












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Memories, Dreams, Reflections

tive existence. This act we usually ascribe to the Creator alone,
without considering that in so doing we view life as a machine
calculated down to the last detail, which, along with the human
psyche, runs on senselessly, obeying foreknown and predeter-
mined rules. In such a cheerless clockwork fantasy there is no
drama of man, world, and God; there is no “new day” leading
to “new shores,” but only the dreariness of calculated processes.
My old Pueblo friend came to my mind. He thought that the
raison d’étre of his pueblo had been to help their father, the sun,
to cross the sky each day. I had envied him for the fullness of
meaning in that belief, and had been looking about without
hope for a myth of our own. Now I knew what it was, and knew
even more: that man is indispensable for the completion of crea-
tion; that, in fact, he himself is the second creator of the world,
who alone has given to the world its objective existence—with-
out which, unheard, unseen, silently eating, giving birth, dying,
heads nodding through hundreds of millions of years, it would
have gone on in the profoundest night of non-being down to its
unknown end. Human consciousness created objective existence
and meaning, and man found his indispensable place in the
great process of being.

By the Uganda railroad, which was then being built, we traveled
to its provisional terminus, Station Sigistifour (sixty-four). The
boys unloaded our quantities of equipment. I sat down on a
chop box, a crate containing provisions, each one a man’s head-
load, and lit a pipe, meditating on the fact that here we had,
as it were, reached the edge of the oikumene, the inhabited
earth, from which trails stretched endlessly over the continent.
After a while an elderly Englishman, obviously a squatter,
joined me, sat down, and likewise took out a pipe. He asked
where we were going. When I outlined our various destinations,
he asked, “Is this the first time you have been & Africa? I have
been here for forty years.”

“Yes,” I told him. “At least in this part of Africa.”

“Then may I give you a piece of advice? You know, mister,
this here country is not man’s country, it’s God’s country. So if
anything should happen, just sit down and don’t worry.” Where-
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upon he rose and without another word was lost in the horde of
Negroes swarming around us.

His words struck me as somehow significant, and I tried to
visualize the psychological state from which they had sprung.
Evidently they represented the quintessence of his experience;
not man but God was in command here—in other words, not
will and intention, but inscrutable design.

I had not come to the end of my meditation when our two
automobiles were ready to set off. Our party piled in with the
baggage, eight men strong, and we held on as best we could.
The shaking I received for the next several hours left no room
for reflection. It was much farther than I had thought to the
next settlement; Kakamegas, seat of a D.C. (District Commis-
sioner), headquarters of a small garrison of the African Rifles,
and site of a hospital and—fantastically enough—a small insane
asylum. Evening approached, and suddenly night had fallen.
All at once, a tropical storm came up, with almost incessant
flashes of lightning, thunder, and a cloudburst which instantly
soaked us from head to foot and made every brook a raging
torrent.

It was half an hour after midnight, with the sky beginning to
clear, when we reached Kakamegas. We were exhausted, and
the D.C. helpfully received us with whisky in his drawing room.
A jolly and oh-so-welcome fire was burning in the fireplace. In
the center of the handsome room stood a large table with a dis-
play of English journals. The place might easily have been a
country house in Sussex. In my tiredness I no longer knew
whether I had been transported from reality into a dream, or
from a dream to reality. Then we had still to pitch our tents—
for the first time. Luckily, nothing was missing.

Next moming I awoke with a touch of feverish laryngitis,
and had to stay in bed for a day. To this circumstance I owe
my memorable acquaintanceship with the “brain-fever bird,” a
creature remarkable for being able to sing a correct scale, but
leaving out the last note and starting again from the beginning.
To listen to this when one is down with a fever is to have one’s
nerves strained to the breaking point.

Another feathered inhabitant of the banana plantations has a
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cry which consists of two of the sweetest and most melodious
flute tones with a third, frightful sour note for an ending. “What
nature leaves imperfect . . .” The song of the “bell bird,” how-
ever, was one of unalloyed beauty. When it sang, it was as
though a bell were drifting along the horizon.

Next day, with the aid of the D.C., we rounded up our column
of bearers, which was supplemented by a military escort of three
Askaris. And now began the trek to Mt. Elgon, whose fourteen-
thousand-foot crater wall we soon saw on the horizon. The track
led through relatively dry savanna covered with umbrella aca-
cias. The whole district was densely covcred with small, round
tumuli between six and ten feet high—old termite colonies.

For travelers there were resthouses along the track—round,
grass-roofcd, rammed-earth huts, open and empty. At night a
burning lantern was placed in the entrance as protection against
intruders. Our cook had no lantern; but as a compcnsation he
had a miniature hut all to himself, with which he was highly
pleased. But it nearly proved fatal to him. The previous day he
had slaughtered in front of his hut a sheep that we had bought
for five Uganda shillings, and had prepared cxcellent mutton
chops for our evening meal. After dinner, while we were sitting
around the fire, smoking, we heard strange noises in the dis-
tance. The sounds came closer. They sounded now like the
growling of bears, now like the barking and yapping of dogs;
then again the sounds became shrill, like shrieks and hysterical
laughter. My first impression was: This is like a comic turn at
Barnum and Bailey’s. Before long, however, the scene became
more menacing: we were surrounded on all sides by a huge
pack of hungry hyenas who had obviously smelled the sheep’s
blood. They performed an infernal concert, and in the glow of
the fire their eyes could be seen glittering from the tall elephant
grass.

In spite of our lofty knowledge of the nature of hyenas, which
are alleged not to attack man, we did not feel altogether sure
of ourselves—and suddenly a frightful human scream came
from behind the resthouse. We snatched up our arms (a
nine-mm. Mannlicher rifle and a shotgun) and fired several
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rounds in the direction of those glittering lights. As we did so,
our cook came rushing panic-stricken into our midst and babbled
that a fizi had come into his hut and almost killed him. The
whole camp was in an uproar. The excitement, it seemed, so
frightened the pack of hyenas that they quit the scene, protest-
ing noisily. The bearers went on laughing for a long time, after
which the rest of the night passed quietly, without further dis-
turbance. Early next morning the local chief appeared with a
gift of two chickens and a basketful of eggs. He implored us
to stay another day to shoot the hyenas. The day before, he said,
they had dragged out an old man asleep in his hut and eaten
him. De Africa nihil certum!

At daybreak roars of laughter began again in the boys™ quar-
ters. It appeared that they were re-enacting the events of the
night. One of them played the sleeping cook, and one of the
soldiers played the creeping hyena, approaching the sleeper
with murderous intent. This playlet was repeated I don’t know
how many times, to the utter delight of the audience.

From then on the cook bore the nickname “Fizi.” We three
whites already had our “trade-marks.” My friend, the English-
man, was called “Red Neck”—to the native mind, all English-
men had red necks. The American, who sported an impressive
wardrobe, was known as “bwana maredadi (the dapper gentle-
man). Because I already had gray hair at the time (I was then
fifty), I was the “mzee,” the old man, and was regarded as a
hundred years old. Advanced age was rare in those parts; I saw
very few white-haired men. Mzee is also a title of honor and
was accorded to me in my capacity as head of the “Bugishu
Psychological Expedition”—an appellation imposed by the For-
eign Office in London as a lucus a non lucendo. Ve did visit
the Bugishus, but spent a much longer time with the Elgonyis.

Allin all, Negroes proved to be excellent judges of character.
One of their avenues to insight lay in their talent for mimicry.
They could imitate with astounding accuracy the manner of ex-
pression, the gestures, the gaits of people, thus, to all intents
and purposes, slipping into their skins. I found their understand-
ing of the emotional nature of others altogether surprising. I
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would always take the time to engage in the long palavers for
which they had a pronounced fondness. In this way I learned
a great deal.

Our traveling semi-officially proved advantageous, since in
this way we found it easier to recruit bearers, and we were also
given a military escort. The latter was by no means superfluous,
since we were going to travel in territories that were not under
white control. A corporal and two privates accompanied our
safari to Mt. Elgon.

We could not help the chief by hunting the hyenas, and con-
tinued on our way after the adventure. The terrain sloped
gently upward. Signs of Tertiary lava beds increased. We passed
through glorious stretches of jungle with huge Nandi flame trees
flaunting their red blossoms. Enormous beetles and even larger
brilliantly colored butterflies enlivened the clearings and the
edges of the jungle. Branches were shaken by inquisitive mon-
keys as we advanced further into the bush. It was a paradisal
world. Most of the way we still traversed flat savanna with deep
red soil. We tramped mostly along the native trails which
meandered in strikingly sharp turns. Our route led us into the
Nandi region, and through the Nandi Forest, a sizable area of
jungle. Without incident we reached a resthouse at the foot of
Mt. Elgon, which had been towering higher and higher above
our heads for days. Here the climb began, along a narrow path.
We were greeted by the local chief, who was the son of the
laibon, the medicine man. He rode a pony—the only horse we
had so far seen. From him we learned that his tribe belonged to
the Masai, but lived in isolation here on the slopes of Mt.
Elgon.

There a letter awaited us from the governor of Uganda, re-
questing us to take under our protection an English lady who
was on her way back to Egypt via the Sudan. The governor was.
aware that we were following the same itinerary, and since we
had already met the lady in Nairobi we knew that she would
be a congenial companion. Moreover, we were under consider-
able obligation to the governor for his having helped us in all
sorts of ways.

I mention this episode to suggest the subtle modes by which
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an archetype influences our actions. We were three men; that
was a matter of pure chance. I had asked another friend of mine
to join us, which would have made a fourth. But circumstances
had prevented him from accepting. That sufficed to produce an
unconscious or fated constellation: the archetype of the triad,
which calls for the fourth to complete it, as we have seen again
and again in the history of this archetype.

Since I am inclined to accept chance when it comes my way, I
welcomed the lady to our group of three men. Hardy and
intrepid, she proved a useful counterpoise to our one-sided
masculinity. When one of our party came down with a bad case
of tropical malaria, we were grateful for the experience she had
acquired as a nurse during the First World War.

After a few hours of climbing we reached a lovely large clear-
ing, bisected by a clear, cool brook with a waterfall about ten
feet in height. The pool at the bottom of the waterfall became
our bath. Our campsite was situated about three hundred yards
away, on a gentle, dry slope, shadowed by umbrella acacias.
Nearby—that is, about fifteen minutes’ walk away—was a na-
tive kraal which consisted of a few huts and a boma—a yard
surrounded by a hedge of wait-a-bit thorn. This kraal provided
us with our water bearers, a woman and her two half-grown
daughters, who were naked except for a belt of cowries. They
were chocolate-brown and strikingly pretty, with fine slim fig-
ures and an aristocratic leisureliness about their movements. It
was a pleasure for me each moming to hear the soft cling-clang
of their iron ankle rings as they came up from the brook, and
soon afterward to see their swaying gait as they emerged from
the tall yellow elephant grass, balancing the amphorae of water
on their heads. They were adorned with ankle rings, brass brace-
lets and necklaces, earrings of copper or wood in the shape of
small spools. Their lower lips were pierced with either a bone or
iron nail. They had very good manners, and always greeted us
with shy, charming smiles.

With a single exception, which I shall mention shortly, I never
spoke to a native woman, this being what was expected of me.
As in Southern Europe, men speak to men, women to women.
Anything else signifies love-making. The white who goes in for
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this not only forfeits his authority, but runs the serious risk of
“going black.” I observed several highly instructive examples of
this. Quite often I heard the natives pass judgment upon a cer-
tain white: “He is a bad man.” When I asked why, the reply was
invariably, “He sleeps with our women.”

Among my Elgonyis, the men busied themselves with the cat-
tle and with hunting; the women were identified with the
shamba, a field of bananas, sweet potatoes, kaffir (grain sor-
ghum), and maize. They kept children, goats, and chickens in
the same round hut in which the family lived. Their dignity and
naturalness flow from their function in the economy; they are
intensely active business partners. ]Ihe concept of equal rights
for women is the product of an age in which such partnership
has lost its meaning. Primitive society is regulated by an un-
conscious egoism and altruism; both attitudes are wisely given
their due. This unconscious order breaks up at once if any dis-
turbance ensues which has to be remedied by a conscious act.]

It gives me pleasure to recall one of my important informants
on family relations among the Elgonyi. He was a strikingly
handsome youth by the name of Gibroat—the son of a chief,
charming and distinguished in manners, whose confidence I had
evidently won. To be sure, he gladly accepted my cigarettes, but
he was not greedy for them, as the others were for all sorts of
gifts. From time to time he would pay me a gentlemanly visit
and tcll me all sorts of interesting things. I felt that he had some-
thing in mind, some request that he somehow could not voice.
Not until we had known each other for some time did he
astonish me by asking me to meet his family. I knew that he
himself was still unmarried, and that his parents were dead. The
family in question was that of an elder sister; she was married :
as a second wife, and had four children. Gibroat very much
wanted me to pay her a visit, so that she would have the op- .
portunity to meet me. Evidently she filled the place of a mother
in his life. I agreed, because I hoped in this social way to ob- !
tain some insight into native family life.

“Madame était chez elle”—she came out of the hut when we
arrived, and greeted me with utter naturalness. She was a good-
looking woman, middle-aged—that is, abont thirty. Aside from
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the obligatory cowrie belt, she wore arm and ankle rings, some
copper omaments hanging from the greatly extended ear lobe,
and the skin of some small game animal over her breast. She
had locked her four little “mtotos” in the hut; they peered out
through cracks in the door, giggling excitedly. At my request she
let them out; but it took some time before they dared to emerge.
She had the same excellent manners as her brother, who was
beaming joyfully at the success of his coup.

We did not sit down, since there was nowhere to sit except on
the dusty ground, which was covered with chicken droppings
and goat pellets. The conversation moved in the conventional
framework of semi-familial drawing-room talk, revolving around
family, children, house, and garden. Her elder co-wife, whose
property bordered on hers, had six children. The boma of this
“sister” was some eighty yards away. Approximately halfway
between the two women’s huts, at the apcx of a triangle, stood
the husband’s hut, and behind that, about fifty yards away, a
small hut occupied by the first wife’s already grown son. Each
of the two women had her own shamba. My hostess was ob-
viously proud of hers.

