peoples reveal
a history of arrogance, greed, and immeasurable violence. Behind the mask of the
United States' heroic narratives of
Southwest expansion is the face of
America's collective shadow.
Emotionally charged defenses of the
national ego thrive on projecting shadow
qualities onto Others. According to psychoanalyst and philosopher Lacan (2004), the
function of language is not to inform but
to evoke. The derogatory language used in
naming the Mexican immigrants “beaners,”
“taco benders,” and “wetbacks” is crucial in
evoking this sense of the Other. Moreover,
all immigrants-documented or not-are
stripped of their humanity by being labeled
“aliens.” But isn't the United States a nation
whose people have almost all arrived from
different lands?
Perhaps the very language of “aliens”
and the unending immigration disputes harbor the truth of America's self-alienation.
Until the people of the United States
become conscious of their historical legacy
and recognize its dark aspects, unconsciously driven hostilities toward the Mexican
people will continue to influence the politics and culture of this country. As Carl
Jung (1983) asserted, “the shadow is a
Depth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012

9

The United Psyche of America

moral problem that challenges the whole
ego-personality” (p. 91). Respectively, the
collective shadow is a political, psychological, and ethical responsibility for an entire
nation.
How many billions of dollars more
will it take to resist a confrontation with the
unconscious? How many bullets more will
it take before America stops shooting at an
apparent shadow? How many more others
have to suffer and die?

The U.S. American Myth

Former United States Senator Gary
Hart (1997) wrote “myths concern both
who we are and who we tell ourselves we
are” (p. 5). Surveying the prevailing U.S.
American myths, in them he observed a
repetition of ideologies and the affirmation
of particular identities: The myth of settler,
the myth of revolutionary, the myth of
frontiersman/pioneer/explorer. Reflecting
on the myth of Christopher Columbus and
its inherited legacy, cultural critic bell hooks
(1994) underscored our need to rethink
issues of “origins and beginnings.” She
argued that the cultural romanticizing of
this myth equals romanticizing oppression,
exploitation, and rape.
To discover means to make known or
visible (Merriam-Webster Dictionary, 2010).
Paradoxically, America's myth of “discovery” covers up its true origins. It denies the
priori claim of the indigenous people. It
masks their massacre. With the myth of
discovery, America becomes a blank page, a
fresh start. It becomes the “New” World. It
is this newness that reveals the illusion at
the heart of the American myth. As Freud
(1927/1989) maintained, an illusion is not
necessarily an error: “We call a belief an
illusion when a wish-fulfillment is a prominent factor in its motivation” (p. 704).
Perhaps within the U.S. American imagination, the wish is to wash the blood off, forget the violent experience, and in archetypal
terms, remain in Eden, as innocent as
before the Fall.
In her work of bridging depth and liberation psychologies, Mary Watkins (2009)
discussed that to see through the psychic
walls built at the American-Mexican border,
the United States has to recover from its
cultural and historical amnesia. Developing
our historical consciousness and understanding the unconscious dynamics at work
in the founding myths of this culture
require us to reclaim a painful past. Jungian
analysis has always held that regression is a
10
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necessary step for psychological progression. Therefore, before we can engage with
integrity in a discussion about the very
complex and real social issues of immigration reforms and immigrants' amnesty
rights, America needs to regress, remember,
and mourn.

References

Anzaldua, G. (2007). Borderlands/La Frontera: The
new mestiza. San Francisco, CA: Aunt LuteBooks.
Freud, S. (2003) The uncanny. New York, NY:
Penguin Books. (Original work published 1919)
Freud, S. (1989). The future of an illusion. In P.
Gay (Ed.), The Freud reader (pp. 685-722). New
York: W. V. Norton. (Original work published
1927)
Guggenbühl-Craig, A. (1999). The emptied soul:
On the nature of the psychopath. Woodstock, CT:
Spring.
Hart, G. (1997). Toward a new American myth (in
American Soul). Spring Journal, 62, 1-9.
Hellman, J. A. (2008). The world of Mexican immigrants: The rock and the hard place. New York,
NY: The New Press.
Hillman, J. (1975). Revisioning psychology. San
Francisco, CA: Harper Perennial.
hooks, b. (1994). Colombus: Gone but not forgotten. In Outlaw culture: Resisting representations

(pp. 231-242). New York, NY: Routledge.
Jung, C. G. (1983). The essential Jung. (A. Storr,
Ed.). Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press.
Lacan, J. (2004). Ecrits: A selection (B. Fink, Trans).
New York, NY: Norton.
Merriam-Webster dictionary online. (2010).
Retrieved from http://www.merriamwebster.com/dictionary/discover
Tijuana No! (1998). Stolen at gunpoint. On Contrarevolucion ave [CD]. Beverly Hills, CA: BMG
Latin.
Urrea, L. A. (2004). The devil's highway: A true
story. New York, NY: Back Bay Books.
Watkins, M. (2009). Psyches and cities of hospitality in an era of forced migration: The shadows of
slavery and conquest on the immigration debate.
In: Politics and the American Soul. Spring, 78, 177201.

Ipek S. Burnett holds M.A.s in Counseling
Psychology and Depth Psychology. She
currently is completing a Ph.D. at Pacifica
Graduate Institute and working on a novel
in her native language, Turkish. She lives in
the Bay Area where she has led dreamwork,
poetry, and expressive arts therapy groups
and workshops.

If not now...
WHEN?

Academic Writing Retreat
Michelle Rivera-Clonch, Ph.D. & Maurice Stevens Ph.D.

Reflect on your writing practices
Reinvigorate your writing process
Reconnect with a community of writers

June 7-10, 2012

Hope Springs Institute
Peebles, Ohio

Last Year’s Retreat Sold Out!
Details/Register

www.hopespringsinstitute.org/academicwriting.html
<Back to TOC

The Vulnerable Heart: Falling in Love
as an Individuating Experience

C

By Rosemary Freeman

lassical depth psychology emphasizes the amplification of dreams,
myths, and fairytales to foster awareness of
unconscious shadow material within and
around us. The experience of falling in
love, often feeling at times like a euphoric
dream which we never could have imagined
possible, and at other times, feeling more
like a nightmare, is also a means of unveiling and integrating that which is unconscious.
Through experiencing romantic love
with another individual, we can simultaneously encounter our inherent divinity, or in
Jungian terms, we can experience a sacred
marriage with the Self. Diving into the
deep waters of romantic love often catalyzes the necessary union of opposites in
the individuation process. The heart itself,
in the process of awakening through a
romantic encounter, exemplifies the transcendent function at work by bridging qualities of the divine with the experiences of
our chthonic physical body.
The following is an exploration of
romantic love in regards to the inner world.
In the great ballroom of love, our stubborn
yet fragile ego and our dubious shadow self
engage in coquettish choreography with our
soul, where eventually, if we are courageous
enough, we dance ourselves into an exquisite performance, which fosters growth of
our Self and feeds all life forms around us.

describe the experience of romantic love?
Why the word falling rather than, entering into
love or rising up in love? The often quoted
adage “Only fools fall in love” has been
carried down through song and story so
that when it happens to us, we do not
know whether to run towards or away from
the very source which triggers our heart to
beat like hummingbird wings. Falling in
love begins the journey of all journeys. The
first card of the Major Arcana in the classic
Tarot deck is that of “The Fool”. The Fool
is usually depicted as a rather shabbily
dressed youth, a puer aeternus, if you will,
with his entire belongings wrapped in cloth,
placed on a stick, and flung carelessly over
his shoulder. He smiles at the person viewing the card as he nonchalantly steps off of
a cliff. To his peril? To his fortune? The
only thing the puer knows is that his quest
leads him to take that step. Falling off of a

A sculptor: If you have ever seen the
ideal body, the weightless grace of rounded muscles! Delicate lips! Silken hair!
Then you understand the state of my rapture. You can understand me only if you
have felt someone reach into your soul,
and cup your heart in strong, safe hands
that protect you as if you were a precious
flame exposed to a windy night. Tell me,
have you felt such passion? (Ivanyi, 1995,
p. 179)

cliff symbolizes the ultimate surrender.
Though we may idealize love, this process
itself, is also, arguably, the ultimate surrender.
I met a man once who told me that he
preferred to use the term rising up in love
rather than falling in love, and at the time, I
wholeheartedly agreed with him. I thought,
why are we falling, why are we not rising up
and transcending through love? What a
foolish way we have shaped our words to
describe what should be an uplifting experience. Note the word should here, for love
also has this idealized notion akin to fairytale lore where the princess and prince

On Falling

Catch me now because I am surrendering
and I've got a long way to fall. (Personal
journal, July 2008)
Why do we use the words falling in, to

“I met a man once
who told me that he
preferred to use the
term rising up in love
rather than falling in
love, and at the time,
I wholeheartedly
agreed with him.”

always live happily ever after. This conversation occurred just when I was entering into
my own captivating love experience with a
man. I was about to discover the reason the
Fool falls rather than rises. For my experience of romantic love was akin to stepping
off a cliff into a world previously unknown
to me.
I distinctly experienced my new
romance as a falling, rather than as a rising
up, into love. As proposed in depth psychology, I discovered in terms of love, the
necessity of descent. The myth of the
Sumerian goddess Inanna portrays this
need: “From highest heaven she goes to
earth's deepest ground. To the extent that
she was high, she must go low. Only thus
can the balance demanded by the Great
Round be maintained” (Perera, 1981, p. 54).
Love means surrender to the unknown, it is
a defeat for the ego because once we have
fallen in love, our original idea of ourselves
is obliterated. A defeat for the ego usually
results in a fall of some kind, and it is quite
often painful. Depth psychologist Veronica
Goodchild (2001) speaks to this experience:

A cosmic shudder moves through our
body, and we fall into the terrors and
panic engendered by this sweetly bitter
potion. Every new deep love undoes
us so, loosens our limbs and sets us
aflame. When we fall under the spell of
this cosmic mystery, it is like falling
through the cracks of a world into a
new universe.(p..43)