I had the feeling that the confidence and self-assurance of her
manner were founded to a great extent upon her identity with
her own wholeness, her private world made up of children,
house, small livestock, shamba and—Ilast but not least—her
not-unattractive physique. The husband was referred to only in
an allusive way. It seemed that he was sometimes here, some-
times not here. At the moment he was staying at some unknown
place. My hostess was plainly and unproblematically the em-
bodiment of stability, a veritable pied-d-terre for the husband.
The question did not seem to be whether or not he was there,
but rather whether she was present in her wholeness, providing a
geomagnetic center for the husband who wandered over the
land with his herds. What goes on in the interior of these “sim-

le” souls is not conscious, is therefore unknown, and we can
only deduce it from comparative evidence of “advanced” Euro-
pean differentiation.

I asked myself whether the growing masculinization of the
white woman is not connected with the loss of her natural whole-
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ness (shamba, children, livestock, house of her own, hearth
fire ); whether it is not a compensation for her impoverishment;
and whether the feminizing of the white man is not a further
consequence. The more rational the polity, the more blurred is
the difference between the sexes. The role homosexuality plays
in modern society is enormous. It is partly the consequence of
the mother-complex, partly a purposive phenomenon (preven-
tion of reproduction).

My companions and I had the good fortune to taste the world
of Africa, with its incredible beauty and its equally incredible
suffering, before the end came. Our camp life proved to be one
of the loveliest interludes in my life. I enjoycd the “divine peace”
of a still primeval country. Never had I seen so clearly “man and
the other animals” (Herodotus). Thousands of miles lay be-
tween me and Europe, mother of all demons. The demons could
not reach me here—there were no telegrams, no telephone calls,
no letters, no visitors. My liberated psychic forces poured bliss-
fully back to the primeval expanses.

It was easy for us to arrange a palaver each morning with the
natives who squatted all day long around our camp and watched
our doings with never-fading interest. My headman, Ibrahim,
had initiated me into the etiquette of the palaver. All the men
(the women never came near) had to sit on the ground. Ibrahim
had obtained for me a small four-legged chief’s stool of ma-
hogany on which I had to sit. Then I began with an address and
set forth the shauri, that is, the agenda of the palaver. Most of
the natives spoke a tolerable pidgin Swahili; and I for my part
would manage to speak to them by making ample use of a small
dictionary. This little book was the object of unwearying ad-
miration. My limited vocabulary imposed upon me a needful
simplicity. Often the conversation resembled an amusing game
of guessing riddles, for which reason the palavers enjoyed great
popularity. The sessions seldom lasted longer than an hour or an
hour and a half, because the men grew visibly tired, and would
complain, with dramatic gestures, “Alas, we are so tired.”

I was naturally much interested in the natives’ dreams, but at
first could not get them to tell me any. I offered small rewards,
cigarettes, matches, safety pins, and such things, which they
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were eager to have. But nothing helped. I could never completely
explain their shyness about telling dreams. I suspect the reason
was fear and distrust. It is well known that Negroes are afraid of
being photographed; they fear that anyone who takes a picture
of them is robbing them of their soul, and perhaps they likewise
fear that harm may come to them from anyone who has knowl-
edge of their dreams. This, incidentally, did not apply to our
boys, who were coastal Somalis and Swahilis. They had an Arab
dream book which they daily consulted during the trek. If they
were in doubt about an interpretation, they would actually come
to me for advice. They termed me a “man of the Book” because
of my knowledge of the Koran. To their minds, I was a dis-
guised Mohammedan.

One time we had a palaver with the laibon, the old medicine
man. He appeared in a splendid cloak made of the skins of blue
monkeys—a valuable article of display. When I asked him about
his dreams, he answered with tears in his eyes, “In old days the
laibons had dreams, and knew whether there is war or siclmess
or whether rain comes and where the herds should be driven.”
His grandfather, too, had still dreamed. But since the whites
were in Africa, he said, no one had dreams any more. Dreams
were no longer needed because now the English knew every-
thing!

His reply showed me that the medicine man had lost his
raison d étre. The divine voice which counseled the tribe was no
longer needed because “the English know better.” Formerly the
medicine man had negotiated with the gods or the power of
destiny, and had advised his people. He exerted great influence,
just as in ancient Greece the word of the Pythia possessed the
highest authority. Now the medicine man’s authority was re-
placed by that of the D.C. The value of life now lay wholly in
this world, and it seemed to me only a question of time and of
the vitality of the black race before the Negroes would become
conscious of the importance of physical power.

Far from being an imposing personality, our laibon was only a
somewhat tearful old gentleman. He was the living embodiment
of the spreading disintegration of an undermined, outmoded,
unrestorable world.
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On numerous occasions I brought the conversation around to
the numina, especially to rites and ceremonies. Concerning
these, I had only a single piece of evidence. In front of an
empty hut, in the middle of a busy village street, I had seen a
carefully swept spot several yards in diameter. In the center
lay a cowrie belt, arm and ankle rings, earrings, the shards of
all sorts of pots, and a digging stick. All that we were able to
learn about this was the fact that a woman had died in this
hut. Nothing whatsoever was said about a funeral.

In the palaver the people assured me with considerable em-
phasis that their neighbors to the west were “bad” people. If
someone died there, the next village was informed, and in the
evening the body was brought to the midpoint between the two
villages. From the other side, presents of various sorts were
brought to the same spot, and in the morning the corpse was no
longer there. It was plainly insinuated that the other village de-
voured the dead. Such things never happened among the El-
gonyi, they said. To be sure, their dead were laid out in the bush,
where the hyenas took care of them in the course of the night.
In point of fact we never found any signs of burial of the dead.

I was informed, however, that when a man dies, his body is
placed on the floor in the middle of the hut. The laibon walks
around the body, sprinkling milk from a bowl on to the floor,
murmuring, “Aytk adhista, adhista ayik!”

I knew the meaning of these words from a memorable palaver
that had taken place earlier. At the end of that palaver an old
man had suddenly exclaimed, “In the morning, when the sun
comes, we go out of the huts, spit into our hands, and hold
them up to the sun.” I had him show me the ceremony and de-
scribe it exactly. They held their hands in front of their mouths,
spat or blew vigorously, then turned the palms upward toward
the sun. I asked what this meant, why they blew or spat into
their hands. My questioning was in vain. “\WVe've always done
it,” they said. It was impossible to obtain any explanation, and I
rcalized that they actually knew only that they did it, not
what they were doing. They themselves saw no meaning in this
action. But we, too, perform ceremonies without realizing what
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we are doing—such as lighting Christmas tree candles, hiding
Easter eggs, etc.

The old man said that this was the true religion of all peoples,
that all Kevirondos, all Buganda, all tribes for as far as the eye
could see from the mountain and endlessly farther, worshiped
adhista—that is, the sun at the moment of rising. Only then was
the sun mungu, God. The first delicate golden crescent of the
new moon in the purple of the western sky was also God. But
only at that time; otherwise not.

Evidently, the meaning of the Elgonyi ceremony was that an
offering was being made to the sun divinity at the moment of its
rising. If the gift was spittle, it was the substance which in the
view of primitives contains the personal mana, the power of
healing, magic, and life. If it was breath, then it was roho—
Arabic, ruch, Hebrew, ruach, Greek, pneuma—wind and spirit.
The act was therefore saying: I offer to God my living soul. It
was a wordless, acted-out prayer which might equally well be
rendered: “Lord, into thy hands I commend my spirit.”

Besides adhista the Elgonyi—we were further informed—also
venerate ayik, the spirit who dwells in the earth and is a
sheitan (devil). He is the creator of fear, a cold wind who lies
in wait for the nocturnal traveler. The old man whistled a kind
of Loki motif to convey vividly how the ayik creeps through
the tall, mysterious grass of the bush.

In general the people asseverated that the Creator had made
everything good and beautiful. He was beyond good and evil.
He was m’zuri, that is, beautiful, and everything he did was
mzuri.

When I asked: “But what about the wicked animals who kill
your cattle?” they said, “The lion is good and beautiful.” “And
your horrible diseases?” They said, “You lie in the sun and it
is good.”

I was impressed by this optimism. But at six o’clock in the
evening this optimism was suddenly over, as I soon discovered.
From sunset on, it was a different world—the dark world of
ayik, of evil, danger, fear. The optimistic philosophy gave wzy
to fear of ghosts and magical practices intended to secure pr
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tection from evil. Without any inner contradiction the optimism
returned at dawn.

It was a profoundly stirring experience for me to find, at the
sources of the Nile, this reminder of the ancient Egyptian con-
ception of the two acolytes of Osiris, Horus and Set. Here, evi-
dently, was a primordial African experience that had flowed
down to the coasts of the Mediterranean along with the sacred
waters of the Nile: adhista, the rising sun, the principle of light
like Horus; ayik, the principle of darkness, the breeder of fear.
In the simple rites performed for the dead, the laibon’s words
and his sprinkling of milk unite the opposites; he simultaneously
sacrifices to these two principles, which are of equal power and
significance since the time of their dominance, the rule of day
and of night, each visibly lasts for twelve hours. The important
thing, however, is the moment when, with the typical sudden-
ness of the tropics, the first ray of light shoots forth like an
arrow and night passes into life-filled light.

The sunrise in these latitudes was a phenomenon that over-
whelmed me anew every day. The drama of it lay less in the
splendor of the sun’s shooting up over the horizon than in what
happened afterward. I formed the habit of taking my camp
stool and sitting under an umbrella acacia just before dawn. Be-
fore me, at the bottom of the little valley, lay a dark, almost
black-green strip of jungle, with the rim of the plateau on the
opposite side of the valley towering above it. At first, the con-
trasts between light and darkness would be extremely sharp.
Then objects would assume contour and emerge into the light
which seemed to fill the valley with a compact brightness. The
horizon above became radiantly white. Gradually the swelling
light seemed to penetrate into the very structure of objects,
which became illuminated from within until at last they shone
translucently, like bits of colored glass. Everything turned to
flaming crystal. The cry of the bell bird rang around the hori-
zon. At such moments I felt as if I were inside a temple. It was
the most sacred hour of the day. I drank in this glory with
insatiable delight, or rather, in a timeless ecstasy.

Near my observation point was a high cliff inhabited by big
baboons. Every morning they sat quietly, almost motionless, on
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the ridge of the cliff facing the sun, whereas throughout the rest
of the day they ranged noisily through the forest, screeching
and chattering. Like me, they seemed to be waiting for the sun-
rise. They reminded me of the great baboons of the temple of
Abu Simbel in Egypt, which perform the gesture of adoration.
They tell the same story: for untold ages men have worshiped
the great god who redeems the world by rising out of the dark-
ness as a radiant light in the heavens.

At that time I understood that within the soul from its pri-
mordial beginnings there has been a desire for light and an
irrepressible urge to rise out of the primal darkness. When the
great night comes, everything takes on a note of deep de-
jection, and every soul is seized by an inexpressible longing for
light. That is the pent-up feeling that can be detected in the eyes
of primitives, and also in the eyes of animals. There is a sadness
in animals’ eyes, and we never know whether that sadness is
bound up with the soul of the animal or is a poignant message
which speaks to us out of that still unconscious existence. That
sadness also reflects the mood of Africa, the experience of its
solitudes. It is a maternal mystery, this primordial darkness.
That is why the sun’s birth in the moming strikes the natives as
so overwhelmingly meaningful. The moment in which light
comes is God. That moment brings redemption, release. To say
that the sun is God is to blur and forget the archetypal experi-
ence of that moment. “We are glad that the night when the
spirits are abroad is over now,” the natives will say—but that is
already a rationalization. In reality a darkness altogether differ-
ent from natural night broods over the land. It is the psychic
primal night which is the same today as it has been for count-
less millions of years. The longing for light is the longing for
consciousness.

Our blissful stay on Mt. Elgon neared its end. With heavy hearts
we struck our tents, promising ourselves that we would return. I
could not have brought myself to think that this would be the
first and the last time I would experience this unlooked-for
glory. Since then, gold has been discovered near Kakamegas,
mining has begun, the Mau-Mau movement has arisen among
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those innocent and friendly natives, and we too have known a
rude awakening from the dream of civilization.

We trekked along the southern slope of Mt. Elgon. Gradually
the character of the landscape changed. Higher mountains,
covered with dense jungle, verged on the plain. The color of
the inhabitants grew blacker; their bodies became clumsier and
more massive, lacking the grace of the Masai. \We were entering
the territory of the Bugishu, where we stayed some time in the
resthouse of Bunambale. It is situated at a high altitude, and
we had a splendid view of the broad Nile valley. From there we
went on to Mbala, where we were met by two Ford trucks that
took us to Jinja, on Lake Victoria. We loaded our baggage onto a
train of the narrow-gauge railroad; once every two weeks it went
to Lake Kioga. A paddle-wheel steamer whose boiler was fired
by wood picked us up and after a number of incidents brought
us to Masindi Port. There we transferred to a truck and so
reached Masindi Town, which is situated on the plateau that
separates Lake Kioga from Albert Nyanza.

In a village on the way from Lake Albert to Rejif in the Sudan
we had a very exciting experience. The local chief, a tall, still
quite young man, appeared with his retinue. These were the
blackest Negroes I had ever seen. There was something about
the group which was not exactly reassuring. The mamur® of
Nimule had given us three askaris as an escort, but I saw that
they as well as our own boys did not feel at all easy. After all,
they had only three cartridges each for their rifles. Their pres-
ence, consequently, was a merely symbolic gesture on the part
of the government.

When the chief proposed that he give a n’goma (dance) in
the evening, I assented gladly. I hoped that the frolic would
bring their better nature to the fore. Night had fallen and we
were all longing for sleep when we heard drums and horn
blasts. Soon some sixty men appeared, martially equipped with
flashing lances, clubs, and swords. They were followed at some
distance by the women and children; even the infants were pres-
ent, carried on their mothers” backs. This was obviously to be a

1 El mamur, literally, prefect or governor.
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grand social occasion. In spite of the heat, which still hovered
around ninety-three degrees, a big fire was kindled, and women
and children formed a circle around it. The men formed an outer
ring around them, as I had once observed a nervous herd of
elephaats do. I did not know whether I ought to feel pleased or
anxious about this mass display. I looked around for our boys
and the government soldiers—they had vanished completely
from the camp! As a gesture of good will, I distributed cigarettes,
matches, and safety pins. The men’s chorus began to sing,
vigorous, bellicose melodies, not unharmonious, and at the same
time began to swing their legs. The women and children tripped
around the fire; the men danced toward it, waving their weap-
ons, then drew back again, and then advanced anew, amid
savage singing, drumming, and trumpeting.