I recall two instances of this fallingfeeling as it occurred in the beginning of
my current partnership. I was driving up
the steep driveway to my new lover's house,
located on the rural property of a commune. At the top of the steep hill I saw
him emerge from the bushes. It was a stiflingly, sticky hot day in July, and I had
come under the pretense of picking peaches from the orchard. Although I had actually come to see him, we were keeping our
love affair a secret from the community due
to the dangerous temper of my recent exhusband. My lover emerged from a blackDepth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012
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berry bush and grinned; he was wearing
nothing but work overalls. He looked sumptuous. I was eager to greet him and touch
his bare skin, which had been browned like
a manzanita bush by the sun. But upon seeing me, my playful lover ran away from me,
laughing all the way up the driveway as I
chased him. In that moment it felt like my
soul fell into his soul. I had fallen in love.
Later that day, I was standing on a ladder reaching for peaches on a branch above
me when I felt his finger brush my bare
calf from below. A feeling like electricity
sparked inside me. In a flash I felt current
flowing throughout my body. There was the
feeling, again, of falling. Shaken physically,
I tried to steady myself to stay on the ladder. Soon after, I remember lying on my
back in the orchard, looking up, and then
falling, into the pools of his eyes. I felt my
soul merge with his. Two became one in an
exquisite dance of opening and diving in. I
had fallen, and yet felt held, in something
vast and deep and endless.
My heart softened. Opening, like a
blossom, to the morning sun, I felt a longing for something, or someone, I could not
name. Threaded into my hope was a sense
of exposure. At the same time I felt held,
protected and cared for, I also marked the
presence of anxiety-even fear. I no longer
knew who I was. The ground beneath me
no longer felt safe. My heart, I realized, had
fallen into a vulnerability that both awed
and terrified me. The following day I found
an egg and wrote a poem:

I found this tiny broken egg, a robins'
egg, under a tree
vulnerable
fragile
my heart
(Personal journal, July 8, 2008)
Lingering in my experience of vulnerability, the sweetness of hope and love
faded, leaving me feeling open to attack,
capable of being hurt-defenseless I felt
exactly the way Goodchild (2001) said I
would: “We are never more vulnerable than
when we love” (p. 42). My heart, once
closed and therefore protected, was open
now, a door left ajar and a blizzard coming.
The tension of opposites was both agonizing and exhilarating.
I fell deeper in love. Our romance
encompassed all of my thoughts. I could
do nothing but be in love and feel vulnerable. For in my vulnerable heart I knew that
this man who made me feel complete could
12 Depth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012

leave me, bereft and alone. I began to need
my lover. For when I was with him I could
fall deeper into bliss. My heart could hardly
bear separation. When I wasn't with my
lover, clouds of doubt and confusion blew
in, blotting out the sun and bringing a blizzard in on the wind.
Things I would rather not have seen in,
or known about, myself stirred in the shadows of my soul. I was in trouble. Needy,
and dependent on my lover to feed my
hunger for love, I faced aspects of my personality--jealousy, fear, insecurity--I did not
even know were there. The thought of losing my lover--the thought of my lover losing me--made the moments when we nearly
severed our romantic ties, feel to my vulnerable heart like poison arrows. I turned
to my journal for comfort and clarity, and
wrote:
You opened me. You opened the floodgates of my desire. My water broke
through the dyke and I gave myself to

“Cupid has been
gradually pushed into
our collective shadow.
We have made light of
the seriousness, of the
actual struggle inherent
in the self-shackling
agony we experience
in the throes of
romantic love.”
you. You ran from me. Now my wounds
bleed. I feel alone, bereft, with no one to
wash me clean.
For periods of time I felt ugly, desperate, sad, unworthy. I hated myself for feeling this way, but I could not seem to help
it. I had fallen in love. My heart had
opened. But instead of bliss and union I
felt lost, like someone drowning in a river.
At times the rising water swamped me, and
I dropped, sank, fell, toward, into, the
underworld. I wrote another poem:
Stark and black
These days
Sick moldering heart
Broken useless womb
Poison inside
Suck it out
Suck it out

Tell me it never happened
(Personal journal, December 29, 2008)
Fear was the ghost that frightened me
the most. My heart was afraid that I was
falling in love alone--afraid that my lover
did not feel for me the way I felt for him.
Afraid to share my fears, again I poured my
feelings into my journal. Symbols and
metaphors helped hold what my ego could
not contain
:

If our hearts collided would they obliterate themselves?
Smashed to smithereens like broken jellyfish on the beach?
Would yours meet my soft pulpy strawberriness with a suit of armor?
Obliterating only me?
Would your heart meet mine
Armor to armor in battle?
Dented disgruntled
bouncing off
Retreating…
Cold again?
Would your heart take off its armor
Resplendent in crimson
Shining pulsing
Would it swallow my heart?
Or would my heart pierce yours with a
sword and lift it into the sky
With a cry of victory?
Would my heart swallow your heart to
velvet oblivion
To waterfalls and rainbows?
Would our hearts like strong men
Wrestle until they are too tired to play?
(Personal journal, July 2008)

The late James Hillman (1989), who
with other post-Jungians founded
Archetypal Psychology, quoted D. H.
Lawrence as saying, “Desire is holy because
it moves and touches the soul” (p. 273). In
reflecting on my tumultuous ride with love,
I began to think of my experiences as heart
awakenings. When I explored this opening,
what spilled forth was a sea of symbols and
archetypal figures associated with love. I
found a poem about the passionate relationship between Cupid and Eros:
His skin is brilliant with ichorous flood
That swiftly to his beings leaps from his
heart,
Hotter than fire and redder than blood;
From his eyes small flames in flashes
dart…
His weapons are a bow he deftly strings,
And little arrows barbed and keenly
edged;
And these he shooteth true…
(Bridges, Measure I. 7:16, 1885)
<Back to TOC

I wondered: How does myth tie in with
the concept of romantic love? I considered
Cupid, the god often associated with love in
contemporary culture. A product of a consumer-driven, Hallmark holiday culture, I
thought of red and pink construction paper
hearts, lacey white doilies, overly frosted
cupcakes with sugar sprinkles, and little
plastic Cupid dolls sticking out of the top. I
felt horrified and ashamed to realize what
popular culture has done to the great god
of desire. Next I recalled Cupid as he
appeared in Renaissance paintings: an
angelic boy with cloudlike wings and a rosy
plump bum, shiny golden curls, and a
rather innocuous looking bow and arrow; a
boy who flirts playfully with young and
beautiful maidens who smile at him and bat
at him with modest and rather hapless gestures of deterrence.
It occurred to me that Cupid has been
gradually pushed into our collective shadow.
We have made light of the seriousness, of
the actual struggle inherent in the selfshackling agony we experience in the throes
of romantic love. Perhaps we unconsciously
know that awakening to love provokes all
of our shadow parts to stir, and so we
make light of it with silly little Cupids. In
truth, however, the symbolism around
Cupid is quite intense if amplified from its
original form. For Cupid was once a formidable and tricky god who went about piercing our hearts with arrows when we least
expected it. Something of a Trickster, he
has the potential to alter our lives forever.

The Arrow

Throughout the first three years of my
relationship, felt the pain of Cupid's arrow
again and again. These were excruciating
experiences. Over time I took the risk of
speaking to my beloved of my vulnerabilities, my jealousies, and my pain. When he
could not, or would not, be present to, or
help me contain my feelings, my heart shattered like glass. When my lover planted his
boot in soft places by committing the acts
of dishonesty that I feared, I lost my footing. On these occasions I would crawl into
a cave and slowly stitch the torn pieces of
my heart together again.
For three years I fingered Cupid's
arrow. Then something happened: I left my
lover. I felt like I stood at the brink of a tall
cliff. I was falling again, this time alone. I
fell, and fell, into an underworld space in
which I lost my libido, and the erotic bonfire which had once warmed my soul

burned down to ash and coals. I had no
desire to eat, or breathe, or move my body
from its fetal position on the cold floor.
Fears and visions of self-mutilation, their
appetite voracious after so long in shadow,
became reality.
First came the little girl within me who

“As I thought about the
relationship I had left,
the image arose of
a statue of a god
tumbling into dust to
become a man, the
human man, who was
my lover no more.”
thought she was so ugly that no one could
love her. She was the one who cried and
begged on her knees that she would do
anything to be with her beloved. Next I
met the spoiled princess who wanted to be
the only one her beloved adored. There was
a doting mother who wanted to embrace
her lover with arms that never tired, never
failed. Last came vengeful and dark
Erishkigal, who wanted to slice her own
chest from heart to womb and kill the
metaphorical child of our love; who wanted
to tear her beloved to pieces with her savage claws. This dark one painted her fierce
and frightening visions, breathing life into

Rosemary Freeman

violent urges until they could be contained
and healed. How did self-loathing and selfinjury become a transformative experience?
Painting the shadow material held by
wounded inner figures offered my ego a
sense of differentiation, a space in which
enmeshment with the rage and panic I felt
around the loss of my beloved could be
cooled, and solidified. Painting became a
self-reflective container that safely captured
the volatility of my affective experience,
protecting both my former lover and me
from my impulses to act out my rage. This
process allowed unconscious contents to
emerge, while preventing my ego from
shattering, so that shadow material could be
integrated safely into consciousness.
It felt good to finally admit that I was
angry, that I was scared. Now able to hold
the conflict between my self-image and my
shadow, neither my feelings, nor my desire
to deny them, had power over me or my
choices. The opposites had been separated
out. Now it was time to bring them back
together again.
As unconscious shadow material
became more integrated through painting, a
new sense of self-responsibility emerged
within me. At this point I realized that I
needed to integrate my own sense of the
masculine. I needed to stop expecting my
lover to hold these qualities for me. I needed to cultivate in myself the masculine
qualities I had projected onto my partner.
In an imaginal encounter, I called upon
Cernunnos, an old Celtic god of nature and
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wild things, to come alive inside of me.
Known as the Horned One, Cernunnos
exemplified strength, courage, confidence,
and ambition, qualities I needed so that I
might withdraw the projections I had made
onto my lover and become whole in myself.
With the help of this god I was working to
find, and integrate, my own inner beloved
so that I would no longer need my lover to
fill the emptiness I felt within myself.
For weeks I called out to Cernunnos. I
heard, and felt, nothing. My distress
increased. I felt nearly broken by the ache
of the emptiness I felt inside. One day I
was so distraught that I drove to my
favorite park, found a new trail, and ran. I
ran, and ran, pushing my physical body
beyond its ordinary limits. Exhausted, I collapsed with my legs wrapped around the
trunk of an old oak tree; I lay on the
ground-feeling dead to the world. When I
opened my eyes, a stag stood nearby. The
muscled, noble, buck observed me like a
sentinel or guardian angel. The stag
watched me, and I watched the stag.
Neither of us moved. A feeling filled the
air. The encounter with the stag--embodying for me an instinct toward wholeness
and the renewing powers of the masculine-catalyzed a process of transformation. On
a vision quest a week later, I fasted alone in
the wilderness for two days. On the last day,
I came across an antler and it became my
totem, a symbol of discrimination and
inner authority I could carry with me.
The process of withdrawing my projections onto my lover culminated in a
dream that took place in a dark forest,
where I, as the dream ego, embraced a
black haired young man. Our meeting felt
fatherly, brotherly, romantic, and erotic all
at the same time. I saw the image of merging with this dream lover as a coniunctio--a
union between the once--disparate, but now
connected aspects of my personality.
Waking, a feeling of wholeness spread
through me. In this moment I knew I no
longer needed my lover to walk in the world
with me, for my beloved lived within.
These experiences of communion in
psyche with a divine masculine presence
allowed me to withdraw my need to project
this presence onto a partner, and to release
some of my expectations. As I thought
about the relationship I had left, the image
arose of a statue of a god tumbling into
dust to become a man, the human man,
who was my lover no more. Seeing him
without the dusty lenses of my old ghosts, I
14
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realized that I loved this man, my beloved,
and would do so whether we were together
or not. Surrendering my ego, and my
attachment to him, I found that my task
was to love him regardless of whether he
was able or willing to love me in return. My
inner voice challenged me to accept my
authentic feelings and the vulnerability that
comes with loving someone because it's
how you feel, braving the pain of them not
loving you in return as the price of individuation--“the realization of the self as a psychic reality greater than the ego” (Sharp,
1991, p. 69).

“Falling in love, I
stumbled into the
darkness of my own
shadow, where attacked
by its anguished
denizens, I needed to
make room for, and
eventually incorporate,
injured and frightened
aspects of my
personality I had
long denied.”
The Fool.

Romantic love has the capacity to constellate a vulnerable relationship both with
the other person, and with aspects of one's
own self. Falling in love, I stumbled into
the darkness of my own shadow, where
attacked by its anguished denizens, I needed
to make room for, and eventually incorporate, injured and frightened aspects of my
personality I had long denied. In synthesizing a more whole and authentic sense of
self, Cupid's arrows led me to authentic
Eros-the cosmogenic, connective force of
love that draws us into relationship-and the
capacity for a deeper appreciation of my
beloved and what it means to be human.
The last of the trump cards in any traditional tarot deck is “The World”, which is
about completion and return home to a
new way of being. As I reflected back on
the work of individuation I had done in,
and through, the experience of falling in
love, I remembered how foolish I had often
felt. By taking the Fool's journey, I had, in
the words of Akron and Hajo Banzhaf
(1995), authors of The Crowley Tarot, hon-

ored “the inner impulse to go off into the
unknown” (p. 24). In following the pull of
the archetypal pattern that “symbolizes
unintentionality that does not yet stand on
solid ground” (p. 22), I had unknowingly
traveled into, and through, “the void on the
border of becoming” (p. 24). Falling in
love, I found, had invited me to know the
deep silent spaces of soul that cannot be
comprehended or expressed in words.
The Fool's journey into the void eventually led me back to the World with a new
way of being and a more authentic connectedness. Now more conscious of my
ability to fill inner emptiness with inner
authority, I put foot to road with the realization that the cycles of life never really
end. And so my adventure in romance may
not be over for as the wheel of time turns,
“The World” becomes “The Fool” once
again and the journey begins anew.
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Practical Spirituality: A Jamesian Perspective
on Transcendent Experience

P

ractical spirituality is a natural state
of mind, one that flows as a confluence of awareness, breath, and immersion in the everyday realities of life. William
James, philosopher and founder of the psychology of religion, wrote, “The fons et origo
of all reality . . . is ourselves . . . The world of
living realities” (1950, p. 298).
Transpersonal psychology, the emotional
and spiritual movement into deep realms of
experience, nourishes growth into transformative numinous encounters with archetypal phenomena. The teachings of the
transpersonal William James serve as a
guide that sensitizes us to hidden potentials
to encounter the world of spirits in a practical manner and in a seamless flow within
the happenings of daily life. A pragmatic
perspective links breath, conscious awareness, and immersion in the visceral realities
of life to a transformative practical spirituality.

Practical spirituality flows with
each breath

In his classic text, The Varieties of
Religious Experience, William James wrote,
When I walk the fields, I am oppressed
now and then with an innate feeling that
everything I see has a meaning, if I could
but understand it, and this feeling of being
surrounded by truths which I cannot grasp
amounts to indescribable awe . . .
(1902/1929, p. 385)
This spiritual awe of which James
speaks implies that nothing more is
required to know a sense of imminent spiritually than simple awareness. Innate spiritual awareness, the realization that every
aspect of life has meaning and emanates
indescribable awe, reflects a practical ability
to access deep and efficacious psychic
realms via awareness, breath, and the willingness to embrace human experience in all
of its multitudinous facets.
A depth psychological approach to
therapy recognizes that we are spiritual by
our very nature. Deep therapy assists one in
accessing cut-off and unconscious aspects
of human experience making available
inner well springs of meaning, vitality and

By Paul DeBlassie III

spiritual awe. In regards to this ability,
Jungian analyst M. Esther Harding, author
of Psychic Energy, noted, “it does not consist
in loss of the ego self in a vague nirvana;
rather, it is a state of heightened awareness,
more intense and more extensive than any
that is possible under the limitations of the
ego” (1963, p. 236).
An example of this was shared with
me by John, an acquaintance of mine, who
recalled his exasperation with life, a spiritual
depression that had sucked away his vitality.
He told me that inner work in depth psychotherapy had helped him find his way out
of a treacherous past. Childhood memories

“Deep therapy assists
one in accessing cut-off
and unconscious aspects
of human experience
making available
inner well springs of
meaning, vitality and
spiritual awe.”
replete with rigid religious beliefs and
antagonistic family relationships were his
“blast from the past.” Facing and working
through past trauma jettisoned him from a
childhood traumatic belief system based on
fear, guilt, and rigidly held dogma into finding not only healing but a new and practical
spirituality. For him, the meaning and purpose of a life lived loving his wife and children, engaging in a daily and private spiritual practice, and immersing himself in the
wonders and challenges of life now were at
the heart of his satisfying human, spiritual,
life.
John went on to share a dream in
which a lively earth spirit visited him and as
he touched her everything within him
quickened. She told him, “Now you can
breathe!” With this he inhaled deeply and
exhaled with immense satisfaction. His
depression had been lifted and with the visitation there came a natural, grounded spiri-

tuality of everyday life lived in a meaningful
way. As he remarked, “My own life force
and spirit are drawn into me, are as simple
and direct as the taking in of each and
every breath.” James, in his essay, “Does
Consciousness Exist?” explored the intimate connection of breath to the experience of consciousness, exclaiming that
Kant's “I think . . .” should be replaced by
“I breathe” (1904, p. 491). With each
inhalation and exhalation the psychological
reality of inspiration makes itself felt
through each and every cell, membrane,
muscle fiber, overall body sensation, and on
into the recesses of potentially transformative psychic experience.

Awareness opens us to the spiritual
world

During one of my first Jungian psychoanalytic sessions thirty-five years ago
with Dr. Arwind Vasavada, a man trained
by C.G. Jung, he remarked, “awareness
opens us to the spiritual world.” This
insight inspired a night of dreaming in
which an angelic being motioned with his
right arm and beckoned me into an interior
world that I had never before imagined.
The words that came from this being were,
“Look within.” This statement was followed by an opening into phantasmagorical
dimensions of consciousness I later came
to understand as realms of the collective
unconscious that continue to reveal themselves in my life.
Synchronicity, the meaningful meeting
of the inner and outer worlds, came to the
fore during this critical time. Dream symbols and outer life events often paralleled
one another so that a dream image would
manifest in the outer world. On one occasion, after many days and nights of overworking during my clinical residency, I left
the hospital and realized that I hadn't
dreamed in a number of nights. No sooner
had I thought this than a bus passed with
an advertisement along its side that read,
“Your dreams are missing you!” Well, that's
quite a message from psyche, revealing
itself in a rather practical manner in the
midst of a busy day. The human psyche is
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practical and spiritual, attuned to the interplay of life events with inner workings.
Transcendent phenomena within the
course of daily life occurs more frequently
than we imagine, awareness bringing them
to the fore of consciousness for inspiration,
guidance, and potential transformation. In
Principles of Psychology, William James insisted, “Whatever things have intimate and
continuous connection with my life are
things of whose reality I cannot doubt”
(1986, p. 375). Practical, emotional, and
spiritual meaning can imbue life situations
with such heightened significance that we
cannot help but become increasingly aware
as the result of encountering them.
Awareness opens us to the psychic reality
of things spiritual and emotional that can
potentially affect us in pragmatic, transformative ways.
Individuals immersed in what one colleague referred to as the “everyday crazies,”
a state of more or less chronic psychic
imbalance, are often suffering from an
unconscious desire to experience the numinous depths of psychic reality. Unfulfilled
spiritual need generates intense anxiety that
many take on as a day-in-day-out state of
mind. Dream energy and waking life lived
deliberately, reflectively, shift our momentum away from surface anxieties and craziness into healing realms of soul. Immersing
ourselves in a reflective life counteracts
neurotic chaos and tumult. Depth psychologist Robert D. Romanyshyn in his paper,
“The World Is a Tissue of Metaphors,”
noted that the dream
is a nightly address to the ego-mind
which undoes its fixed positions, a kind
of nightly humiliation that humbles consciousness and leads it back into the
earth, a journey that re-situates mind in
the humus, the soil of the soul. (2011, p. 2)

Transcendent yet imminent, a psyche
that is settled into the soil of the soul is
both quickened spiritually and set right
within the practicalities of everyday reality.
William James argued that we will be
known by our fruits not our roots, an utterance that beckons us into the rich soil of
soul that yields a bountiful emotional and
spiritual harvest dependent not on affiliations or background but on depth of relationship to self.
Immersion into depth of soul, a deliberate and purposeful leaning into life, draws
together psychic energies so that we are
nourished and made sane, whole. James, in
his Essays on Psychical Research, wrote:
16
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Our lives are like islands in the sea, or like
trees in the forest . . . the trees also commingle their roots in the darkness underground, and the islands also hang together through the ocean's bottom. Just so
there is a continuum of cosmic consciousness, against which our individuality
builds but accidental fences, and into
which our several minds plunge as into a