It was a wild and stirring scene, bathed in the glow of the
fire and magical moonlight. My Erglish friend and I sprang to
our feet and mingled with the dancers. I swung my rhinoceros
whip, the only weapon I had, and danced with them. By their
beaming faces I could see that they approved of our taking
part. Their zeal redoubled; the whole company stamped, sang,
shouted, sweating profusely. Gradually the rhythm of the
dance and the drumming accelerated.

In dances such as these, accompanied by such music, the na-
tives easily fall into a virtual state of possession. That was the
case now. As eleven o'clock approached, their excitement be-
gan to get out of bounds, and suddenly the whole affair took on
a highly curious aspect. The dancers were being transformed
into a wild horde, and I became worried about how it would
end. I signed to the chief that it was time to stop, and that he
and his people ought to go to sleep. But he kept wanting “just
another one.”

I remembered that a countryman of mine, one of the Sarasin
cousins, on an exploratory expedition in Celebes had been struck
by a stray spear in the course of such a n’/goma. And so, dis-
regarding the chief’s pleas, I called the people together, dis-
tributed cigarettes, and then made the gesture of sleeping. Then
I'swung my rhinoceros whip threateningly, but at the same time
laughing, and for lack of any better language I swore at them
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loudly in Swiss German that this was enough and they must go
home to bed and sleep now. It was apparent to the people that I
was to some extent pretending my anger, but that seems to have
struck just the right note. General laughter arose; capering,
they scattered in all directions and vanished into the night. For
a long time we heard their jovial howls and drumming in the
distance. At last silence fell, and we dropped into the sleep of
exhaustion.

Our trek came to an end in Rejif on the Nile. There we stowed
our gear onto a paddle-wheel steamer which just succeeded in
docking at Rejaf; the water level was almost too low for it. By
this time I was feeling burdened by all that I had experienced.
A thousand thoughts were whirling around me, and it became
painfully clear to me that my capacity to digest new impressions
was quickly approaching its limits. The thing to do was to go
over all my observations and experiences and discover their in-
ner connections. I had written down everything worth noting.

During the entire trip my dreams stubbornly followed the
tactic of ignoring Africa. They drew exclusively upon scenes
from home, and thus seemed to say that they considered—if it
is permissible to personify the unconscious processes to this ex-
tent—the African journey not as something real, but rather as a
symptomatic or symbolic act. Even the most impressive events
of the trip were rigorously excluded from my dreams. Only
once during the entire expedition did I dream of a Negro. His
face appeared curiously familiar to me, but I had to reflect a
long time before I could determine where I had met him be-
fore. Finally it came to me: he had been my barber in Chatta-
nooga, Tennessee! An American Negro. In the dream he was
holding a tremendous, red-hot curling iron to my head, intend-
ing to make my hair kinky—that is, to give me Negro hair. I
could already feel the painful heat, and awoke with a sense of
terror.

I took this dream as a warning from the unccnscious; it was
saying that the primitive was a danger to me. At that time I was
obviously all too close to “going black.” I was suffering an at-

tack of sandfly fever which probably reduced my psychic re-
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sistance. In order to represent a Negro threatening me, my
unconscious had invoked a twelve-year-old memory of my Negro
barber in America, just in order to avoid any reminder of the
present.

This curious behavior of my dreams corresponds, incidentally,
to a phenomenon which was noted during the First World War.
Soldiers in the field dreamt far less of the war than of their
homes. Military psychiatrists considered it a basic principle that
a man should be pulled out of the front lines when he started
dreaming too much of war scenes, for that meant he no longer
possessed any psychic defenses against the impressions from
outside.

Parallel to my involvement with this demanding African en-
vironment, an interior line was being successfully secured within
my dreams. The dreams dealt with my personal problems. The
only thing I could conclude from this was that my European
personality must under all circumstances be preserved intact.

To my astonishment, the suspicion dawned on me that I had
undertaken my African adventure with the secret purpose of
escaping from Europe and its complex of problems, even at the
risk of remaining in Africa, as so many before me had done, and
as so many were doing at this very time. The trip revealed itself
as less an investigation of primitive psychology (“Bugishu Psy-
chological Expedition,” B.P.E., black letters on the chop boxes!)
than a probing into the rather embarrassing question: What is
going to happen to Jung the psychologist in the wilds of Africa?
This was a question I had constantly sought to evade, in spite of
my intellectual intention to study the European’s reaction to
primitive conditions. It became clear to me that this study had
been not so much an objective scientific project as an intensely
personal one, and that any attempt to go deeper into it touched
every possible sore spot in my own psychology. I had to admit
to myself that it was scarcely the Wembley Exhibition which
had begotten my decision to travel, but rather the fact that the
atmosphere had become too highly charged for me in Europe.

Amid such thoughts I glided on the peaceful waters of the
Nile toward the north—toward Europe, toward the future. The
voyage ended at Khartoum. There Egypt began. And thus I ful-
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filled my desire and my plan to approach this cultural realm
not from the west, from the direction of Europe and Greece,
but from the south, from the sources of the Nile. I was less in-
terested in the complex Asiatic elements in Egyptian culture
than in the Hamitic contribution. By following the geographical
course of the Nile, and hence the stream of time, I could find
out something about that for myself. My greatest illumination
in this respect had been my discovery of the Horus principle
among the Elgonyi. That whole episode, and all that it meant,
was dramatically called to mind again when I saw the sculp-
tured cynocephali (dog-faced baboons) of Abu Simbel, the
southern gate of Egypt.

The myth of Horus is the age-old story of the newly risen
divine light. It is a myth which must have been told after human
culture—that is, consciousness—had for the first time released
men from the darkness of prehistoric times. Thus the journey
from the heart of Africa to Egypt became, for me, a kind of
drama of the birth of light. That drama was intimately con-
nected with me, with my psychology. I realized this, but felt
incapable of formulating it in words. I had not known in ad-
vance what Africa would give me; but here lay the satisfying
answer, the fulfilling experience. It was worth more to me than
any ethnological yield would have been, any collection of weap-
ons, ornaments, pottery, or hunting trophies. I had wanted to
know how Africa would affect me, and I had found out.

iv. INDIA®

My journey to India, in 1938, was not taken on my own initia-
tive. It arose out of an invitation from the British Government of
India to take part in the celebrations connected with the twenty-
fifth anniversary of the University of Calcutta.

By that time I had read a great deal about Indian philosophy
and religious history, and was deeply convinced of the value of

20n his return from India, Jung contributed two articles to the magazine Asia
(New York, January and February issues, 1939): “Fhe Dreamlike World of
India,” and “What India Can Teach Us.” They are included in Civilization in
Transition (CW 10).—A. J.
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Oriental wisdom. But I had to travel in order to form my own
conclusions, and remained within myself like a homunculus in
the retort. India affected me like a dream, for I was and re-
mained in search of myself, of the truth peculiar to myself.

The journey formed an intermezzo in the intensive study of
alchemical philosophy on which I was engaged at the time. This
had so strong a grip upon me that I took along the first volume
of the Theatrum Chemicum of 1602, which contains the princi-
pal writings of Gerardus Dorneus. In the course of the voyage I
studied the book from beginning to end. Thus it was that this
material belonging to the fundamental strata of European
thought was constantly counterpointed by my impressions of a
foreign mentality and culture. Both had emerged from original
psychic experiences of the unconscious, and therefore had pro-
duced the same, similar, or at least comparable insights.

India gave me my first direct experience of an alien, highly
differentiated culture. Altogether different elements had ruled
my Central African journey; culture had not predominated.
As for North Africa, I had never had the opportunity there to
talk with a person capable of putting his culture into words. In
India, however, I had the chance to speak with representatives
of the Indian mentality, and to compare it with the European. I
had searching talks with S. Subramanya Iyer, the guru of the
Maharajah of Mysore, whose guest I was for some time; also
with many others, whose names unfortunately have escaped me.
On the other hand, I studiously avoided all so-called “holy
men.” I did so because I had to make do with my own truth,
not accept from others what I could not attain on my own. I
would have felt it as a theft had I attempted to learn from the
holy men and to accept their truth for myself. Neither in Eu-
rope can I make any borrowings from the East, but must shape
my life out of myself—out of what my inner being tells me, or
what nature brings to me.

In India I was principally concerned with the question of the
psychological nature of evil. I had been very much impressed by
the way this problem is integrated in Indian spiritual life, and I
saw it in a new light. In a conversation with a cultivated Chi-
nese I was also impressed, again and again, by the fact that these
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people are able to integrate so-called “evil” without “losing face.”
In the West we cannot do this. For the Oriental the problem of
morality does not appear to take first place, as it does for us. To
the Oriental, good and evil are meaningfully contained in na-
ture, and are merely varying degrees of the same thing.

I saw that Indian spirituality contains as much of evil as of
good. The Christian strives for good and succumbs to evil; the
Indian feels himself to be outside good and evil, and seeks to
realize this state by meditation or yoga. My objection is that,
given such an attitude, neither good nor evil takes on any real
outline, and this produces a certain stasis. One does not really
believe in evil, and one does not really believe in good. Good or
evil are then regarded at most as my good or my evil, as what-
ever seems to me good or evil—which leaves us with the para-
doxical statement that Indian spirituality lacks both evil and
good, or is so burdened by contradictions that it needs nird-
vandva, the liberation from opposites and from the ten thousand
things.

The Indian’s goal is not moral perfection, but the condition
of nirdvandva. He wishes to free himself from nature; in keeping
with this aim, he seeks in meditation the condition of image-
lessness and emptiness. I, on the other hand, wish to persist in
the state of lively contemplation of nature and of the psychic
images. I want to be freed neither from human beings, nor from
myself, nor from nature; for all these appear to me the greatest
of miracles. Nature, the psyche, and life appear to me like di-
vinity unfolded—and what more could I wish for? To me the
supreme meaning of Being can consist only in the fact that it is,
not that it is not or is no longer.

To me there is no liberation d tout prix. I cannot be liberated
from anything that I do not possess, have not done or experi-
enced. Real liberation becomes possible for me only when I
have done all that I was able to do, when I have completely
devoted myself to a thing and participated in it to the utmost.
If I withdraw from participation, I am virtually amputating the
corresponding part of my psyche. Naturally, there may be good
reasons for my not immersing myself in a given experience. But
then I am forced to confess my inability, and must know that I
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may have neglected to do something of vital importance. In this
way I make amends for the lack of a positive act by the clear
knowledge of my incompetence.

A man who has not passed through the inferno of his passions
has never overcome them. They then dwell in the house next
door, and at any moment a flame may dart out and set fire to
his own house. Whenever we give up, leave behind, and forget
too much, there is always the danger that the things we have
neglected will return with added force.

In Konarak (Orissa) I met a pandit who obligingly offered to
come with me on my visit to the temple and the great temple
car. The pagoda is covered from base to pinnacle with exqui-
sitely obscene sculptures. We talked for a long time about this
extraordinary fact, which he explained to me as a means to
achieve spiritualization. I objected—pointing to a group of
young peasants who were standing open-mouthed before the
monument, admiring these splendors—that such young men
were scarcely undergoing spiritualization at the moment, but
were much more likely having their heads filled with sexual
fantasies. Whereupon he replied, “But that is just the point. How
can they ever become spiritualized if they do not first fulfill
their karma? These admittedly obscene images are here for the
very purpose of recalling to the people their dharma [law];
otherwise these unconscious fellows might forget it.”

I thought it an odd notion that young men might forget their
sexuality, like animals out of rutting time. My sage, however,
resolutely maintained that they were as unconscious as animals
and actually in need of urgent admonishments. To this end, he
said, before they set foot inside the temple they were reminded
of their dharma by the exterior decorations; for unless they were
made conscious of their dharma and fulfilled it, they could not
partake of spiritualization.

As we entered through the gate of the temple, my companion
pointed to the two “temptresses,” statues of two dancing girls
with seductively curved hips who smilingly greeted all who en-
tered. “Do you see these two dancing girls?” he said. “Their
meaning is the same. Naturally, this does not apply to people
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like you and me, for we have attained to a level of consciousness
which is above this sort of thing. But for these peasant boys it is
an indispensable instruction and admonishment.”

When we left the temple and were walking down a lingam
lane, he suddenly said, “Do you see these stones? Do you know
what they mean? I will tell you a great secret.” I was astonished,
for I thought that the phallic nature of these monuments was
known to every child. But he whispered into my ear with the
greatest seriousness, “These stones are man’s private parts.” I
had expected him to tell me that they signified the great god
Shiva. I looked at him dumfounded, but he only nodded self-
importantly, as if to say, “Yes, that is how it is. No doubt you in
your European ignorance would never have thought sol” When
I told this story to Heinrich Zimmer, he exclaimed in delight,
“At last I have heard something real about India for a change!”

When I visited the stupas of Sanchi, where Buddha delivered
his fire sermon, I was overcome by a strong emotion of the kind
that frequently develops in me when I encounter a thing, per-
son, or idea of whose significance I am still unconscious. The
stupas are situated on a rocky hill whose peak can be reached
by a pleasant path of great stone slabs laid down through a
green meadow. The stupas are tombs or containers of relics,
hemispherical in shape, like two gigantic rice bowls placed one
on top of the other (concavity upon concavity), according to
the prescripts of the Buddha himself in the Mahd-Parinibbdna-
Sutta. The British have done their restoration work in a most
respectful spirit. The largest of these buildings is surrounded by
a wall which has four elaborate gates. You come in by one of
these and the path turns to the left, then leads into a clockwise
circumambulation around the stupa. At the four cardinal points
stand statues of the Buddha. When you have completed one
circumambulation, you enter a second, higher circuit which runs
in the same direction. The distant prospect over the plain, the
stupas themselves, the temple ruins, and the solitary stillness of
this holy site held me in a spell. I took leave of my companion
and submerged myself in the overpowering mood of the place.

After a while I heard rhythmic gong tones approaching from
the distance. A group of Japanese pilgrims came marching up
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one behind the other, each striking a small gong. They were
beating out the rhythm of the age-old prayer Om mani padme
hum, the stroke of the gong falling upon the hum. Outside the
stupas they bowed low, then passed through the gate. There
they bowed again before the statue of the Buddha, intoning a
chorale-like song. They completed the double circumambulation,
singing a hymn before each statue of the Buddha. As I watched
them, my mind and spirit were with them, and something within
me silently thanked them for having so wonderfully come to the
aid of my inarticulate feelings.