“Individuals immersed in
what one colleague
referred to as the
“everyday crazies,” a
state of more or less
chronic psychic
imbalance, are often
suffering from an
unconscious desire
to experience the
numinous depths of
psychic reality.”
mother-sea or reservoir. (1986, p. 374).
Such immersion requires proper attitude. I'm reminded of the story of three
yogis who entered the Cave of All
Knowing. The first went in, then after a
time left, complaining it was a waste of
time, a whole lot of nothing. The second
crossed the threshold and shortly lost himself within the realm of mysteries, never to
be heard of again. The third entered and
within time emerged rejuvenated, transformed, enlightened. Michael Eigen, in his
book Contact with the Depths, wrote that to
become enlightened “is to live and assimi-

late something of the experience of the
[first] two [yogis], those crippled by life's
impacts, as necessary and valuable parts of
the self ” (Eigen, p.18).
Descent into the underworld, stepping
into the Cave of All Knowing, and plunging into the mother sea of the collective
unconscious, symbolize immersion into self,
leaning into and immersing ourselves in the
pulse and beat of the confluence of our
inner and outer lives. From such immersion
a transformation occurs: what Romanyshyn
described as “ordinary epiphanies of the
moment that, when we are ready and properly disposed, are momentous epiphanies,
festive occasions when the miracle in the
ordinary manifests itself, moments that are
occasions for wonder and celebration”
(2011, p. 4).
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The Boy with No Arms: Encountering the
Archetypal Pattern of the Shaman

I

n a dream I hold a colored egg for
my mother to see. She takes a picture of me holding the egg. A smile spreads
across my face. It's Easter. I'm five years
old. In the dream I look at myself. I
remember the butch haircut, the scent of
cut grass. I hear the barking of a black dog.
I feel electric. The image changes. I stand in
our backyard at Easter. There is no basket,
no colored egg. The glow on my face darkens. I'm horrified at what I see:
A boy with no arms.
The image scares me. But I'm also
curious. What message, I wonder, is the
unconscious trying to send me through the
image of the boy with no arms? I turn to
active imagination, Jung's way of inviting
the resources of the unconscious to help
bring dissociated material back into relationship with the conscious ego. In active
imagination, I find myself back in our yard
at Easter. I linger, waiting for the image to
change. It does. Now the boy with no arms
also lacks a mouth. I want to ask the boy
what he's trying to tell me. In answer to the
unspoken question, the boy looks at the
empty spaces where his arms should be. I
don't understand what any of this means. I
stay with the boy. All we can do is look at
each other.
The images of mutilation and dismemberment, along with my hope of re-constitution, remind me of a book by John
Merchant, a Jungian Analyst who examined
the developmental foreground of the
archetypal pattern of the Shaman. “It is
highly likely,” Merchant wrote, “that the
dismemberment/reintegration cycle seen in
shamanic initiations is expressing the realization that something is wrong in the original construction of the person and that
action needs to be taken to take things
apart, correct them and put the person
back together.”i
With the image of the boy with no
arms in mind, I consider the possibility that
the unconscious may be trying to effect a
repair, or correction, to an injured, or
wrongly constructed, aspect of my personality. I don't like the images I've seen. They
scare me. But another part of me seems

By Dennis Pottenger

determined to suffer my suffering consciously in order to grow beyond that suffering. Toward this outcome, I study the
initiatory ordeals of Siberian shamans who,
according to clinical psychologist C.
Michael Smith,
claim to die and lie dead (inanimate) for
three to seven days in their yurts (solitary
spaces). During this period of death,
demons or ancestral spirits come and cut
them up into pieces. Their bones are
stripped of their flesh and cleaned; their
bodily fluids are thrown away and their
eyes ripped out of their sockets.ii

According to a Yakut informant, Smith
adds,
the spirits carry the future shaman's soul
to the Underworld and shut him in a
house for three years. Here he undergoes
initiation; the spirits cut off his head
(which they set to one side, for the novice
must watch his own dismemberment with
his own eyes) and hack his body to bits,
which are later distributed among the
spirits of various sicknesses. It is only on
this condition that the future shaman will
obtain the power of healing. His bones
are then covered with new flesh, and in
some cases he is given new blood.iii

My reading suggests that, from a depth psychological point of view, the shamanic initiatory ordeal of being dismembered and
reconstructed can be interpreted as a
process of transformation intended to
allow an individuant to move from a lesser
to a greater consciousness by means of a
descent into the unconscious. Feeling a mix
of fear and wonder, I shudder: This is happening to me. Jung, however, hinted that
there is a method to the madness: “The
shaman's experience of sickness, of torture,
death, and regeneration implies, at a higher
level, the idea of being made whole
through sacrifice.”
Tracking my own experience, I meet a
five-year-old boy whose mother brings him
to therapy because he's angry at home and
defiant with his teacher and other kids at
school. During the intake session with the
mother, it's clear that she loves her son. But
love, the mother says, seems no match for
the unknown cause of her son's angry and

distressing tirades. The mother's sense of
being overwhelmed and confused only
seem to intensify early in my first session
with the boy when he climbs up onto the
back of my chair and kicks the wall. When
his mother scolds him, the boy crumples to
the floor, crawls under a desk, and curls his
body into a fetal ball.

“During this period
of death, demons or
ancestral spirits come
and cut them up into
pieces. Their bones
are stripped of their
flesh and cleaned; their
bodily fluids are thrown
away and their eyes
ripped out
of their sockets.”
Later in the session, I ask my new
client to draw a tree (intended to be an
image, or symbol, of both the personal and
archetypal fathers), a house (mother/
Mother), and himself in relation to the
parental imagoes. The boy draws a tall tree
with green leaves. He draws a two-story
house with stairs that climb through the
roof. The image he draws of himself makes
the hairs on the back of my neck stand
alert, as if to salute the god who has
entered the room. In red crayon, I can see,
the boy has rendered himself complete
except for two details: he has no arms or
mouth. I'm awed and terrified to see the
image from my dream of a boy with no
arms or mouth come alive in the drawing
done by my young client. I look into the
boy's face and feel cut open by shame, rage,
and terror. How in the world, I wonder in
the moment, am I going to help this boy
heal?
That night, with the haunting synchronicity between my young client's drawing and the image of a boy with no arms
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from my dream in mind, I return to my
research. “The analyst-in-training,” writes
John Merchant,
must get back to their bedrock early
infancy complexes which underpin their
embodied countertransference porosities
so that they can be sufficiently processed
(that is, self-cured). The final aim of this
experiential training is for the analyst not
to be “possessed” by these complexes
when they get activated but rather to
establish a dialogue with them so that
they can inform the analyst as to what is
operating in their patient unconsciously.iv

Operating on the premise that I must
first encounter and heal something in
myself before I'm able to contact and
metabolize what is injured in my client, in
active imagination I attempt to learn more
from the boy with no arms who appeared
in my dream. On the screen of my mind I
see the backyard where I found the Easter
egg. The yard, I can see, is empty. Keeping
in mind both my young client and my own
shame, rage, and terror, I wait to see what,
if anything, the unconscious will show me.
In active imagination I stand in the yard for
half an hour or more. No one comes to
join me. Nothing moves. I'm about to leave
when I hear music.
A loud guitar and an angry voice fill
the yard. I know this song. “Bad Boy
Boogie,” by AC/DC, was an anthem in my
teenage years, a personal statement about
what it felt like to be caught in an unending
experience of my own worthlessness. Still
in active imagination, I enter the song and,
after the bonfire of rage burns down a bit,
contact what feels like a traumatized part of
my personality that for so long felt irreparably broken and helplessly impotent. Like
Wakdjunkaga, the Winnebago trickster who,
according to mythologist Paul Radin, “takes
his phallus off and carries it around in a
box,”v I realize that this aspect of my personality has carried the castrated remnants
of my masculine nature around with me for
three decades. I see, too, that, cut off from
what Radin called “the masculine origin of
life,”vi I have lived my life caught, as Jung
once said, between “hammer and anvil.”vii
I have been, on the one hand, a shamed
and powerless victim who denies his own
value, and on the other hand a blatant braggart who chafes with a “defiant conviction
of his unrecognized merits . . . [and always
wears] the stricken air of one who is misunderstood and deprived of his rightful
18
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due.”vii
One line from the song stands out--the
line, in fact, which has acted as a numinous
image for me for more than three decades:
On the day I was born, the rain fell down.ix
What is the telos, the directional arc, or
purpose, of rain falling, rain falling only on
me, of the delicious yet also annihilating
sense of feeling bad--being bad? What is the
meaning of these words, of a dark sky and
an angry rain falling on the day I was born?
What, or who, I wonder, could be hidden in
my heart, in a line from a song, for so many
years? Thumbing through an old journal, I
find a folded-up photocopy from a book by
Thomas Cahill describing Irish warrior
Cuchulainn before a battle. The archetypal
rage of this half-god's warrior frenzy personifies how I felt as a child of an alcoholic
mother who hit and humiliated me:

“‘Both shamans and
analysts are wounded
healers,’ writes Jungian
Analyst Donald Sander.”
The first warp-spasm seized Cuchulainn,
and made him into a monstrous thing,
hideous and shapeless, unheard of . . .
His body made a furious twist inside his
skin, so that his feet and shins and knees
switched to the rear and his heels and
calves switchevid to the front. The balled
sinews of his calves switched to the front
of his shins, each big knot the size of a
warrior's bunched fist . . . His heart
boomed loud in his breast like the baying
of a watch-dog at its feed or the sound of
a lion among bears. Malignant mists and
spurts of fire . . . flickered red in the
vaporous clouds that rose boiling above
his head, so fierce was his fury.x

Feeling the fierceness of unexpressed
rage--an emotion I had long used to defend
against incapacitating powerlessness and
sadness at the uncontained terror I had
experienced in my family--I reach for a new
journal, where I write the names of the
gods, or psychic presences, I feel stirring
within me:
Blackened Boy. Burned Boy. Bad Boy. Dead
Butch Boy. The word Butch tears something
open inside me. Butch was my grandfather's
nickname for me. For years I carried the
old Polaroid taken of me in my family's
backyard at Easter. I puzzle over why all of
this is coming out now, in the wake of my

therapy session with a little boy who feels,
as I have, without power or voice. I'm
thumbing through my journal when a memory emerges from the place it has been hiding. The day before that Easter Sunday, a
few weeks after I turned five, my grandfather had taken me to the Big Boy
Barbershop to have my hair cut. My mother
had warned him not to let the barber cut
my hair too short. My grandfather said not
to worry, then muttered that it was good
for boys to have short hair. When I jumped
up into the barber's chair, an older man
asked, “What's it gonna be?” My grandfather said that it was good for boys to have
short hair. He told the barber to give me a
butch.
Immersed in my memory--or is it the
myth I have made from memory?--I
remember the look on my mother's face
when my grandfather and I got back from
the barbershop. I could tell she was mad. I
looked at my grandfather. He could see that
I was afraid of my mother's fury. I think he
could also tell that I was afraid she was
going to think it was my fault; that I'd
asked for my hair to be cut short after she
had specifically forbidden it. I've always
remembered what my grandfather did next:
He put his arm around my shoulders and
told my mother that it was good for boys
to have short hair. I smiled, remembering
how big I felt to have my grandfather protect me from my mother's anger.
I sit in the warmth of my memory, but
the feeling fades. In its place arrives the
memory of my grandfather's death from a
brain tumor and my act of cowardice and
betrayal in not attending his funeral.
Without my rage I feel unbearably vulnerable. In Jungian analysis I begin to care for
the boy inside me who felt scared, weak,
and broken by the violence in our home.
Through this work I begin to feel calmer. I
notice that I have more empathy and
patience for myself and others. In my
research I explore the influence of shamanism on analytical psychology. “Both
shamans and analysts are wounded healers,”
writes Jungian Analyst Donald Sander.
If they have a true vocation (and there
are many counterfeiters), analysts as well
as shamans must find their way through
many painful emotional trials to find the
basis for their calling. . . . Dreams, visions
and fantasies made conscious have
allowed them, at considerable cost, to
penetrate the depths of their unconscious. The material produced in this
<Back to TOC

process is sometimes so intense that it
brings about a temporary loss of orientation that is experienced as death or dismemberment of the conscious ego. A
sacrifice of childish self-aggrandizement
and immature impulses must take place
before deep healing can occur. To be able
to bear expanded consciousness, a
stronger and more resilient ego must arise
from this sacrifice.xi
Now able to engage with my own