The intensity of my emotion showed that the hill of Sanchi
meant something central to me. A new side of Buddhism was
revealed to me there. I grasped the life of the Buddha as the
reality of the self which had broken through and laid claim to a
personal life. For Buddha, the self stands above all gods, a unus
mundus which represents the essence of human existence and
of the world as a whole. The self embodies both the aspect of
intrinsic being and the aspect of its being known, without which
no world exists. Buddha saw and grasped the cosmogonic dig-
nity of human consciousness; for that reason he saw clearly that
if a man succeeded in extinguishing this light, the world would
sink into nothingness. Schopenhauer’s great achievement lay in
his also recognizing this, or rediscovering it independently.

Christ—like Buddha—is an embodiment of the self, but in an
altogether different sense. Both stood for an overcoming of the
world: Buddha out of rational insight; Christ as a foredoomed
sacrifice. In Christianity more is suffered, in Buddhism more is
seen and done. Both paths are right, but in the Indian sense
Buddha is the more complete human being. He is a historical
personality, and therefore easier for men to understand. Christ
is at once a historical man and God, and therefore much more
difficult to comprehend. At bottom he was not comprehensible
even to himself; he knew only that he had to sacrifice him-
self, that this course was imposed upon him from within. His
sacrifice happened to him like an act of destiny. Buddha lived
out his life and died at an advanced age, whereas Christ’s ac-
tivity as Christ probably lasted no more than a year.

Later, Buddhism underwent the same transformation as Chris-
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tianity: Buddha became, as it were, the image of the develop-
ment of the self; he became a model for men to imitate, whereas
actually he had preached that by overcoming the Nidana-chain
every human being could become an illuminate, a buddha.
Similarly, in Christianity, Christ is an exemplar who dwells in
every Christian as his integral personality. But historical trends
led to the imitatio Christi, whereby the individual does not pur-
sue his own destined road to wholeness, but attempts to imitate
the way taken by Christ. Similarly in the East, historical trends
led to a devout imitation of the Buddha. That Buddha should
have become a model to be imitated was in itself a weakening
of his idea, just as the imitatio Christi was a forerunner of the
fateful stasis in the evolution of the Christian idea. As Buddha,
by virtue of his insight, was far in advance of the Brahma gods,
so Christ cried out to the Jews, “You are gods” (John 10:34); but
men were incapable of understanding what he meant. Instead
we {ind that the so-called Christian West, far from creating a
new world, is moving with giant strides toward the possibility
of destroying the world we have

India honored me with three doctorates, from Allahabad, Be-
nares, and Calcutta—representatives of Islam, of Hinduism, and
of British-Indian medicine and science. It was a little too much
of a good thing, and I needed a retreat. A ten-day spell in the
hospital offered it to me, for in Calcutta I finally came down
with dysentery. This was a blessed island in the wild sea of new
impressions, and I found a place to stand on from which I
could contemplate the ten thousand things and their bewilder-
ing turmoil.

When I returned to the hotel, in tolerably good health, I had
a dream so characteristic that I wish to set it down here. I found
myself, with a large number of my Ziirich friends and acquaint-
ances, on an unknown island, presumably situated not far off
the coast of southern England. It was small and almost unin-
habited. The island was narrow, a strip of land about twenty
miles long, running in a north-south direction. On the rocky
coast at the southern end of the island was a medieval castle.
3 On the problem of the imitatio, cf. Psychology and Alchemy, Part I (CW 12).
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We stood in its courtyard, a group of sightseeing tourists. Before
us rose an imposing belfroi, through whose gate a wide stone
staircase was visible. We could just manage to see that it termi-
nated above in a columned hall. This hall was dimly illuminated
by candlelight. I understood that this was the castle of the
Grail, and that this evening there would be a “celebration of the
Grail” here. This information seemed to be of a secret character,
for a German professor among us, who strikingly resembled old
Mommsen, knew nothing about it. I talked most animatedly
with him, and was impressed by his learning and sparkling in-
telligence. Only one thing disturbed me: he spoke constantly
about a dead past and lectured very learnedly on the relation-
ship of the British to the French sources of the Grail story. Ap-
parently he was not conscious of the meaning of the legend,
nor of its living presentness, whereas I was intensely aware of
both. Also, he did not seem to perceive our immediate, actual
surroundings, for he behaved as though he were in a classroom,
lecturing to his students. In vain I tried to call his attention to
the peculiarity of the situation. He did not see the stairs or the
festive glow in the hall.

I looked around somewhat helplessly, and discovered that I
was standing by the wall of a tall castle; the lower portion of
the wall was covered by a kind of trellis, not made of the usual
wood, but of black iron artfully formed into a grapevine com-
plete with leaves, twining tendrils, and grapes. At intervals of
six feet on the horizontal branches were tiny houses, likewise of
iron, like birdhouses. Suddenly I saw a movement in the foliage;
at first it seemed to be that of a mouse, but then I saw distinctly
a tiny, iron, hooded gnome, a cucullatus, scurrying from one lit-
tle house to the next. “Well,” I exclaimed in astonishment to
the professor, “now look at that, will you . . .”

At that moment a hiatus occurred, and the dream changed.
We—the same company as before, but without the professor—
were outside the castle, in a treeless, rocky landscape. I knew
that something had to happen, for the Grail was not yet in the
castle and still had to be celebrated that same evening. It was
said to be in the northern part of the island, hidden in a small,
uninhabited house, the only house there. I knew that it was
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our task to bring the Grail to the castle. There were about six
of us who set out and tramped northward.

After several hours of strenuous hiking, we reached the nar-
rowest part of the island, and I discovered that the island was
actually divided into two halves by an arm of the sea. At the
smallest part of this strait the width of the water was about a
hundred yards. The sun had set, and night descended. Wea-
rily, we camped on the ground. The region was unpopulated
and desolate; far and wide there was not a tree or shrub, nothing
but grass and rocks. There was no bridge, no boat. It was very
cold; my companions fell asleep, one after the other. I con-
sidered what could be done, and came to the conclusion that I
alone must swim across the channel and fetch the Grail. I took
off my clothes. At that point I awoke.

Here was this essentially European dream emerging when I
had barely worked my way out of the overwhelming mass of
Indian impressions. Some ten years before, I had discovered
that in many places in England the myth of the Grail was still a
living thing, in spite of all the scholarship that has accumulated
around this tradition. This fact had impressed me all the more
when I realized the concordance between this poetic myth and
what alchemy had to say about the unum vas, the una medicina,
and the unus lapis. Myths which day has forgotten continue to
be told by night, and powerful figures which consciousness has
reduced to banality and ridiculous triviality are recognized
again by poets and prophetically revived; therefore they can also
be recognized “in changed fonn” by the thoughtful person. The
great ones of the past have not died, as we think; they have
merely changed their names. “Small and slight, but great in
might,” the veiled Kabir enters a new house.

Imperiously, the dream wiped away all the intense impres-
sions of India and swept me back to the too-long-neglected
concerns of the Occident, which had formerly been expressed
in the quest for the Holy Grail as well as in the search for the
philosophers’ stone. I was taken out of the world of India, and
reminded that India was not my task, but only a part of the way
—admittedly a significant one—which should carry me closer
to my goal. It was as though the dream were asking me, “What
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are you doing in India? Rather seek for yourself and your fellows
the healing vessel, the servator mundi, which you urgently need.
For your state is perilous; you are all in imminent danger of
destroying all that centuries have built up.”

Ceylon, the last stage of my journey, struck me as no longer
India; there is already something of the South Seas about it, and
a touch of paradise, in which one cannot linger too long. Co-
lombo is a busy international port where every day between five
and six o'clock a massive downpour descends from a clear sky.
We soon left it behind and headed for the hilly country of the
interior. There Kandy, the old royal city, is swathed in a fine
mist whose tepid humidity sustains a luxuriant vegetation. The
Dalada-Maligawa Temple, which contains the relic of the Holy
Tooth (of Buddha), is small, but radiates a special charm. I
spent a considerable time in its library, talking with the monks,
and looking at the texts of the Buddhist canon engraved on
silver leaves.

There I witnessed a memorable evening ceremony. Young
men and girls poured out enormous mounds of jasmine flowers
in front of the altars, at the same time singing a prayer under
their breath: a mantram. I thought they were praying to Bud-
dha, but the monk who was guiding me explained, “No, Buddha
is no more; He is in nirvana; we cannot pray to him. They are
singing: ‘This life is transitory as the beauty of these flowers.
May my God* share with me the merit of this offering.””

As a prelude to the ceremony a one-hour drum concert was
performed in the mandapam, or what in Indian temples is called
the hall of waiting. There were five drummers; one stood in each
corner of the square hall, and the fifth, a young man, stood in
the middle. He was the soloist, and a very fine drummer. Naked
to the waist, his dark-brown trunk glistening, with a red girdle,
white shoka (a long skirt reaching to the feet), and white tur-
ban, arms covered with shining bracelets, he stepped up to the
golden Buddha, bearing a double drum, “to sacrifice the music.”
There, with beautiful movements of body and arms, he
drummed alone a strange melody, artistically perfect. I watched

* God = deva = guardian angel.
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him from behind; he stood in front of the entrance to the
mandapam, which was covered with little oil lamps. The drum
speaks the ancient language of the belly and solar plexus; the
belly does not “pray” but engenders the “meritorious” mantram
or meditative utterance. It is therefore not adoration of a non-
existent Buddha, but one of the many acts of self-redemption
performed by the awakened human being.

Toward the beginning of spring I set out on my homeward
voyage, with such a plethora of impressions that I did not have
any desire to leave the ship to see Bombay. Instead, I buried
myself in my Latin alchemical texts. But India did not pass me
by without a trace; it left tracks which lead from one infinity into
another infinity.

V. RAVENNA AND ROME

Even on the occasion of my first visit to Ravenna in 1913, the
tomb of Galla Placidia seemed to me significant and unusu-
ally fascinating. The second time, twenty years later, I had the
same feeling. Once more I fell into a strange mood in the tomb
of Galla Placidia; once more I was deeply stirred. I was there
with an acquaintance, and we went directly from the tomb into
the Baptistery of the Orthodox.

ITere, what struck me first was the mild blue light that filled
the room; yet I did not wonder about this at all. I did not try
to account for its source, and so the wonder of this light with-
out any visible source did not trouble me. I was somewhat
amazed because, in place of the windows I remembered having
seen on my first visit, there were now four great mosaic frescoes
of incredible beauty whicy, it seemed, I had entirely forgotten. I
was vexed to find my memory so unreliable. The mosaic on the
south side rcpresented the baptism in the Jordan; the second pic-
ture, on the north, was of the passage of the Children of Israel
through the Red Sea; the third, on the east, soon faded from my
memory. It might have shown Naaman being cleansed of
leprosy in the Jordan; there was a picture on this theme in the
old Merian Bible in my library, which was much like the mosaic.
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The fourth mosaic, on the west side of the baptistery, was the
most impressive of all. We looked at this one last. It represented
Christ holding out his hand to Peter, who was sinking beneath
the waves. We stopped in front of this mosaic for at least twenty
minutes and discussed the original ritual of baptism, especially
the curious archaic conception of it as an initiation connected
with real peril of death. Such initiations were often connected
with the peril of death and so served to express the archetypal
idea of death and rebirth. Baptism had originally been a real
submersion which at least suggested the danger of drowning.

I retained the most distinct memory of the mosaic of Peter
sinking, and to this day can see every detail before my eyes: the
blue of the sea, individual chips of the mosaic, the inscribed
scrolls proceeding from the mouths of Peter and Christ, which I
attempted to decipher. After we left the baptistery, I went
promptly to Alinari to buy photographs of the mosaics, but could
not find any. Time was pressing—this was only a short visit—
and so I postponed the purchase until later. I thought I might
order the pictures from Ziirich.

When I was back home, I asked an acquaintance who was go-
ing to Ravenna to obtain the pictures for me. He could not locate
them, for he discovered that the mosaics I had described did not
exist.

Meanwhile, I had already spoken at a seminar about the origi-
nal conception of baptism, and on this occasion had also men-
tioned the mosaics that I had seen in the Baptistery of the
Orthodox.’ The memory of those pictures is still vivid to me. The
lady who had been there with me long refused to believe that
what she had “seen with her own eyes” had not existed.

As we know, it is very difficult to determine whether, and to
what extent, two persons simultaneously see the same thing. In
this case, however, I was able to ascertain that at least the main
features of what we both saw had been the same.

This experience in Ravenna is among the most curious events
in my life. It can scarcely be explained. A certain light may
possibly be cast on it by an incident in the story of Empress

5 TantraYogaSeminar, 1932.
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Galla Placidia (d. 450). During a stormy crossing from Byzan-
tium to Ravenna in the worst of winter, she made a vow that
if she came through safely, she would build a church and have
the perils of the sea represented in it. She kept this vow by build-
ing the basilica of San Giovanni in Ravenna and having it
adorned with mosaics. In the early Middle Ages, San Giovanni,
together with its mosaics, was destroyed by fire; but in the
Ambrosiana in Milan is still to be found a sketch representing
Galla Placidia in a boat.

I had, from the first visit, been personally affected by the figure
of Galla Placidia, and had often wondered how it must have
been for this highly cultivated, fastidious woman to live at the
side of a barbarian prince. Her tomb seemed to me a final legacy
through which I might reach her personality. Her fate and
her whole being were vivid presences to me; with her intense
nature, she was a suitable embodiment for my anima.’

The anima of a man has a strongly historical character. As a
personification of the unconscious she goes back into prehistory,
and embodies the contents of the past. She provides the individ-
ual with those elements that he ought to know about his pre-
history. To the individual, the anima is all life that has been in
the past and is still alive in him. In comparison to her I have
always felt myself to be a barbarian who really has no history—
like a creature just sprung out of nothingness, with neither a
past nor a future.

In the course of my confrontation with the anima I had actu-
ally had a brush with those perils which I saw represented in the
mosaics. I had come close to drowning. The same thing hap-
pened to me as to Peter, who cried for help and was rescued by
Jesus. What had been the fate of Pharaoh’s army could have
been mine. Like Peter and like Naaman, I came away un-
scathed, and the integration of the unconscious contents made
an essential contribution to the completion of my personality.

¢ Jung himself explained the vision as a momentary new creation by the un-
conscious, arising out of his thoughts about archetypal initiation. The immediate

cause of the concretization lay, in his opinion, in a projection of his anima upon
Galla Placidia.—A. J.
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What happens within oneself when one integrates previously
unconscious contents with the consciousness is something which
can scarcely be described in words. It can only be experienced.
It is a subjective affair quite beyond discussion; we have a par-
ticular feeling about ourselves, about the way we are, and that
is a fact which it is neither possible nor meaningful to doubt.
Similarly, we convey a particular feeling to others, and that too
is a fact that cannot be doubted. So far as we know, there is no
higher authority which could eliminate the probable discrepan-
cies between all these impressions and opinions. Whether a
change has taken place as the result of integration, and what the
nature of that change is, remains a matter of subjective convic-
tion. To be sure, it is not a fact which can be scientifically veri-
fied and therefore finds no place in an official view of the world.
Yet it nevertheless remains a fact which is in practice uncom-
monly important and fraught with consequences. Realistic psy-
chotherapists, at any rate, and psychologists interested in
therapy, can scarcely afford to overlook facts of this sort.

Since my experience in the baptistery in Ravenna, I know
with certainty that something interior can seem to be exterior,
and that something exterior can appear to be interior. The actual
walls of the baptistery, though they must have been seen by my
physical eyes, were covered over by a vision of some altogether
different sight which was as completely real as the unchanged
baptismal font. Which was real at that moment?

My case is by no means the only one of its kind. But when
that sort of thing happens to oneself, one cannot help taking it
more seriously than something heard or read about. In general,
with anecdotes of that kind, one is quick to think of all sorts of
explanations which dispose of the mystery. I have come to the
conclusion that before we settle upon any theories in regard to
the unconscious, we require many, many more experiences of it.

I have traveled a great deal in my life, and I should very much
have liked to go to Rome, but I felt that I was not really up to
the impression the city would have made upon me. Pompeii
alone was more than enough; the impressions very nearly ex-
ceeded my powers of receptivity. I was able to visit Pompeii
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only after I had acquired, through my studies of 1910 to 1912,
some insight into the psychology of classical antiquity. In 1912
I was on a ship sailing from Genoa to Naples. As the vessel
neared the latitude of Rome, I stood at the railing. Out there
lay Rome, the still smoking and fiery hearth from which ancient
cultures had spread, enclosed in the tangled rootwork of the
Christian and Occidental Middle Ages. There classical antiq-
uity still lived in all its splendor and ruthlessness.

I always wonder about people who go to Rome as they might
go, for example, to Paris or to London. Certainly Rome as well
as these other citics can be enjoyed esthetically; but if you are
affected to the depths of your being at every step by the spirit
that broods there, if a remnant of a wall here and a column
there gaze upon you with a face instantly recognized, then it be-
comes another matter entirely. Even in Pompeii unforeseen
vistas opened, unexpected things became conscious, and ques-
tions were posed which were beyond my powers to handle.

In my old age—in 1949—1I wished to repair this omission, but
was stricken with a faint while I was buying tickets. After that,
the plans for a trip to Rome were once and for all laid aside.
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misadventure was followed by a heart attack. In a statc

of unconsciousness I experienced deliriums and visions
which must have begun when I hung on the edge of death and
was being given oxygen and camphor injections. The images
were so tremendous that I myself concluded that I was close to
death. My nurse afterward told me, “It was as if you were sur-
rounded by a bright glow.” That was a phenomenon she had
sometimes observed in the dying, she added. I had reached the
outermost limit, and do not know whether I was in a dream or an
ecstasy. At any rate, extremely strange things began to happen
to me.

It seemed to me that I was high up in space. Far below I
saw the globe of the earth, bathed in a gloriously blue light. I
saw the deep blue sea and the continents. Far below my feet lay
Ceylon, and in the distance ahead of me the subcontinent of
India. My field of vision did not include the whole earth, but its
global shape was plainly distinguishable and its outlines shone
with a silvery gleam through that wonderful blue light. In many
places the globe seemed colored, or spotted dark green like

3-1' THE BEGINNING of 1944 I broke my foot, and this
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oxydized silver. Far away to the left lay a broad expanse—the
reddish-yellow desert of Arabia; it was as though the silver of
the carth had there assumed a reddish-gold hue. Then came the
Red Sea, and far, far back—as if in the upper left of a map—I
could just make out a bit of the Mediterranean. My gaze was di-
rected chiefly toward that. Everything else appeared indistinct.
I could also see the snow-covered Himalayas, but in that direc-
tion it was foggy or cloudy. I did not look to the right at all. I
knew that I was on the point of departing from the earth.

Later I discovered how high in space one would have to be to
have so extensive a view—approximately a thousand miles! The
sight of the earth from this height was the most glorious thing I
had ever seen.

After contemplating it for a while, I turned around. I had been
standing with my back to the Indian Ocean, as it were, and my
face to the north. Then it seemed to me that I made a turn to
the south. Something new entered my field of vision. A short dis-
tance away I saw in space a tremendous dark block of stone,
like a meteorite. It was about the size of my house, or even
bigger. It was floating in space, and I myself was floating in
space.

I had seen similar stones on the coast of the Gulf of Bengal
They were blocks of tawny granite, and some of them had been
hollowed out into temples. My stone was one such gigantic dark
block. An entrance led into a small antechamber. To the right of
the entrance, a black Hindu sat silently in lotus posture upon a
stone bench. He wore a white gown, and I knew that he ex-
pected me. Two steps led up to this antechamber, and inside,
on the left, was the gate to the temple. Innumerable tiny niches,
each with a saucer-like concavity filled with coconut oil and
small burning wicks, surrounded the door with a wreath of
bright flames. I had once actually seen this when I visited the
Temple of the Holy Tooth at Kandy in Ceylon; the gate had
been framed by several rows of burning oil lamps of this sort.

As I approached the steps leading up to the entrance into the
rock, a strange thing happened: I had the feeling that every-
thing was being sloughed away; everything I aimed at or
wished for or thought, the whole phantasmagoria of earthly ex-
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istence, fell away or was stripped from me—an extremely pain-
ful process. Nevertheless something remained; it was as if I now
carried along with me everything I had ever experienced o1
done, everything that had happened around me. I might also
say: it was with me, and I was it. I consisted of all that, so to
speak. I consisted of my own history, and I felt with great cer-
tainty: this is what I am. “I am this bundle of what has been,
and what has been accomplished.”

This experience gave me a feeling of extreme poverty, but at
the same time of great fullness. There was no longer anything
I wanted or desired. I existed in an objective form; I was what I
had been and lived. At first the sense of annihilation predomi-
nated, of having been stripped or pillaged; but suddenly that
became of no consequence. Everything seemed to be past; what
remained was a fait accompli, without any reference back to
what had been. There was no longer any regret that something
had dropped away or been taken away. On the contrary: I
had everything that I was, and that was everything.

Something else engaged my attention: as I approached the
temple I had the certainty that I was about to enter an illumi-
nated room and would meet there all those people to whom I
belong in reality. There I would at last understand—this too
was a certainty—what historical nexus I or my life fitted into. I
would know what had been before me, why I had come into be-
ing, and where my life was flowing. My life as I lived it had
often seemed to me like a story that has no beginning and no
end. I had the feeling that I was a historical fragment, an ex-
cerpt for which the preceding and succeeding text was missing.
My life seemed to have been snipped out of a long chain of
events, and many questions had remained unanswered. Why
had it taken this course? Why had I brought these particular
assumptions with me? What had I made of them? What will fol-
low? I felt sure that I would receive an answer to all these
questions as soon as I entered the rock temple. There I would
learn why everything had been thus and not otherwise. There I
would meet the people who knew the answer to my question
about what had been before and what would come after.

While I was thinking over these matters, something happened
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that caught my attention. From below, from the direction of
Europe, an image floated up. It was my doctor, Dr. H.—or,
rather, his likeness—framed by a golden chain or a golden
laurel wreath. I knew at once: “Aha, this is my doctor, of
course, the one who has been treating me. But now he is com-
ing in his primal form, as a basileus of Kos.* In life he was an
avatar of this Dasileus, the temporal embodiment of the primal
form, which has existed from the beginning. Now he is appear-
ing in that primal form.”

Presumably I too was in my primal form, though this was
something I did not observe but simply took for granted. As
he stood before me, a mute exchange of thought took place be-
tween us. Dr. II. had been delegated by the carth to deliver a
message to me, to tell me that there was a protest against my
going away. I had no right to leave the earth and must return.
The moment I heard that, the vision ceased.

I was profoundly disappointed, for now it all seemed to have
been for nothing. The painful process of defoliation had been
in vain, and I was not to be allowed to enter the temple, to
join the people in whose company I belonged.

In reality, a good three weeks were still to pass before I could
truly make up my mind to live again. I could not eat because all
food repelled me. The view of city and mountains from my sick-
bed seemed to me like a painted curtain with black holes in it,
or a tattered sheet of newspaper full of photographs that meant
nothing. Disappointed, I thought, “Now I must return to the
‘box system’ again.” For it seemed to me as if behind the horizon
of the cosmos a three-dimensional world had been artificially
built up, in which each person sat by himself in a little box.
And now I should have to convince myself all over again that
this was important! Life and the whole world struck me as a
prison, and it bothered me beyond measure that I should again
be finding all that quite in order. I had been so glad to shed it
all, and now it had come about that I—along with everyone
else—would again be hung up in a box by a thread. While I
floated in space, I had been weightless, and there had been

! Basileus = king. Kos was famous in antiquity as the site of the temple of
Asklepios, and was the birthplace of Hippocrates.—A. J.
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nothing tugging at me. And now all that was to be a thing of
the past!

I felt violent resistance to my doctor because he had brought
me back to life. At the same time, I was worried about him. “His
life is in danger, for heaven’s sake! He has appeared to me in his
primal form! When anybody attains this form it means he is go-
ing to die, for already he belongs to the ‘greater company’!”
Suddenly the terrifying thought came to me that Dr. H. would
have to die in my stead. I tried my best to talk to him about it,
but he did not understand me. Then I became angry with him.
“Why does he always pretend he doesn’t know he is a basileus
of Kos? And that he has already assumed his primal form? He
wants to make me believe that he doesn’t know!” That irritated
me. My wife reproved me for being so unfriendly to him. She
was right; but at the time I was angry with him for stubbornly
refusing to speak of all that had passed between us in my vision.
“Damn it all, he ought to watch his step. He has no right to be
so reckless! I want to tell him to take care of himself.” I was
firmly convinced that his life was in jeopardy.

In actual fact I was his last patient. On April 4, 1944—1 still
remember the exact date—I was allowed to sit up on the edge
of my bed for the first time since the beginning of my illness, and
on this same day Dr. H. took to his bed and did not leave it
again. I heard that he was having intermittent attacks of fever.
Soon afterward he died of septicemia. He was a good doctor;
there was something of the genius about him. Otherwise he
would not have appeared to me as a prince of Kos.

During those weeks I lived in a strange rhythm. By day I was
usually depressed. I felt weak and wretched, and scarcely dared
to stir. Gloomily, I thought, “Now I must go back to this drab
world.” Toward evening I would fall asleep, and my sleep would
last until about midnight. Then I would come to myself and lie
awake for about an hour, but in an utterly transformed state.
It was as if I were in an ecstasy. I felt as though I were floating
in space, as though I were safe in the womb of the universe—
in a tremendous void, but filled with the highest possible feel-
ing of happiness. “This is eternal bliss,” I thought. “This cannot
be described; it is far too wonderfull”
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Everything around me seemed enchanted. At this hour of the
night the nurse brought me some food she had warmed—for
only then was I able to take any, and I ate with appetite. For a
time it seemed to me that she was an old Jewish woman, much
older than she actually was, and that she was preparing ritual
kosher dishes for me. When I looked at her, she seemed to have
a blue halo around her head. I myself was, so it seemed, in the
Pardes Rimmonim, the garden of pomegranates,” and the wed-
ding of Tifereth with Malchuth was taking place. Or else I was
Rabbi Simon ben Jochai, whose wedding in the afterlife was
being celebrated. It was the mystic marriage as it appears in
the Cabbalistic tradition. I cannot tell you how wonderful it
was. I could only think continually, “Now this is the garden of
pomegranates! Now this is the marriage of Malchuth with Tife-
reth!” I do not know exactly what part I played in it. At bottom
it was I myself: I was the marriage. And my beatitude was that
of a blissful wedding,

Gradually the garden of pomegranates faded away and
changed. There followed the Marriage of the Lamb, in a Jeru-
salem festively bedecked. I cannot describe what it was like in
detail. These were ineffable states of joy. Angels were present,
and light. I myself was the “Marriage of the Lamb.”

That, too, vanished, and there came a new image, the last
vision. I walked up a wide valley to the end, where a gentle
chain of hills began. The valley ended in a classical amphi-
theater. It was magnificently situated in the green landscape.
And there, in this theater, the hierosgamos was being celebrated.
Men and women dancers came onstage, and upon a flower-
decked couch All-father Zeus and Hera consummated the mys-
tic marriage, as it is described in the Iliad.

All these experiences were glorious. Night after night I floated
in a state of purest bliss, “thronged round with images of all
creation.”® Gradually, the motifs mingled and paled. Usu-

2 Pardes Rimmonim is the title of an old Cabbalistic tract by Moses Cordovero
(sixteenth century). In Cabbalistic doctrine Malchuth and Tifercth are two of
the ten spheres of divine manifestation in which God emerges from his hidden
state. They represent the female and male principles within the Godhead.

8 Faust, Part Two.
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ally the visions lasted for about an hour; then I would fall asleep
again. By the time moming drew near, I would feel: Now gray
morning is coming again; now comes the gray world with its
boxes! What idiocy, what hideous nonsense! Those inner states
were so fantastically beautiful that by comparison this world
appeared downright ridiculous. As I approached closer to life
again, they grew fainter, and scarcely three weeks after the first
vision they ceased altogether.

It is impossible to convey the beauty and intensity of emotion
during those visions. They were the most tremendous things I
have ever experienced. And what a contrast the day was: I was
tormented and on edge; everything irritated me; everything was
too material, too crude and clumsy, terribly limited both spa-
tially and spiritually. It was all an imprisonment, for reasons
impossible to divine, and yet it had a kind of hypnotic power,
a cogency, as if it were reality itself, for all that I had clearly
perceived its emptiness. Although my belief in the world re-
turned to me,|I have never since entirely freed myself of the
impression that this life is a segment of existence which is en-
acted in a three-dimensional boxlike universe especially set up
for it.

ere is something else I quite distinctly remember. At the
beginning, when I was having the vision of the garden of pome-
granates, I asked the nurse to forgive me if she were harmed.
There was such sanctity in the room, I said, that it might be
harmful to her. Of course she did not understand me. For me
the presence of sanctity had a magical atmosphere; I feared it
might be unendurable to others. I understood then why one
speaks of the odor of sanctity, of the “sweet smell” of the Holy
Ghost. This was it. There was a pneuma of inexpressible sanctity
in the room, whose manifestation was the mysterium coniunc-
tionis.