“Holding the plastic
figure around the waist,
the boy tears off the
right arm, next the left,
then buries the figure
face-down in the sand.”
experience of dismemberment and powerlessness in a new way, I turn my attention
to how I'm going to help my young client
get his arms and voice back. My clinical
supervisor, Gary Henderson, tells me that
children are not like adults, who work
through their conflicts by talking. Children,
he says, work through their conflicts by
playing. I put Gary's advice together with
something I read in an article on Jungian
sandplay. “Immersed in play,” Dora Kalff
wrote, “the person succeeds in making an
inner picture visible.”xii I can't talk with my
five-year-old client, just as I can't dialogue
with the voiceless little boy who appeared
in my dream. But I need, somehow, to create a container for my client to engage with
his own unconscious inner experience.
This, I know from my own imaginal explorations, is how mystery and meaning make
and move soul.
At our next therapy session, I bring my
agency's sandbox into the room and pull
off the wooden cover. I open several plastic
containers filled with stones and superheroes, dragons and dump trucks. From
one of the plastic tubs the boy picks a muscled red superhero. Holding the plastic figure around the waist, the boy tears off the
right arm, next the left, then buries the figure face-down in the sand. He marks the
burial site by building a mound of gold-colored stones. What is happening here, psychologically speaking? I notice, first, that
my own sense of horror and rage, and of
the uncontained terror and sadness that had
lived unexpressed underneath these volatile

emotions, is far less prominent than it was
in my first session with the boy. As far as
the boy in my therapy room is concerned,
burying the superhero he's dismembered
suggests to me that he's working out issues
with a dangerous, split-off element of his
personality--a part of himself he cannot
talk about or tolerate consciously.
I work for six weeks with my five-yearold client. Besides sandplay, we make drawings and build a fort with pillows.
Protection from large, unnameable forces
emerges as the theme that runs throughout
the boy's play. The boy especially loves to
sit and lay on me. I think he likes feeling
held by someone whom he senses might be
big enough to help him with the forces
which have been frightening and overwhelming him. Toward the end of the six
weeks, the boy's mother tells me that his
problematic behaviors have disappeared.
Her son seems calmer and his behavior
feels less compulsive than before our work
together. Her son, she says, can concentrate
in school for longer periods of time, and
can ask for what he wants without hitting,
kicking, or yelling.
What happened to the armless super-

Dennis Pottenger

hero the boy buried in the sand? I don't
know. The armless figure didn't appear in
the boy's play in the sand again after that
day. What does this mean? It could mean
that whatever was so dangerous that it had
to be buried, remains in the boy's unconscious. I like to think the boy got the healing he needed--at least for now. In Practicing
Wholeness, Jungian analyst Murray Stein
described a shamanic type of therapeutic
cure as involving the practitioner healing
himself “and administering the medicine
they manufacture in themselves to the
analysand.”xiii
Working from this premise, it occurs to
me that, because of the synchronistic similarity of the boy's and my images of
wounding, my work on my self-healing produced the medicine the boy needed to heal.
As I joined with him in play, and as the boy
stretched his body out against mine, it felt
like he was able to feel in and through me a
future for himself in which he could survive his dismemberment and grow arms
strong enough to protect and care for a little boy. His experiences with me, then,
mediated the presence of his own dismemberment, calming the armless inner child
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and making it possible for the boy to manage behaviors that had been symptomatic
of its previously uncontainable presence.
With this understanding in mind,
returning to the image in the boy's second
sandtray, perhaps the mound of golden
stones the boy crowned his dismembered
superhero's tomb with is an image of the
alchemical interplay between the wound
and the spiritual gold we find in, and
through, the healing of the wound. I also
consider this image from the standpoint of
the transference. Where did the boy's relationship with me, his therapist, appear in
the scene he made in the sand? At this
point in the boy's development, it seemed
as if my ability to mediate his wounding
through both our conscious and unconscious connection enabled his experience of
dismemberment and powerlessness to be
safely contained in the underworld of the
unconscious. Through projection, in other
words, perhaps the boy was seeing the
undeveloped golden part of himself. The
interplay between me, the boy, and our
wounds produced the gold of increased
ego-strength and his capacity to re-engage
in school and at home in ways which
ensured safety and the promise of success
in his world.

Here at the end, I think what's left to
say about the boy with no arms is that
something both beautiful and terrifying
happens in the therapeutic re-encounter
with our wounded selves. In psychotherapy,
and in life, we smell the stench of our onesidedness. We finger the torn edges of our
own emotional pain. Through image, and in
the attachment we experience in the therapeutic relationship with another person,
and with others in our life, our pain is seen
and valued, our shame and self-loathing
softened. Through the numinous and
sometimes synchronistic blend of human
and divine, the renewing and transformative
powers of archetypal patterns are constellated, complexed libido is freed, grotesque
wounds become exquisite scars, and we
bleed gold.
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Bedtime Prayer

conference
Assisi, Italy

Oliver Gifford

Now I lay me down to sleep,
Ready for a journey to a distant land.
I have seen the faces of fellow travelers;
Some, wrought into twisted gargoyles of pain,
By terrors swimming up from the deep.
Others with serene lids closed,
Sleepy pastimes
To pass by safely, asleep.
I will go down, into the strange world,
Wary of the bite of the asp
The quicksand that lurks in each dark corner,
The brooding weight of ages heavy on each shoulder.
Lashed to the mast of my bed,
Inner eyes open to the stage on which the sirens play
Ears attuned to the somnolent hum
Of buzzing bees, and the intimate strum
Of a lyre played by an unknown self.
I shall not balk at the horrors in each doorway of my soul;
I shall not choose the better of the lands;
The path less traveled;
The dark or the light;
But travel between the two
By day and by night
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I, Medusa: A Personal Narrative of the
Transformation of the Gorgon

“P

erhaps we are like stones; our own
history and the history of the
world embedded in us, we hold a sorrow
deep within and cannot weep until that
history is sung” (Griffin, 1992, p. 8).
“Rebirth to a higher level of consciousness…is recovered through encountering
the chthonic devourer, the dark side of
the Great Mother” (Woodman, 1996, p.
58).

I saw you once, Medusa; we were alone.
I looked you straight in the cold eye, cold.
I was not punished, was not turned to stone.
How to believe the legends I am told?
I turned your face around! It is my face.
That frozen rage is what I must exploreOh secret, self-enclosed and ravaged
place!
That is the gift I thank Medusa for.
(Sarton, quoted in Downing, 1999, p. 125)

I

, Medusa, have finally come into
rest. I have moved into a new sense
of being-one in which I feel valuable, no
longer destined to live out my fate as a
monster. How did this remarkable transformation come to occur? I will tell you my
story.
I was young and beautiful once.
Looking back into myself, I see, now, that I
was also still sleeping. My name meant
queen. My father, Phorcys, raised me to be
a regal figurehead, a prize for some suitor
not yet named but already chosen.
Late in my youth, I left the land of my
birth and went forth to serve the goddess
Athena. It was my hope that my initiation
would provide me with experience and
learning, and that I might return to my
kingdom a wiser, more refined young
woman before I was old enough to marry. I
could not know of the troubles that awaited me there, in Athena's land, as I
embarked on my journey with several
chests of belongings and my girlish enthusiasm for adventure and new experiences.
Once settled in my new quarters with early
nerves soothed by the kindness of my fellow maidens, I took to my new duties like a
fish to water.
But the water was my undoing. This

By Bonnie Bright

confused me, I, who came from a land that
borders a great sea. I suppose I should have
seen it coming, but I was too intent on
primping my golden curls and ruby red lips
even though Athena's rules-and my father's
plans for my eventual marriage-prohibited
me from courting. The trouble started with
Poseidon, that potent hoary man with his
intriguing link to horses-his trident dangerous at close range. When he first came
'round, I will not deny it: I was captivated
by his charisma and charm. When he
sought out my company, I was honored. I
had no idea of the danger I was in. After
my chores were done, I passed many late
hours on the temple grounds in deep and
thrilling conversation with Poseidon before
the god first broke decorum and attempted
to touch me in ways I could barely under-

“Running and playing,
skipping stones, romping
with pets: they all,
all turned to stone,
immobilized in the
blink of an eye, their
lives stolen as surely
as mine had been.”
stand. I resisted, but it was already too late.
As I ran to take refuge in Athena's
temple, he was upon me. When he finally
stopped writhing, I lay still, like a dead
thing that would not wake again. Finally I
knew he had gone, unrepentant, back to his
watery kingdom, swallowed up by the sea
and the creatures that served him. I was
inconsolable, horrified at the violence and
loss I had endured, bereft and trembling at
the theft of my innocence, annihilated
under the weight of a grief that- shared
with many an innocent girl who found herself in a similar state-was only partially
mine.
The devastation I wore like a ruined
garment only hinted at the pain to come.