I would never have imagined that any such experience was
possible. It was not a product of imagination. The visions and
experiences were utterly real; there was nothing subjective
about them; they all had a quality of absolute objectivity.

We shy away from the word “eternal,” but I can describe the
experience only as the ecstasy of a non-temporal state in which
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present, past, and future are one. Everything that happens in
time had been brought together into a concrete whole. Nothing
was distributed over time, nothing could be measured by tem-
poral concepts. The experience might best be defined as a state
of feeling, but one which cannot be produced by imagination.
How can I imagine that I exist simultaneously the day before
yesterday, today, and the day after tomorrow? There would be
things which would not yet have begun, other things which
would be indubitably present, and others again which would
already be finished—and yet all this would be one. The only
thing that feeling could grasp would be a sum, an iridescent
whole, containing all at once expectation of a beginning, sur-
prise at what is now happening, and satisfaction or disappoint-
ment with the result of what has happened. One is interwoven
into an indescribable whole and yet observes it with complete
objectivity.

I experienced this objectivity once again later on. That was
after the death of my wife. I saw her in a dream which was
like a vision. She stood at some distance from me, looking at me
squarely. She was in her prime, perhaps about thirty, and wear-
ing the dress which had been made for her many years before
by my cousin the medium. It was perhaps the most beautiful
thing she had ever worn. Her expression was neither joyful
nor sad, but, rather, objectively wise and understanding, with-
out the slightest emotional reaction, as though she were beyond
the mist of affects. I knew that it was not she, but a portrait
she had made or commissioned for me. It contained the begin-
ning of our relationship, the events of fifty-three years of mar-
riage, and the end of her life also. Face to face with such
wholeness one remains speechless, for it can scarcely be com-
prehended.

The objectivity which I experienced in this dream and in the
visions is part of a completed individuation. It signifies detach-
ment from valuations and from what we call emotional ties. In
general, emotional ties are very important to human beings. But
‘they still contain projections, and it is essential to withdraw
these projections in order to attain to oneself and to objectivity.
Emotional relationships are relationships of desire, tainted by
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coercion and constraint; something is expected from the other
person, and that makes him and ourselves unfree. Objective
cognition lies hidden behind the attraction of the emotional
relationship; it seems to be the central secret. Only through ob-
jective cognition is the real coniunctio possible.

After the illness a fruitful period of work began for me. A
good many of my principal works were written only then. The
insight I had had, or the vision of the end of all things, gave
me the courage to undertake new formulations. I no longer
attempted to put across my own opinion, but surrendered my-
self to the current of my thoughts. Thus one problem after the
other revealed itself to me and took shape.

Something else, too, came to me from my illness. I might
formulate it as an affirmation of things as they are: an uncondi-
tional “yes” to that which is, without subjective protests—
acceptance of the conditions of existence as I see them and
understand them, acceptance of my own nature, as I happen to
be. At the beginning of the illness I had the feeling that there
was something wrong with my attitude, and that I was to some
extent responsible for the mishap. But when one follows the
path of individuation, when one lives one’s own life, one
must take mistakes into the bargain; life would not be complete
without them. There is no guarantee—not for a single moment
—that we will not fall into error or stumble into deadly peril.
We may think there is a sure road. But that would be the road
of death. Then nothing happens any longer—at any rate, not
the right things. Anyone who takes the sure road is as good as
dead.

It was only after the illness that I understood how impor-
tant it is to affirm one’s own destiny. In this way we forge an
ego that does not break down when incomprehensible things
happen; an ego that endures, that endures the truth, and that is
capable of coping with the world and with fate. Then, to experi-
ence defeat is also to experience victory. Nothing is disturbed—
neither inwardly nor outwardly, for one’s own continuity has
withstood the current of life and of time. But that can come to
pass only when one does not meddle inquisitively with the work-
ings of fate.
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I have also realized that one must accept the thoughts that
go on within oneself of their own accord as part of one’s reality.
The categories of true and false are, of course, always present;
but because they are not binding they take second place. The
presence of thoughts is more important than our subjective judg-
ment of them. But neither must these judgments be suppressed,
for they also are existent thoughts which are part of our whole-
ness.
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On Life after Death

HAT I HAVE to tell about the hereafter, and about

\/ sl life after death, consists entirely of memories, of im-

ages in which I have lived and of thoughts which have

buffeted me. These memories in a way also underlie my works;

for the latter are fundamentally nothing but attempts, ever re-

newed, to give an answer to the question of the interplay be-

tween the “here” and the “hereafter.” Yet I have never written

expressly about a life after death; for then I would have had to

document my ideas, and I have no way of doing that. Be that
as it may, I would like to state my ideas now.

Even now I can do no more than tell stories—“mythologize.”
Perhaps one has to be close to death to acquite the necessary
freedom to talk about it. It is not that I wish we had a life after
death. In fact, I would |d prefer not to to foster such ideas. Still; T
mus state, to give reality its due, that, without my wishing and
without my doing anything about it, thoughts of this nature
move about within me. I can’t say whether-these thoughts are
true or false, but I do know they are there, and can be given
utterance, if I do not repress them out of some prejudice. Preju-
dice crlpples and injures the full phenomenon of psychic life.
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And I know too little about psychic life to feel that I can set it
right out of superior knowledge. Critical rationalism has ap-
parently eliminated, along with so many other mythic con-
ceptions, the idea of life after death. This could only have
happened because nowadays most people identify themselves
almost exclusively with their consciousness, and imagine that
they are only what they know about themselves. Yet anyone
with even a smattering of psychology can see how limited this
knowledge is. Rationalism and doctrinairism are the disease of
our time; they pretend to have all the answers. But a great deal
will yet be discovered which our present limited view would
have ruled out as impossible. Our concepts of space and time
have only approximate validity, and there is therefore a wide
field for minor and major deviations. In view of all this, I lend
an attentive ear to the strange myths of the psyche, and take
a careful look at the varied events that come my way, regardless
of whether or not they fit in with my theoretical postulates.

Unfortunately, the mythic side of man is given short shrift
nowadays. He can no longer create fables. As a result, a great
deal escapes him; for it is important and salutary to speak also
of incomprehensible things. Such talk is like the telling of a
good ghost story, as we sit by the fireside and smoke a pipe.-

What the myths or stories about a life after death really
mean, or what kind of reality lies behind them, we certainly do
not know. We cannot tell whether they possess any validity be-
yond their indubitable value as anthropomorphic projections.
Rather, we must hold clearly in mind that there is no possible
way for us to attain certainty concerning things which pass our
understanding.

_ We cannot visualize another world ruled by quite other laws,
the reason being that we live in a specific world which has
helped to shape our minds and establish our basic psychic
conditions. We are strictly limited by our innate structure and
therefore bound by our whole being and thinking to this world
of ours. Mythic man, to be sure, demands a “going beyond all-
that,” but scientific man cannot permit this. To the intellect, all
my mythologizing is futile speculation. To the emotions, how-
ever, it is a healing and valid activity; it gives existence a glam-
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our which we would not like to do without. Nor is there any
good reason why we should.

Parapsychology holds it to be a scientifically valid proof of
an afterlife that the dead manifest themselves—either as ghosts,
or through a medium—and cominunicate things which they
alone could possibly know. But even though there do exist such
well-documented cases, the question remains whether the ghost
or the voice is identical with the dead person or is a psychic
projection, and whether the things said really derive from the
deceased or from knowledge which may be present in the un-
conscious.!

Leaving aside the rational arguments against any certainty
in these matters, we must not forget that for most people it
means a great deal to assume that their lives will have an in-
definite continuity beyond their present existence. They live
more sensibly, feel better, and are more at peace. One has cen-
turies, one has an inconceivable period of time at one’s disposal.
What then is the point of this senseless mad rush?

Naturally, such reasoning does not apply to everyone. There
are people who feel no craving for immortality, and who shud-
der at the thought of sitting on a cloud and playing the harp
for ten thousand years! There are also quite a few who have
been so buffeted by life, or who feel such disgust for their own
existence, that they far prefer absolute cessation to continu-
ance. But in the majority of cases the question of immortality
is so urgent, so immediate, and also so ineradicable that we must
make an effort to form-some sort of view about it.” But how?

My hypothesis is that we can do so with the aid of hints sent
to us from the.unconscious—in dreams, for example. Usuallywe
dismiss these hints because wﬁm&i that the question
is not susceptible to answer. In response to this understandable
9kept1c1sm I suggest the following considerations. If there is
SO! we cannot know, we must necessarlly abandon it as

reason the universe has come mto bemg, and shall never know.
* Concerning “absolute knowledge” in the unconscious, cf. “Synchronicity: An

Acausal Connecting Principle,” in The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche
(CW 8), pp. 481 ff.
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Therefore I must drop this question as a scientific or intellectual
problem. But if an idea about it is offered to me—in dreams or
in mythic traditions—I ought to take note of it. I even ought
to build up a conception on the basis of such hints, even though
it will forever remain a hypothesis which I know cannot be
proved.

A man should be able to say he has done his best to form a
conception of life after death, or to create some image of it—
even if he must confess his failure. Not to have done so is a vital
loss. For the question that is posed to him is the age-old herltage
of humanity: an archetype, rich in secret life, which seeks to
add itself to our own individual life in order to make it whole.
Reason sets the boundaries far too narrowly for us, and would
have us accept only the known—and that too with limitations
—and live in a known framework, just as if we were sure how
far life actually extends. As a matter of fact, day after day we
live far beyond the bounds of our consciousness; without our
knowledge, the life of the unconscious is also going on within
us. The more the critical reason dominates, the more_impov-
erished life becomes; but the more of the unconscious, ‘and the
more of myth we are capable of making conscious, the more of
life we integrate. Overvalued reason has this in common with
political absotutism: under its dominion the individual is pau-
perized.

The unconscious helps by communicating things to us, or
making figurative allusions. It has other ways, too, of informing
us of things which by all logic we could not possibly know.
Consider synchronistic phenomena, premonitions, and dreams
that come true. I recall one time during the Second World War
when I was returning home from Bollingen. I had a book with
me, but could not read, for the moment the train started to
move I was overpowered by the image of someone drowning,
This was a memory of an accident that had happened while
I was on military service. During the entire journey I could not
rid myself of it. It struck me as uncanny, and I thought, “What
has happened? Can there have been an accident?”

I got out at Erlenbach and walked home, still troubled by
this memory. My second daughter’s children were in the garden.
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The family was living with us, having returned to Switzerland
from Paris because of the war. The children stood looking rather
upset, and when I asked, “Why, what is the matter?” they told
me that Adrian, then the youngest of the boys, had fallen into
the water in the boathouse. It is quite deep there, and since he
could not really swim he had almost drowned. His older brother
had fished him out. This had taken place at exactly the time I
had been assailed by that memory in the train. The uncon-
sc1ogsﬂlig1_yQLn_e a hint. Why should it not be able to ) inform
me of other things also?

I had a somewhat similar experience before a death in my
wife’s family. I dreamed that my wife’s bed was a deep pit
with stone walls. It was a grave, and somehow had a suggestion
of classical antiquity about it. Then I heard a deep sigh, as if
someone were giving up the ghost. A figure that resembled my
wife sat up in the pit and floated upward. It wore a white gown
into which curious black symbols were woven. I awoke, roused
my wife, and checked the time. It was three o’clock in the morn-
ing. The dream was so curious that I thought at once that it
might signify a death. At seven o’clock came the news that a
cousin of my wife had died at three o’clock in the moming.

Frequently foreknowledge is there, but not recognition. Thus
I once had a dream in which I was attending a garden party.
I'saw my sister there, and that greatly surprised me, for she had
died some years before. A deceased friend of mine was also
present. The rest were people who were still alive. Presently I
saw that my sister was accompanied by a lady I knew well. Even
in the dream I had drawn the conclusion that the lady was
going to die. “She is already marked,” I thought. In the dream
I'’knew exactly who she was. I knew also that she lived in Basel.
But as soon as I woke up I could no longer, with the best will
in the world, recall who she was, although the whole dream was
still vivid in my mind. I pictured all my acquaintances in Basel
to see whether the memory images would ring a bell. Nothing!

A few weeks later I received news that a friend of mine had
had a fatal accident. I knew at once that she was the person
I had seen in the dream but had been unable to identify. My
recollection of her was perfectly clear and richly detailed, since

303



Memories, Dreams, Reflections

she had been my patient for a considerable time up to a year
before her death. In my attempt to recall the person in my
dream, however, hers was the one picture which did not appear
in my portrait gallery of Basel acquaintances, although by
rights it should have been one of the first.

When one has such experiences—and I will tell of others like
them—one acquires a certain respect for the potentialities and
arts of the unconscious. Only, one must remain critical and be
aware that such communications may have a subjective mean-
ing as well. They may be in accord with reality, and then again
they may not. I have, however, learned that the views I have
been able to form_on_the basis of such hints from the uncon-
scious have been most rewﬁiiig.‘Naturally ing”
write a book of Tevetations-about them, but I will acknowledge
that I have a “myth” which encourages me to look deeper into
this whole realm. Myths are the earliest form of science. When
I speak of things after death, I am speaking out of inner prompt-
ing, and can go no farther than to tell you dreams and myths
that relate to this subject.

Naturally, one can contend from the start that myths and
dreams concerning continuity of life after death are merely
compensating fantasies which are inherent in our natures—all
life desires eternity. The only argument I can adduce in answer
to this is the myth itself.