Athena arrived without warning. For my
collaboration with the god-her god-she
harangued me, cursing me for my “crime.”
I could not respond. I could not speak.
This was not the Athena I knew, not the
just goddess I had willingly served. The
force of nature before me swelled with
rage. I trembled before her. My life, I knew,
was in her hands which held no mercy. It is
well known what happened next. Fuming,
Athena turned my hair into hissing snakes,
my eyes to bulging disks. My delicate ruby
lips, now bruised and bleeding from
Poseidon's harshness, she made into horrid
wrinkled flaps of skin from which a blackened tongue protruded. The lethal tusks of
a wild boar emerged from my gum line. My
heart screamed. This was all so unfair, so
wrong. But Athena was not finished. With
one last flourish she made it so no mortal
could look upon me without being turned
to stone.
Alone, I made my way back to the land
where my sisters dwelled. Immortal, and
thus safe from my killing stare, my sisters
took me in and comforted me as best they
could. It was not an easy thing to do, for I
could not bear myself. I could not fathom,
or accept, what I had become-what Athena
had made me into: a hissing lethal monstrosity. Everything I looked at turned to
stone. On my journey home from the temple of Athena, I had watched with horror
as people's faces, on regarding me, became
shadows, then clouds, then steel grey stone
in an instant. Caught in motion, men with
their arms upraised, at work in their fields,
bargaining for their dinner, carrying a bag;
women preparing the evening meal or gathering water from the well; and childrenworst of all the children. Running and playing, skipping stones, romping with pets:
they all, all turned to stone, immobilized in
the blink of an eye, their lives stolen as
surely as mine had been. I could not bear
the horror I instilled in others, inflicting
torment, terror, and death upon them.
Killing others reminded me of my own
wound-recalled the excruciating particularities of the moment when Athena cursed
me. The experience of pain and death was
Depth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012
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simply insufferable. How was I going to go
on like this? I did not know.
My sisters drew me away to the edge
of the world where I could do little harmsave to the occasional travelers who had
ventured way out of their league-and there
I resided in agony and distress. Sadness
began to accompany me. My body felt like
an open wound. I tried to reconcile what
had happened to me. I found this difficult
to do. Never would I know a lover's arms
around me, or feel his caress. Gone were
my dreams of a child that I might care for
and love. Dissipated, stolen even, were my
hopes for a life of gentle pleasures, fulfilling work, laughing with friends. Hopeless, I
stayed there in that foggy half-world for
eons, the desolation interrupted only by the
horror of witnessing in every face I turned
to stone the nightmare I had become. I
sought what comfort I could from the
earth, the only thing that I could not seem
to turn to stone. She had the power before
me, her stone-making came from her will
alone-a gift I could never possess. I have no
way of knowing how much time passed
before a change began to manifest--an eternity, a lifetime of despair. It was hardest of
all to accept the irrevocable unfairness and
cruelty of my situation. How could I make
sense of being made into a perpetrator
whose perpetration is part of her own victimization? And yet, as the unfailing
embrace of the earth and my sisters began
to penetrate my stone-wrapped consciousness, in brief moments I discovered that I
too could hold, tend, and honor even the
most difficult and devastating aspects of
my condition. Then I would hear the deafening hiss of the snakes that crowned my
grotesque head and my sadness and rage
would return: How could I be expected to
accept something beyond understanding?
The need to make sense of what
seemed so senseless nagged at me, fraying
the edges of the compassion I felt from my
sisters, accentuating the loneliness of my
plight. As I thought about my past at
Athena's temple, I remembered witnessing
the initiations of others, and knowing that
if I stayed with Athena I also would enter
the mystery of initiation. Was it possible
that I was being initiated--tested to the
extreme of endurance in order to fulfill my
named destiny as Queen among goddesses?
I began to believe that the horror I was
inflicting on everyone who crossed my path
was meaningful to them; they, too, were initiates; they were the ones who were given
22
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the opportunity to transform themselves
into something new.
Though I held tight to these possibilities, I felt the weight of guilt pulling me
down. How could I rationalize their suffering to ease my own? But how could I relinquish hope? Would that not turn mind and
heart to stone? As my infamy spread and
my accidental visitors became fewer, I
missed the brief moments of contact with
a purely human face reflecting back to me
such an exquisitely painful flash of all I had
lost. I wondered if, upon seeing me, they
looked their shadow in the face, and if so, I
wondered what they saw. I remembered
then, the first time my soul turned to stone
under the weight of Poseidon. I found
myself crying for the unknown girls whose
warm and supple bodies carried hearts
turned to stone by shame and fear.

“Upon his final step
that closed the distance
between us, I felt my
breath catch and a
great grief flooded me.”
A change was occurring in me. My
identification with my fate loosened by
these internal struggles, I began to pay
attention to what was happening in my
inner world. As I wept an image arose from
within me: water eroding stone.
As I think now about my struggle to
escape--or at least find a way to come to
terms with--my petrifying state, I imagine
my condition gradually eroding as I was
swept by courses of tears and rage between
the contrary needs to accept, and to refuse
to accept, the unacceptable; until I was
ground into inner silence and the surrender
of an aching and profoundly baffled, yet
opened and yearning heart. In this place I
remembered that snakes, of all the creatures, are able to live between this world
and the one below, symbolizing life and
death. On the one hand, I thought--with
bitter cynicism--how fitting that I should be
crowned by them.On the other, I began to
listen to their hissing more carefully,
becoming vividly aware that the snakes on
my head might be a connection to something deeper; to some needed aspect of
soul emerging from the Underworld
(Downing, 1999).
It was only when my heart opened and

I had begun deliberately to listen to the
Underworld, forgetting my own desire to
end my life that the gift was finally
bestowed. In the silence I heard a message
from the depths. I was given the chance to
die and be freed. No longer using my horrific looks to objectify others, if I had the
courage to sacrifice my life, I was made to
know that this phase could end and a new
one begin. Thus, when Perseus arrived outside my cave in the moonlit night, I knew
it. I had known he was coming for every
step of his journey, and his winged shoes,
the pouch he borrowed to transport my
severed head, and the cape of invisibility
were superfluous, not really necessary in the
scheme of things.
On that final night of my existence
then, immobilized into the image of the
monster I had become, I listened as Perseus
unsheathed his circular sword and with
stealthy steps he entered. Granted, to survive this task, the polished shield of Athena
that acted as a mirror protected him
(Shearer, 1996), for even in spite of my
willingness to die, to surrender it all, I could
not have prevented him from also being
turned to stone had he looked on me with
a naked eye. But, guided by the reflection,
he approached me where I pretended to be
deeply asleep.
I will not say falsely that I was not
afraid, deeply afraid in the sense of one
who has known death and faces it again.
The “me” that I was died once at Athena's
hands, and the “me” I had come to accept
at long last was about to give way again,
surrendering to what was, giving over to
trust forces greater than me. Upon his final
step that closed the distance between us, I
felt my breath catch and a great grief flooded me. I opened my eyes and gave over to
it, honoring it, feeding it with my life,
knowing it was a force that must be kept
alive in the world so that humans can continue to exist without having their hearts
turned to stone.
The swift and hideous blow transpired,
and my head, sliced cleanly from my neck,
tumbled to a rolling stop on the hard stone
floor of the cave. It was done! As my living
face ran to grey and the hissing serpents
hardened to stone, my eyes registered one
final image: Perseus. As he stashed the head
in his bag and turned on his heels to flee
for his own life from the wrath of my sisters already beginning to stir, I saw him
enter into his own initiation, the next step
on his path to individuation, his hero's jour<Back to TOC

ney, and I understood how interconnected
we all are, each providing meaning and context to another's journey, inextricably linked
together in a greater pattern that cannot be
inhibited.
To this day I wonder, did those whose
flesh I turned grey and stony, have siblings
to hold them? Did they rest in the lap of
Gaia and receive a vision to show them the
way? Did they find the beauty of stone in
silence and surrender? Were they given the
opportunity to transform themselves into
something new? I hope so. Much remained
and may always remain a mystery.
But this I do know, even in death--perhaps especially in the face of death--the
creative force cannot be checked. So as I
left this world, the fruits of my labors
sprang forth. As the blood flowed freely
from the neck with my severed head so
recently gone, out of it sprang the giant
Chrysaor, the child of my sacrifice, and
Pegasus, the winged horse who came to be
known for magic and poetry (Downing,
1999). Now my wings enable me to move
freely as an intermediate between worlds.
And even though I have moved on through
the portal of death, Athena wears my head
on her breastplate (next to her heart), a
touchstone to the merciless, instinctual,

dark side that swallowed us both in the
aftermath of Poseidon's violation of me.
And yet ultimately, it was through willingness to journey inward through that darkness that I found redemption. (Downing,
1999). Now my blood, given to Asclepius,
the great healer, can be used to kill or to

“As I left this world,
the fruits of my
labors sprang forth.”
heal (Siebers, 2002). In the temple of
Artemis at Ephesus, there is an image of
me, with winged feet and wearing a healing
caduceus of snakes on my belly, presiding
over childbirth (Monaghan, 1994). Now,
having told you what I can of my story, I
would say to you who think you are already
born: Come, my children, begin your life
anew. Be turned to stone and live.

References

Baring, A., & Cashford, J. (1991). The myth of the
goddess: Evolution of an image. New York:
Penguin Books.
Cahill, J. (1995). Her kind: Stories of women from
Greek mythology. Orchard Park, NY: Broadview

Bonnie Bright

Press.
Cavalli, T. F. (2002). Alchemical psychology: Old
recipes for living in a new world. New York:
Tarcher/Putnam.
Downing, C. (1999). Goddess: Mythological images
of the feminine. New York: Continuum.
Griffin, S. (1992). A chorus of stones: The private
life of war. New York: DoubleDay.
Hillman, J. (2005). Senex & puer. Putnam, CT:
Spring.
Monaghan, P. (1994). O mother sun! A new view
of the cosmic feminine. Freedom, CA: The
Crossing Press.
Shearer, A. (1996). Athene: Image and energy. New
York: Penguin.
Siebers, T. (2002). The mirror of Medusa.
Christchurch, New Zealand: Cybereditions
Corporation.
Vernant, J.-P. (2003). Frontality and Monstrosity. In
M. Garber & N. J. Vickers (Eds.), The Medusa
reader. New York: Routledge.
Walsh, R. (2007). The world of shamanism: New
views of an ancient tradition. Woodbury, MN:
Llewellyn Publications.
Woodman, M., & Dickson, E. (1996). Dancing in
the flames: The dark goddess in the transformation
of consciousness. Boston: Shambhala.

Bonnie Bright is the Founder of Depth
Psychology Alliance She holds M.A.s in
Psychology and Depth Psychology and is a
doctoral candidate at Pacifica Graduate
Institute.

Bee Alchemy
Laura Harness

“The sting of the bee and the dart of cupid, both signify the secret fire. The mercurial solvent which
destroys the old metal or outmoded states of being.”
~Dictionary of Alchemical Wisdom

Working invisibly
In the hollow of my heart
To make honey
From old wounds
A wild beehive
Grows bigger
Than what has died
Bigger than the scarcity I knew
Fertile with failures
The blackened honeycomb
Fermenting, washed clean
In the flooding streams.
The hive has swarmed
Splitting in two
Transforming the trees
With a blanket of living wings
To shelter the Queen.