However, there are indications that at least a part of the
psyche is not subject to the laws of space and time. Scientific
proof of that has been provided by the well-known ]. B. Rhine
experiments.” Along with numerous cases of spontaneous fore-
knowledge, non-spatial perceptions, and so on—of which I have
given a number of examples from my own life—these experi-
ments prove that the psyche at times functions outside of the
spatio-temporal law of%zmsa\hwﬁ]‘ﬁs s indicates that our con-
ceptions of space and time, - and thereforé of caus causality also; are
incomplete. A complete picture of the world would require the
addition of still another dimension; only then could the totality
of phenomena be given a unified explanation. Hence it is that

2 Extra-sensory Perception (Boston, 1934); The Reach of the Mind (New York,
1947).
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the rationalists insist to this day that parapsychological experi-
ences do not really exist; for their world-view stands or falls by
this question. If such phenomena occur at all, the rationalistic
picture of the universe is invalid, because incomplete. Then the
possibility of an other-valued reality behind thc phcnomenal
world becomes an inescapable problem, and we must face the
fact that our world, with its time, space, and causality, relates
to another order of things lying behind or beneath it, in which
neither “here and there” nor “earlier and later” are of impor-
tance. I have been convinced that at least a part of our psychic
existence is characterized by a relativity of space and time. This
relativity seems to increase, in proportion to the distance from
consciousness, to an absolute condition of timelessness and
spacelessness.

Not only my own dreams, but also occasionally the dreams of
others, helped to shape, revise, or confirm my views on a life
after death. I attach particular importance to a dream which
a pupil of mine, a woman of sixty, dreamed about two months
beforc her death. She had entered the hereafter. There was a
class going on, and various deceased women friends of hers sat
on the front bench. An atmosphere of general expectation pre-
vailed. She looked around for a teacher or lecturer, but could
find none. Then it became plain that she herself was the lecturer,
for immediately after death people had to give accounts of the
total experience of their lives. The dead were extremely inter-
ested in the life experiences that the newly deceased brought
with them, just as if the acts and experiences taking place in
earthly life, in space and time, were the decisive ones.

In any case, the dream describes a most unusual audience
whose like could scarcely be found on earth: people burningly
interested in the final psychological results of a human life that
was in no way remarkable, any more than were the conclusions
that could be drawn from it—to our way of thinking. If, how-
ever, the “audience” existed in a state of relative non-time,
where “termination,” “event,” and “development” had become
questionable concepts, they might very well be most interested
precisely in what was lacking in their own condition.

At the time of this dream the lady was afraid of death and
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did her best to fend off any thoughts about it. Yet death is an
important interest, especially to an aging person. A categorical
question is being put to him, and he is under an obligation to
answer it. To this end he ought to have a myth about death,
for reason shows him nothing but the dark pit into which he is
descending. Myth, however, can conjure up other imagcs for
him, helpful and enriching pictures of life in the land of the
dead. If he believes in them, or greets them with some measure
of credence, he is being just as right or just as wrong as some-
one who does not believe in them. But while the man who de-
spairs marches toward nothingness, the one who has placed his
faith in the archetype follows the tracks of life and lives right
into his death. Both, to be sure, remain in uncertainty, but the
one lives against his instincts, the other with them.

The figures from the unconscious are uninformed too, and
need man, or contact with consciousness, in order to attain to
knowledge. When I began working with the unconscious, I
found myself much involved with the figures of Salome and
Elijah. Then they receded, but after about two years they reap-
peared. To my enormous astonishment, they were completely
unchanged; they spoke and acted as if nothing had happened
in the meanwhile. In actuality the most incredible things had
taken place in my life. I had, as it were, to begin from the be-
ginning again, to tell them all about what had been going on,
and explain things to them. At the time I had been greatly
surprised by this situation. Only later did I understand what
had happened: in the interval the two had sunk back into the
unconscious and into themselves—I might equally well put it,
into timelessness. They remained out of contact with the ego
and the ego’s changing circumstances, and therefore were ig-
norant of what had happened in the world of consciousness.

Quite early I had lcarncd that it was necessary for me to in-
struct the figures of the unconscious, or that other group which
is often indistinguishable from them, the “spirits of the de-
parted.” The first time I experienced this was on a bicycle trip
through upper Italy which I took with a friend in 1911. On the
way homce we cycled from Pavia to Arona, on the lower part of
Lake Maggiore, and spent thc night there. We had intended
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to pedal on along the lake and then through the Tessin as far
as Faido, where we were going to take the train to Zirich. But
in Arona I had a dream which upset our plans.

In the dream I was in an assemblage of distinguished spirits
of carlier centurics; the fecling was similar to the one I had
later toward the “illustrious ancestors” in the black rock temple
of my 1944 vision. The conversation was conducted in Latin.
A gentleman with a long, curly wig addressed me and asked a
difficult question, the gist of which I could no longer recall after
I woke up. I understood him, but did not have a sufficient com-
mand of the language to answer him in Latin. I felt so pro-
foundly humiliated by this that the emotion awakened me.

At the very moment of awakening I thought of the book I
was then working on, The Psychology of the Unconscious, and
had such intense inferiority feelings about the unanswered
question that I immediately took the train home in order to get
back to work. It would have been impossible for me to continue
the bicycle trip and lose another three days. I had to work, to
find the answer.

Not until years later did I understand the dream and my re-
action. The bewigged gentleman was a kind of ancestral
spirit, or spirit of the dead, who had addressed questions to me
—in vain! It was still too soon, I had not yet come so far, but
I had an obscure feeling that by working on my book I would
be answering the question that had been asked. It had been
asked by, as it were, my spiritual forefathers, in the hope and
expectation that they would learn what they had not been able
to find out during their time on earth, since the answer had
first to be created in the centuries that followed. If question
and answer had already been in existence in eternity, had al-
ways been there, no effort on my part would have been neces-
sary, and it could all have been discovered in any other century.
There does seem to be unlimited knowledge present in nature, it
is true, but it can be comprehended by consciousness only when
the time is ripe for it. The process, presumably, is like what
happens in the individual psyche: a man may go about for many
years with an inkling of something, but grasps it clearly only
at a particular moment.

307



Memories, Dreams, Reflections

Later, when I wrote the Septem Sermones ad Mortuos, once
again it was the dead who addressed crucial questions to me.
They came—so they said—“back from Jerusalem, where they
found not what they sought.” This had surprised me greatly at
the time, for according to the traditional views the dead are
the possessors of great knowledge. People have the idea that
the dead know far more than we, for Christian doctrine teaches
that in the hereafter we shall “see face to face.” Apparently,
however, the souls of the dead “know” only what they knew at
the moment of death, and nothing beyond that. Hence their
endeavor to penetrate into life in order to share in the knowl-
edge of men. I frequently have a feeling that they are standing
directly behind us, waiting to hear what answer we will give
to them, and what answer to destiny. It seems to me as if they
were dependent on the living for receiving answers to their
questions, that is, on those who have survived them and exist in
a world of change: as if omniscience or, as I might put it, omni-
consciousness, were not at their disposal, but could flow only
into the psyche of the living, into a soul bound to a body. The
mind of the living appears, therefore, to hold an advantage over
that of the dead in at least one point: in the capacity for attain-
ing clear and decisive cognitions. As I see it, the three-dimen-
sional world in time and space is like a system of co-ordinates;
what is here separated into ordinates and abscissae may appear
“there,” in space-timelessness, as a primordial image with many
aspects, perhaps as a diffuse cloud of cognition surrounding an
archetype. Yet a system of co-ordinates is necessary if any dis-
tinction of discrete contents is to be possible. Any such operation
seems to us unthinkable in a state of diffuse omniscience, or, as
the case may be, of subjectless consciousness, with no spatio-
temporal demarcations. Cognition, like generation, presupposes
an opposition, a here and there, an above and below, a before
and after.

If there were to be a conscious existence after death, it would,
so it seems to me, have to continue on the level of consciousness
attained by humanity, which in any age has an upper though
variable limit. There are many human beings who throughout
their lives and at the moment of death lag behind their own
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potentialities and—even more important—behind the knowl-
edge which has been brought to consciousness by other human
beings during their own lifetimes. Hence their demand to attain
in death that share of awareness which they failed to win in life.

I have come to this conclusion through observation of dreams
about the dead. I dreamed once that I was paying a visit to
a friend who had died about two weeks before. In life, this
friend had never espoused anything but a conventional view of
the world, and had remained stuck in this unreflecting attitude.
In the dream his home was on a hill similar to the Tiillinger hill
near Basel. The walls of an old castle surrounded a square con-
sisting of a small church and a few smaller buildings. It re-
minded me of the square in front of the castle of Rapperswil.
It was autumn. The leaves of the ancient trees had turned gold,
and the whole scene was transfigured by gentle sunlight. My
friend sat at a table with his daughter, who had studied psy-
chology in Ziirich. I knew that she was telling him about psy-
chology. He was so fascinated by what she was saying that he
greeted me only with a casual wave of the hand, as though to
intimate: “Don’t disturb me.” The greeling was at the same
time a dismissal. The dream told me that now, in a manner
which of course remains incomprehensible to me, he was re-
quired to grasp the reality of his psychic existence, which he
had never been capable of doing during his life.

I had another experience of the evolution of the soul after
death when—about a year after my wife’s death—I suddenly
awoke one night and knew that I had been with her in the south
of France, in Provence, and had spent an entire day with her.
She was engaged on studies of the Grail there. That seemed
significant to me, for she had died before completing her work
on this subject. Interpretation on the subjective level—that my
anima had not yet finished with the work she had to do—
yielded nothmg of interest; I know quite well that I am not yet
finished with that. But the thought that my wife was continuing
after death to work on her further spiritual development—how-
ever that may be conceived—struck me as meaningful and held
a measure of reassurance for me.

Ideas of this sort are, of course, inaccurate, and give a wrong
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picture, like a body projected on a plane or, conversely, like
the construction of a four-dimensional model out of a three-
dimensional body. They use the terms of a three-dimensional
world in order to represent themselves to us. Mathematics goes
to great pains to create expressions for relationships which pass
empirical comprehension. In much the same way, it is all-impor-
tant for a disciplined imagination to build up images of intangi-
bles by logical principles and on the basis of empirical data,
that is, on the evidence of dreams. The method employed is
what I have called “the method of the necessary statement.” It
represents the principle of amplification in the interpretation of
dreams, but can most easily be demonstrated by the statements
implicit in simple whole numbers.

One, as the first numeral, is unity. But it is also “the unity,”
the One, All-Oneness, individuality and non-duality—not a nu-
meral but a philosophical concept, an archetype and attribute
of God, the monad. It is quite proper that the human intellect
should make these statements; but at the same time the intellect
is determined and limited by its conception of oneness and its
implications. In other words, these statements are not arbitrary.
They are governed by the nature of oneness and therefore are
necessary statements. Theoretically, the same logical operation
could be performed for each of the following conceptions of
number, but in practice the process soon comes to an end be-
cause of the rapid increase in complications, which become too
numerous to handle.

Every further unit introduces new properties and new modi-
fications. Thus, it is a property of the number four that equations
of the fourth degree can be solved, whereas equations of the
fifth degree cannot. The necessary statement of the number
four, therefore, is that, among other things, it is an apex and
simultaneously the end of a preceding ascent. Since with each
additional unit one or more new mathematical properties ap-
pear, the statements attain such a complexity that they can no
longer be formulated.

The infinite scries of natural numbers corresponds to the in-
finite number of individual creatures. That series likewise con-
sists of individuals, and the properties even of its first ten
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members represent—if they represent anything at all—an ab-
stract cosmogony derived from the monad. The properties of
numbers are, however, simultaneously properties of matter, for
which reason certain equations can anticipate its behavior.
Therefore I submit that other than mathematical statements
(i.e., statements implicit in nature) are likewise capable of
pointing to irrepresentable realities beyond themselves—such,
for example, as those products of the imagination which enjoy
universal acceptance or are distinguished by the frequency of
their occurrence, like the whole class of archetypal motifs. Just
as in the case of some factors in mathematical equations we can-
not say to what physical realities they correspond, so in the case
of some mythological products we do not know at first to what
psychic realities they refer. Equations governing the turbulence
of heated gases existed long before the problems of such gases
had been precisely investigated. Similarly, we have long been in
possession of mythologems which express the dynamics of cer-
tain subliminal processes, though these processes were only

given mames in very recent times.

The maximum awareness which has been attained anywhere
forms, so it seems to me, the upper limit of knowledge to which
the dead can attain. That is probably why earthly life is of such
great significance, and why it is_that_what a human being
“brings over” at the time of his death is so important. Only here,
in life on earth, where the opposites clash togethier, can the
general level of consciousness be raised. That seems to be man’s
metaphysical task—which he cannot accomplish without
“mythologizing.” Myth is the natural and indispensable inter-
mediate stage between unconscious and conscious cognition.
True, the unconscious knows more than consciousness does;
but it is knowledge of a special sort, knowledge in eternity, usu-
ally without reference to the here and now, not couched in lan-
guage of the intellect. Only when we let its statements amplify
themselves, as has been shown above by the example of nu-
merals, does it come within the range of our understanding; only
then does a new aspect become perceptible to us. This process is
convincingly repeated in every successful dream analysis. That
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is why it is so important not to have any preconceived, doc-
trinaire opinions about the statements made by dreams. As soon
as a certain “monotony of interpretation” strikes us, we know
that our approach has become doctrinaire and hence sterile.

Although there is no way to marshal valid proof of continu-
ance of the soul after death, there are nevertheless experiences
which make us thoughtful. I take them as hints, and do not
presume to ascribe to them the significance of insights.

One night I lay awake thinking of the sudden death of a
friend whose funeral had taken place the day before. I was
deeply concerned. Suddenly I felt that he was in the room. It
seemed to me that he stood at the foot of my bed and was asking
me to go with him. I did not have the feeling of an apparition;
rather, it was an inner visual image of him, which I explained to
myself as a fantasy. But in all honesty I had to ask myself, “Do I
have any proof that this is a fantasy? Suppose it is not a fantasy,
suppose my friend is really here and I decided he was only a
fantasy—would that not be abominable of me?” Yet I had
equally little proof that he stood before me as an apparition.
Then I said to myself, “Proof is neither here nor there! Instead
of explaining him away as a fantasy, I might just as well give him
the benefit of the doubt and for experiment’s sake credit him
with reality.” The moment I had that thought, he went to the
door and beckoned me to follow him. So I was going to have to
play along with him! That was something I hadn’t bargained
for. I had to repeat my argument to myself once more. Only then
did I follow him in my imagination.

He led me out of the house, into the garden, out to the road,
and finally to his house. (In reality it was several hundred yards
away from mine.) I went in, and he conducted me into his
study. He climbed on a stool and showed me the second of five
books with red bindings which stood on the second shelf from
the top. Then the vision broke off. I was not acquainted with his
library and did not know what books he owned. Certainly I
could never have made out from below the titles of the books he
had pointed out to me on the second shelf from the top.