I return to the garden
To the mysteries of love
Where bee priestesses
Tend the vestal temple
A humming omphalos
Growing in my chest
With the possibility
Of marriage, sweetness,
Inward abundance…

You sing to me in dreams
The Bee Man's
Invisible song
Rising with the morning star
Descending down
With the promise of dawn
Breathing living essence
Into pyramids of stone
The geometry of heaven

Mirrored in the honeycomb.

Mother Bee, Queen of all growing
Your tireless workers weave
The delicate web of life
Between flower and fruit
Ceaselessly serving Eros
May we serve You
In all our relations
In the fertile space between
Sun and Moon.
Each spring at the temple
Of the Descending God
Venus ascends the throne
Of the rising sun
To marry her Beloved
Golden One.
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The Turning
By Jane Yeager

A

t this time of year my body turns
toward beginnings. Even so, my
soul prompts me to honor all that has
brought me to this moment. I feel the
marks of the blessings and trials of being
taken to the edge of death and nearly over
its threshold. Inner wars, like mine with
cancer, engage our bodies: constellate and
mingle inner mysteries with outer relationships. Unconsciously, we might hold back
from entering the mystery, refusing to step
onto that platform where a car or train or
bus or dream might sweep us into
unknown wonder. “I don't like this or that,”
is the sound of fear bleating for us to be
left as we are . . . to become dust under a
dying sun. And within that caught breath,
stubbornness sends shivers up the spine of
doubt, doubling it into terror. That's when
we know we must do the thing we think we
cannot do. And suddenly we are more than
we thought we were or could be.
The presence of cancer is ever dimmer
now and I'm entering the re-fit stage of
relationship to my body. The energy will
return gradually, I'm sure of that. In the
meanwhile, holiday entertaining opens the
door to gifting and remembrance, celebra-

tion and sorrow. Amid these rituals I am
moved to share the poetry of my story. The
lines of my poem are like prayers given life
by the intonation of sounding words. It is
offered in a vulnerable moment to bless
and to include all in the journey into which
these bones are borne.
I will refit my body this winter. I will
honor and cross the desert of my fear; leaving cancer country and opening the door
again to a fruitful relationship to the body
of life. Now I tend my ancestral roots
through the Polish tribal ritual of holiday
cooking for friends and family. I must
believe in the juices that mark my tongue
with the scented taste for adventure even as
the turning time breaks me, so to make me
whole.
The Turning
Bent by so much sinning
against nature
my back turns now
toward a dark-spreading dawnHaving sucked dry
the cup of pain
lips tinged with bittern fear
cry out . . .

Hah! What happens when
I try that
or do this?
What happens to me then?
Oh, may I now know
what makes me settle
in the dust,
prodding with rotten stick
the ground
beneath a dying sun?
And though my bones
ache for joy's touch
they do not bend enough
to break
so they stretch a bit
and move my carcass
so to take
a new adventure on . . .
.
P. J. Fields (Jane Yaeger) began sharing her
poems and paintings as a toddler. Later adventures in the fields of horse training, voice mentoring as well as two dances with cancer and
world travels enrich her work at home and
abroad. A full treatment of "Turning Time" and
more of her art and writing lives at
www.thesetreez.com.

Working Essence
the poet, david says,
writes in the nick of time…

Stephanie Pope

like in the nick
of the great July haboob
the poet, because she worked
while under the influence,
knew what forgetting meanti
because she did not forget
could not forget
too quickly in the wake
of glass soaked days how

the winds of avanyu foundered
drunk at dinner hiding the sun…
& the poet could not work fast enough
foundered, too, in a destiny concealed
by dust and hidden light--here!
within the intimate separation
having forgotten herself entirely
took up the work and because of it
what happened while she was here
fell into concealment, too.

©2011Working Essence. stephanie pope, Monsters & Bugs mythopoetry.com

i “But, what does forgetting mean…from the essence of oblivion itself…to withdraw itself and to founder in the wake of its own concealment.” See David L. Miller
Christs, New York: Seabury, 1981, p 192.
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Film Review: The Union of Opposites
in “The Tree of Life

T

errence Malick's The Tree of Life
manages to achieve something
nearly impossible: it transcends the rational
mind.
How often do we only talk about the
very thing we wish to experience directly? I
am acutely aware of participating in so
many conversations, reading so many articles, and listening to so many ramblings of
my own thought process that do just that.
Stories can't help but work this way; we
digest the plot as we read, constantly assimilating each new datum into our mental
framework.
The Tree of Life abandons this traditional framework and attempts to grant the
viewer an immediate experience of a theme
near and dear to the heart of many an
alchemist: the union of opposites as a path
to transcendence. It comes closer to succeeding at this than any other film that I
can remember.

Plot Summary

The plot of The Tree of Life is profoundly simple. A middle-aged man, Jack,
explores his memories of childhood in
1950s Texas. Much of this introspection is
infused with pain over the death of his
brother, the violence of his overbearing
father, and the flurry of mixed emotions
that life triggers in a child.
What makes the film difficult to watch
is how this story is told. The storytelling is
mostly non-linear-a loose collection of
intensely personal memories, seen so close
up that we can't perceive the framework of
a larger context.
The first few minutes come the closest
to telling a conventional story. The mother,
Mrs. O'Brien, receives a telegram informing
her of the death of her middle son, RL.
This death prompts her to ask questions
about meaning and existence, and launches
the film into a nearly 20-minute montage of
the origin of the universe, and the evolution of life.
The appearance of this portion of the
film probably seems a little random for
most viewers. However, referencing the
Biblical quotation at the very beginning of
the film, this segment can be understood to

By Oliver Gifford

be based on the story of Job. In the book
of Job, the eponymous character has everything taken away from him-including his
children-when God agrees to let Satan test
Job's faith. Job begins to question the
meaning of life in a series of dialogues with
his friends. The similarity between the emotional state of Job and the grieving Mrs.
O'Brien is obvious.
God's challenging response to Job
opens the film: “Where were you when I
laid the earth's foundation … while the
morning stars sang together and all the
sons of God shouted for joy?” (Job 38:4).

“A single life force
flows through the heart
of all existence.”
The film depicts an amazing summation of the Big Bang and the origin of life
on earth. This long segment of the film is
interesting for several reasons. For one, in
spite of the fact that the sequence shows
no supernatural deity creating earth, the
events are profoundly spiritual and aweinspiring. Seeing such immense grandeur
gave me a profound sense of my own
insignificance.
More than this though, this portion of
the film serves to introduce the central
theme of The Tree of Life:
A single life force flows through the
heart of all existence.
A patient viewer that is already familiar
with the themes explored by Malick's films
might grasp this, while another viewer
might easily miss it. After all, the film is not
obvious and literal about making its points.
But after much googling, I found an early
draft of the script that provides many more
verbal clues about the message Malick is
trying to convey. This script confirmed the
impressions I got from the film.
During the creation sequence, the
script reads, “all is growth and ceaseless
unfolding. One force works in all . . .”
(Malick, 2007, p.16). At the same time, the

surface of reality seems to speak of dualism-a never-ending struggle between chaos
and order. Also from the script:
Nature seems everywhere to be leading
toward something. Why this delay at
arriving at its ends? Why does it feel its
way along-wander, dawdle, delay? Why
twist and turn and backtrack, as though it
were finding its way through a maze?
Why establish hindrances and obstacles
only to put itself to the trouble of devising stratagems for overcoming them? (p.17)
As we watch the evolution of increasingly conscious life forms, we can see this
apparent duality. In one scene a dinosaur
demonstrates a new-founded ability to
make a conscious choice not to kill a
wounded dinosaur. But this advance is
seemingly thwarted by the asteroid that
caused the extinction of the dinosaurs.
In the film, Mrs. O'Brien brings this
duality up when she says, “The nuns taught
us there were two ways through life-the way
of nature and the way of grace. You have
to choose which one you'll follow.” From
our human perspective, we might be tempted to classify one event as “good” and the
other as “bad”. But this is to fall victim to
the illusion of duality.
It would be equally easy to mistake the
religious tone of the film as meaning more
than it does. The characters direct their
questions at God, the Big Bang sequence is
called “The Creation” in the script, and the
soundtrack is filled with religious songs. But
nowhere do we see even an implication of
the existence of God.
I would suggest that the religious
imagery serves two purposes. The first is
that it is simply the context these characters
grew up in. The second is the deeper meaning that religious stories and teachings may
carry. For example, when Job says, “The
LORD gave, and the LORD hath taken
away” (Job 1:21), it conjures up an image of
a capricious, anthropomorphic God. But on
another level, it is a profound recognition
that existence has two sides that often
appear to be contradictory. An atheist
might express a similar sentiment, when
noting that the same universe that allowed
the dinosaurs to evolve destroyed them
Depth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012
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Film Review: The Tree of Life
with the asteroid.

The Unique Nature of Human
Consciousness

The creation sequence reminds us of
our individual insignificance in the face of
the vast ages of evolution. But we are also
reminded that we are the product of all that
evolution. Being at the pinnacle of the evolution of consciousness does have its disadvantages. As the script states:
Everything sings in the great chorus; each
knows its place and is happy. Man alone
does not. Why? Even now we live in the
first day. The splendor of nature's distant
beginning shines within us. Yet somehow
we have lost our way. (p. 18)

This sense of loss comes from an
awareness of the apparent duality of the
universe. As life evolved, the capacity for
consciousness within a single life form kept
increasing. The result is that, while plants
and animals seem content to occupy a niche
in their environment, and generally act with
single-mindedness, we humans are capable
of more. Our pervading self-awareness
causes us to grasp the duality. We struggle
to force ourselves to choose a place, when
the very magic of our existence is our ability to contain both sides within us.
We are, after all, a microcosm. Our
bodies go through every stage of evolution
in the womb, and we are made up of all the
life forms that we evolved from. In the film,
we can see the echoes of plant tendrils in
the circulatory system developing in the
fetus that will become Jack.

The Themes Made Personal

After the creation sequence, the scope
becomes so personal and up close that it's
as if we see through Jack's eyes as he experiences all the stages of life. A life that
seems so mundane to our grown up eyes
now feels so big and new from this perspective. While earlier in the film Jack's mother
and father seem like ordinary people, now,
through Jack's young eyes, we see them as
the very embodiment of the two sides of a
dualistic universe.
Jack's father is rigid and logical. He is
the first to point out to Jack the imaginary
lines that divide his property from the
neighbors. He is stuck in a one-sided pursuit of the individual good, and this zerosum perspective means that he will not hesitate to use violence or cruelty in response to
any perceived slight to his authority as a
father.
Jack's mother is the archetypal femi26 Depth Insights, Volume 2, Spring 2012

nine. She barely even speaks, and mostly
serves as a constant, all-loving, all-accepting
force in the boys' lives.
Jack is keenly aware that he is an amalgam of these two opposites. He says
“Mother, Father. Always you wrestle inside
me.” He spends his childhood torn between
two opposite perspectives. As the script
elaborates:
Mother and father live inside him. They
wrestle for his soul. He strives to reconcile them, but they refuse to be reconciled. Why can he not find the harmony
between them? Which party is he of ? Let
it be one or the other: not the chaos of
their blind struggle. (p. 72)

At times, Jack prays to be good, like his
mother, but finds it impossible. He says,
“What I want to do I can't do. I do what I
hate.” This echoes the sentiment of St.
Paul's words, “For what I want to do I do
not do, but what I hate I do” (Romans

“Sometimes, especially
when we face
profound tragedy or
beauty, we glimpse
beyond the divide.”
7:15).
So he rebels, and does things he knows
are not acceptable. He fights with and hurts
his brother. He sneaks into a neighbor's
home and rummages through her private
things, stealing a nightgown. But after every
act of rebellion, he experiences remorse,
and the opposite drive. For example, he tells
his brother that he's sorry and that he loves
him.

The Outcome

Increasingly, we see snippets of the
now middle-aged Jack. He has achieved
much that his father would have defined as
success. He lives in beautiful house, and
works as an architect in a large firm, molding the physical world to his will. But he is
troubled. It is the anniversary of his brother's death, and his mind is still filled with
the same conflict that troubled his young
soul.
“Brother. Keep us. Guide us. To the
end of time.” These are the first words spoken in the film. Early in the film, a voice
asks: “Does he alone see God's hand who

sees that He gives, or does not also the one
see God's hand who sees that He takes
away? Does he alone see God who sees
God turn His face towards him? Does not
also he see God who sees God turn his back?”
The death of Jack's brother, RL, made
Jack's memories of his brother all the more
symbolic and poignant for him. These
memories, and in turn RL himself, become
Jack's personal path to seeing the universe
differently. Late in the film, Jack is seen at a
threshold hesitating, and he finally musters
the courage to step across. On the other
side, he sees his family-his mother, his
father, his brother. As the script explains:
“Jack has crossed over death's threshold,
gone beyond space and time, to some
greater life which includes death within
it.” But this isn't a literal heaven. After all,
“paradise is not a place here or there. The
soul is a paradise; it opens before us; here,
today.” (p. 123)
Jack has transcended the illusion of
duality. He has experienced a glimpse of
eternity.

The Takeaway

While the form that Jack's story takes is
unique to him, the underlying struggle is
something that most people are profoundly
aware of. Our culture reveals how we are
constantly pulled in opposite directions. We
enjoy the comforts and technologies that a
world of science has brought us, but mourn
the loss of our connection to nature. In
our movies, TV shows, and even our political races, we pit the “man of science”
against the “man of faith.” When we're
feeling extra cruel, we create characters who
hear a devil whispering in one ear, and an
angel whispering in the other. On a personal level, we struggle to navigate the opposite
pulls of our nature and personalities. We
choose one side, only to find ourselves
pulled in the opposite direction.
Sometimes, especially when we face
profound tragedy or beauty, we glimpse
beyond the divide, and see something that
can't be communicated with words. Malick's
The Tree of Life doesn't just tell us this; it
shows us directly.
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Eurydice - Part II: A Letter to
Orpheus, From the Underworld
By Elisa Nodine

T

his poem was written in reference to the Greek myth of Orpheus and Eurydice. Orpheus and Eurydice fall in love, but Eurydice dies. Orpheus is a great musician, and so he is able to convince Hades and Persephone, through his music, to allow him to retrieve Eurydice from the Underworld. However, Hades says
Orpheus cannot look at Eurydice until they have both completely emerged from the Underworld. Orpheus comes out from the Underworld first, and looks behind him
too soon - Eurydice has only partially come into view. And so, she disappears back into the Underworld, and Orpheus is forever heartbroken over his loss. It was my intent
to give Eurydice a voice to let her grief be heard.
I am lost
and you are not here.

In a tunnel
with no end
only walls lit with torches
I descend.

I was here before you came
and made me cease my steps.
But I remain,
and you are gone.
I press on.
But now each step pierces my ears…
reminds me that I am again, always, alone,
that moments are passing
and you are not here.

Before you came, I did not know
what it meant
not to be alone.

I watched you through darkened windows,
imagined what a life would be like.
But they were only
imaginings
illusions
tricks- none of them real.
My tunnel was made of empty longings.
I lived floating through the air.

And then you came through a door I did not see
I looked at you in disbelief.
I questioned your existence
to your face.
You were not upset.
You came to me, and offered me your hand
and simply said, “touch me.”
I gripped your hand
my floating ceased,
gravity overtook me,
and my feet touched the ground.

I was frightened,
but I did not let go.

You stopped me from my descent
into my lightless tunnel,
and, for an eternity, I lived with you there
lying on the floor, hand-in-hand.
The ground beneath us became soft earth
cradling our innocence,
And finally, for the first time,
I slept.

We made an Eden in my tunnel.
The fruits that grew from
the light of your warmth,
the purity of my love,
we ate,
and I drank the nectar
of your scent . . .

But . . .

When I woke, you were gone
back through your invisible door.

While I slept you told me
you could not continue my descent,
held me and kissed me tenderly,
then let me go
and left.

The earth where you had lain, now cold
devoid of your warmth my only relic.

I laid and grieved
until your scent was gone
and the vines that had grown from my tears
had withered from age.
Eventually, I too
left our patch of earth
and walked, no longer floating,
back to my descent . . . I am still walking . . .
and I am alone.
My feet press forward

chained to the ground
and in every footfall I now hear
the clear, sweet sound of your voice.
Every torch I pass is a shadow of your warmth.
When I tire and am forced to rest,
I caress the walls and they mock my hands
and, when I sleep, I dream of earth
cradling me in your embrace.

When I wake, the walls pulse
with my heart's longing . . .
my tunnel-aching, hollow-made of me
only me
can now only remind me of you.
Longings, once empty,
now overflow.
I must wade and cut through them
to continue my descent.

The windows are all black now,
and I cannot see through,
though sometimes I will stop at one
and try so hard to see you
that I weep when I cannot.

Every time I sleep
I beg that God will leave me to my dreams.
And as I descend I imagine
that you will be the light
waiting
at the end of my tunnel.
Waking, the tunnel is dark.
I am lost
and you are not here.

Elisa Nodine is a student at the University of the
Incarnate Word in San Antonio, Texas, the city
where she was born. She is an English major with
minors in History and Philosophy,. Writing is her
passion.
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Book Review: Melina Costello, Seeking the
God of Ecstasy: A Spiritual Journey
of Sexual Awakening
By Robin Robertson

T

his is a brave account of a
woman's inner dialogue over
approximately a two year period. Though
she doesn't use the term, her process is
what C. G. Jung calls “Active Imagination.”
Similar methods have occurred throughout
history, but what separates active imagination from channels, mediums, etc. is that
the person both gives free rein to what
emerges from within, and also that they
“actively” engage with it; i.e., they take personal responsibility for their side of the dialogue, just as they would with a dialogue
with another human.
Active imagination can be done in a
variety of ways but most often it's either

visual or oral. In Ms. Costello's case, it was
both visual and oral to a degree that it felt
as real as involvement in a dream feels real.
In part, this may have been because of her
extensive training from the past in a variety
of methods of meditation and spiritual
development. But perhaps even more
because those previous processes had
brought her to a dead end while the desire
to become the person she was intended to
be compelled her to be brave enough to go
beyond the limits she had gone before.
Her active imaginations were with
Dionysus, the Greek god of ecstasy, but he
proved protean and took many forms over
this two-year period, all with the intention

of opening Ms. Costello to the limitless
reality contained within her own body. The
deep and abiding relationship between spirituality and instinct was the battlefield on
which her struggle took place, a struggle
still avoided by most religions and spiritual
paths. What especially distinguished her
journey was that she allowed herself to
extend what she learned in this dialogue out
onto her life in the day-to-day world. That,
of course, is the real goal of any inner
work.
Robin Robertson, Ph.D., is the author of
The Shadow's Gift & several other books
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Called
I have been called
by that which has always known me better
than I have known myself.
If I do not respond to the call
most likely
I will end up somewhere I am not at
home.
I will be a stranger to my own skin.
I will feel I know more than anyone else.
I will not know how wounded I am.
I will not know the unseen presence
that has always supported me.
But if I do respond to the call
I will need to surrender to my life's
meaning
I will find that
enemies are often friends in disguise.
Bringing out what is inside me will save

Rob Henderson

you from that which can destroy me
That night dreams are connections to
what I need to know.
That the places of hurt are also places of
blessing
That the right people appear in my life at
the right time
That the money I have is all the money I
need now
That in darkness there is a candle
That my body is an expression of who I
am
That asking for help is a sign of strength
not weakness
That in silence I will find a friend who
has always known me.
My faith will be found after I decide to
take the first step
My courage will come like the early

morning's dawn
My calling will bring me
to an urgency where never again will I
delay to live.
To music that will take me to my soul
To poetry that will become daily food
To risks that will take me to my heart
To follow my call
I will need to know how to go apart from
the crowd,
and follow a path others may not understand
I will need to commit myself to my life.
Settling only when I find my meaning
and saying yes to my passion.
Bearing the aloneness of my own authority and
in time finding others who are walking
the same direction.
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After Watching the Film Imagination
Richard Caro
The soul is every element
in the shards of development
every disorder in every disorder.
We know it by attraction at first
but then by the crackle of listening
by the flow of love through mother.
There is a stag that leads the way.
Trickster
Christ
set apart
from the anxieties of the world
A language of sensations
every disorder in every
broken connection from
The world is better suited
to ghosts and to nature.
It is a spirit realm we inhabit as
hunks of clay
solid fixtures
fearing monsters and
forgetting the language
of God.

Reverie
Laura Harness
Arising to the call of the land
May I know peace
In the humming honeybees
And lapping gentle breeze
In a small cottage built by hand
From mud and shifting sands
Now resting in a greater Hand.

Born anew each moment
In the still and silent trees
Rocks whisper of eternity
Flowing waters and winds
And all creatures that inhabit within
Unquestioning their place of ease.
May I become that welcoming shore
For all tides and seasons
The heart's fruitful core
Buzzing with blossoms
And honeyed mysteries
Awakening remembrance
Of nature within
As swallows return and sing
Building nests made of mud
In the barn's empty eaves
Filling my cottage
With sweet reveries.

Inspired by Yeats' “The Lake Isle of Innisfree”
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