This experience seemed to me so curious that next morning I
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went to his widow and asked whether I could look up some-
thing in my friend’s library. Sure enough, there was a stool
standing under the bookcase I had seen in my vision, and even
before I came eloser I eould see the five books with red bind-
ings. I stepped up on the stool so as to be able to read the titles.
They were translations of the novels of Emile Zola. The title of
the second volume read: “The Legacy of the Dead.” The con-
tents seemed to me of no interest. Only the title was extremely
significant in connection with this experience.

Equally important to me were the dream-experiences I had
before my mother’s death. News of her death came to me while I
was staying in the Tessin. I was deeply shaken, for it had come
with unexpected suddenness. The night before her death I
had a frightening dream. I was in a dense, gloomy forest; fan-
tastic, gigantic boulders lay about among huge jungle-like trees.
It was a heroic, primeval landscape. Suddenly I heard a piercing
whistle that seemed to resound through the whole universe.
My knees shook. Then there were crashings in the underbrush,
and a gigantic wolfhound with a fearful, gaping maw burst
forth. At the sight of it, the blood froze in my veins. It tore past
me, and I suddenly knew: the Wild Huntsman had commanded
it to carry away a human soul. I awoke in deadly terror, and the
next morning I received the news of my mother’s passing.

Seldom has a dream so shaken me, for upon superficial con-
sideration it seemed to say that the devil had fetched her. But to
be accurate the dream said that it was the Wild Huntsman, the
“Griinhiitl,” or Wearer of the Green Hat, who hunted with his
wolves that night—it was the season of Féhn storms in January.
It was Wotan, the god of my Alemannic forefathers, who had
gathered my mother to her ancestors—negatively to the “wild
horde,” but positively to the “salig liit,” the blessed folk. It was
the Christian missionaries who made Wotan into a devil. In him-
self he is an important god—a Mercury or Hermes, as the Ro-
mans correctly realized, a nature spirit who returned to life
again in the Merlin of the Grail legend and became, as the
spiritus Mercurialis, the sought-after arcanum of the alchemists.
Thus the dream says that the soul of my mother was taken into
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that greater territory of the self which lies beyond the segment
of Christian morality, taken into that wholeness of nature and
spirit in which conflicts and contradictions are resolved.

I went home immediately, and while I rode in the night train
I had a feeling of great grief, but in my heart of hearts I could
not be mournful, and this for a strange reason: during the entire
journey I continually heard dance music, laughter, and jollity, as
though a wedding were being celebrated. This contrasted vio-
lently with the devastating impression the dream had made on
me. Here was gay dance music, cheerful laughter, and it was im-
possible to yield entirely to my sorrow. Again and again it was
on the point of overwhelming me, but the next moment I
would find myself once more engulfed by the merry melodies.
One side of me had a feeling of warmth and joy, and the other of
terror and grief; I was thrown back and forth between these con-
trasting emotions.

This paradox can be explained if we suppose that at one mo-
ment death was being represented from the point of view of the
ego, and at the next from that of the psyche. In the first case it
appeared as a catastrophe; that is how it so often strikes us, as if
wicked and pitiless powers had put an end to a human life.

And so it is—death is indeed a fearful piece of brutality;
there is no sense pretending otherwise. It is brutal not only as a
physical event, but far more so psychically: a human being is
torn away from us, and what remains is the icy stillness of death.
There no longer exists any hope of a relationship, for all the
bridges have been smashed at one blow. Those who deserve a
long life are cut off in the prime of their years, and good-for-
nothings live to a ripe old age. This is a cruel reality which we
have no right to sidestep. The actual experience of the cruelty
and wantonness of death can so embitter us that we conclude
there is no merciful God, no justice, and no kindness.

From another point of view, however, death appears as a joy-
ful event. In the light of eternity, it is a wedding, a mysterium
coniunctionis. The soul attains, as it were, its missing half, it
achieves wholeness. On Greek sarcophagi the joyous element
was represented by dancing girls, on Etruscan tombs by Dban-
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quets. When the pious Cabbalist Rabbi Simon ben Jochai came
to die, his friends said that he was celebrating his wedding. To
this day it is the custom in many regions to hold a picnic on the
graves on All Souls” Day. Such customs express the feeling that
death is really a festive occasion.

Several months before my mother’s death, in September 1922,
I had a dream which presaged it. It concerned my father, and
made a deep impression upon me. I had not dreamed of my fa-
ther since his death in 1896. Now he once more appeared in a
dream, as if he had returned from a distant journey. He looked
rejuvenated, and had shed his appearance of paternal authori-
tarianism. I went into my library with him, and was greatly
pleased at the prospect of finding out what he had been up to. I
was also looking forward with particular joy to introducing my
wife and children to him, to showing him my house, and to tell-
ing him all that had happened to me and what I had become
in the meanwhile. I wanted also to tell him about my book on
psychological types, which had recently been published. But I
quickly saw that all this would be inopportune, for my father
looked preoccupied. Apparently he wanted something from me.
I felt that plainly, and so I refrained from talking about my own
concerns.

He then said to me that since I was after all a psychologist, he
would like to consult me about marital psychology. I made
ready to give him a lengthy lecture on the complexities of mar-
riage, but at this point I awoke. I could not properly understand
the dream, for it never occurred to me that it might refer to my
mother’s death. I realized that only when she died suddenly in
January 1923.

My parents’ marriage was not a happy one, but full of trials
and difficulties and tests of patience. Both made the mistakes
typical of many couples. My dream was a forecast of my mother’s
death, for here was my father who, after an absence of
twenty-six years, wished to ask a psychologist about the newest
insights and information on marital problems, since he would
soon have to resume this relationship again. Evidently he had
acquired no better understanding in his timeless state and
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therefore had to appeal to someone among the living who, en-
joying the Dbenefits of changed times, might have a fresh ap-
proach to the whole thing,

Such was the dream’s message. Undoubtedly, I could have
found out a good deal more by looking into its subjective mean-
ing—but why did I dream it just before the death of my mother,
which I did not foresee? It plainly referred to my father, with
whom I feit a sympathy that deepened as I grew older.

Since the unconscious, as the result of its spatio-temporal rela-
tivity, possesses better sources of information than the conscious
mind—which has only sense perceptions available to it—we are
dependent for our myth of life after death upon the meager
hints of dreams and similar r_spontaneous revelations from the
unconscious. As I have already said, we cannot “attribute to these
allusions the value of knowledge, let alone proof. They can, how-
ever, serve as suitable bases for mythic amplifications; they give
the probing intellect the raw material which is indispensable for
its vitality. Cut off the intermediary world of mythic imagina-
tion, and the mind falls prey to doctrinaire rigidities. On the
other hand, too much traffic with these germs of myth is dan-
gerous for weak and suggestible minds, for they are led to mis-
take vague intimations for substantial knowledge, and to
hypostatize mere phantasms.

One widespread myth of the hereafter is formed by the ideas
and images centerlng\on ‘reincarnation. In one country whose
intellectual culture is highly complex and much older than ours
—I am, of course, referring to India—the idea of reincarnation is
as much taken for granted as, among us, the idea that God
created the world, or that there is a spiritus rector. Cultivated
Hindus know that we do not share their ideas about this, but
that does not trouble them. In keeping with the spirit of the
East, the succession of birth and death is viewed as an endless
continuity, as an eternal wheel rolling on forever without a goal.
Man lives and attains knowledge and dies and begins again
from the beginning. Only with the Buddha does the idea of a
goal emerge, namely, the overcoming of earthly existence.

The mythic needs of the Occidental call for an evolutionary
cosmogony with a beginning and a goal. The Occidental rebels
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against a cosmogony with a beginning and mere end, just as he
cannot accept the idea of a static, self-contained, eternal cycle
of events. The Oriental, on the other hand, seems able to come
to terms with this idea. Apparently there is no unanimous feeling
about the nature of the world, any more than there is general
agreement among contemporary astronomers on this question.
To Western man, the meaninglessness of a merely static universe
is unbearable. He must assume that it has meaning. The Oriental
does not need to make this assumption; rather, he himself em-
bodies it. Whereas the Occidental feels the need to complete the
meaning of the world, the Oriental strives for the fulfillment of
meaning in man, stripping the world and existence from himself
(Buddha).

I would say that both are right. Western man seems pre-
dominantly extraverted, Eastern man predominantly intro-
verted. The former projects the meaning and considers that it
exists in objects; the latter feels the meaning in himself. But the
meaning is‘/&)-th-; ithout and within.

The idea of rebir})\ is inseparable from that of karma. The
crucial question is whether a man’s karma is personal or not. If it
is, then the preordained destiny with which a man enters life
represents an achievement of previous lives, and a personal con-
tinuity therefore exists. If, however, this is not so, and an im-
personal karma is seized upon in the act of birth, then that
karma is incarnated again without there being any personal con-
tinuity.

Buddha was twice asked by his disciples whether man’s karma
is personal or not. Each time he fended off the question, and
did not go into the matter; to know this, he said, would not con-
tribute to liberating oneself from the illusion of existence.
Buddha considered it far more useful for his disciples to medi-
tate upon the Nidana chain, that is, upon birth, life, old age, and
death, and upon the cause and effect of suflering.

I know no answer to the question of whether the karma which
I'live is the outcome of my past lives, or whether it is not rather
the achievement of my ancestors, whose heritage comes to-
gether in me. Am I a combination of the lives of these ancestors
and do I embody these lives again? Have I lived before in the
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past as a specific personality, and did I progress so far in that
life that I am now able to seck a solution? I do not know.
Buddha left the question open, and I like to assume that he
himself did not know with certainty.

I could well imagine that I might have lived in former cen-
turies and there encountered questions I was not yet able to
answer; that I had to be born again because I had not fulfilled
the task that was given to me. When I dic, my deeds will follow
along with me—that is how I imagine it. I will bring with me
what I have done. In the meantime it is important to insure that
I do not stand at the end with empty hands. Buddha, too, seems
to have had this thought when he tried to keep his disciples
from wasting time on useless speculation.

The meaning of my cxistence is that life has addressed a
question to me. Or, conversely, I myself am a question which is
addressed to the world, and I must communicate my answer, for
otherwise I am dependent upon the world’s answer. That is a
suprapersonal life task, which I accomplish only by effort and
with difficulty. Perhaps it is a question which preoccupied my
ancestors, and which they could not answer. Could that be why
I am so impressed by the fact that the conclusion of Faust con-
tains no solution? Or by the problem on which Nietzsche foun-
dered: the Dionysian side of life, to which the Christian scems
to have lost the way? Or is it the restless Wotan-Ilermes of my
Alemannic and Frankish ancestors who poses challenging rid-
dles?

What I feel to be the resultant of my ancestors’ lives, or a
karma acquired in a previous personal life, might perhaps
cqually well be an impersonal archetype which today presses
hard on everyone and has taken a particular hold upon me—an
archetype such as, for example, the development over the cen-
turies of the divine triad and its confrontation with the femi-
nine principle; or the still pending answer to the Gnostic
question as to the origin of evil, or, to put it another way, the
incompleteness of the Christian God-image.

I also think of the possibility that through the achievement of
an individual a question enters the world, to which he must
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provide some kind of answer. For example, my way of posing
the question as well as my answer may be unsatisfactory. That
being so, someone who has my karma—or I myself—would have
to be reborn in order to give a more complete answer. It might
happen that I would not be reborn again so long as the world
needed no such answer, and that I would be entitled to several
hundred years of peace until someone was once more needed
who took an interest in these matters and could profitably tackle
the task anew. I imagine that for a while a period of rest could
ensue, until the stint I had done in my lifetime needed to be
takenup again.

The question of karma is obscure to me, as is also the problem
of personal rebirth or of the transmigration of souls. “With a
free and open mind” I listen attentively to the Indian doctrine
of rebirth, and look around in the world of my own experience
to see whether somewhere and somehow there is some authentic
sign pointing toward reincarnation. Naturally, I do not count
the relatively numerous testimonies, here in the West, to the be-
lief in reincarnation. A belief proves to me only the phenomenon
of bclief, not the content of the belief. This I must see rcvealed
empirically in order to accept it. Until a few years ago I could
not discover anything convincing in this respect, although I kept
a sharp lookout for any such signs. Recently, however, I observed
in myself a series of dreams which would seem to describe the
process of reincamation in a deceased person of my acquaint-
ance. But I have never come across any such dreams in other
persons, and therefore have no basis for comparison. Since this
observation is subjective and unique, I prefer only to mention its
existence and not to go into it any further. I must confess, how-
ever, that after this experience I view the problem of reincarna-
tion with somewhat different eyes, though without being in a
position to assert a definite opinion.

If we assume that life continues “there,” we cannot conceive
of any other form of existence except a psychic one; for the life
of the psyche requires no space and no time. Psychic existence,
and above all the inner images with which we are here con-
cerned, supply the material for all mythic speculations about a
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life in the herealter, and I imagine that life as a continuance in
the world of images. Thus the psyche might be that existence in
which the hereafter or the land of the dead is located.

From the psychological point of view, life in the hercafter
would scem to be a logical continuation of the psychic life of
old age. With increasing age, contemplation, and reflection, the
inner images naturally play an cver greater part in man’s life.
“Your old men shall dream dreams.”* That, to be sure, presup-
poses that the psyches of the old men have not become wooden,
or entirely petrificd—sero medicina paratur cum mala per longas
convaluere moras.* In old age one begins to let memories unroll
before the mind’s eye and, musing, to recognize oneself in the
inner and outer images of the past. This is like a preparation for
an cxistence in the hereafter, just as, in Plato’s view, philosophy
is a preparation for death.

The inner images keep me from getting lost in personal retro-
spection. Many old people become too involved in their
reconstruction of past events. They remain imprisoned in these
memories. But if it is reflective and is translated into images,
retrospection can be a reculer pour mieux sauter. I try to sce the
line which leads through my life into the world, and out of the
world again.

In general, the conception people form of the hereafter is
largely made_up of wishful thinking =nd prejudices. Thus in
most conceptions the hercm pleasant place.
That does not scem so obvious to me. I hardly think that after
death we shall be spirited to some lovely flowering meadow. If
everything were pleasant and good in the hereafter, surely there
would be some friendly communication between us and the
blessed spirits, and an outpouring upon us of goodness and
beauty from the prenatal state. But there is nothing of the sort.
Why is there this insurmountable barrier between the departed
and the living? At least half the reports of encounters with the
dead tell of terrifying experiences with dark spirits; and it is the
3 Acts 2:17; Joel 2:28.

* The medicine is prepared too late, when the illness has grown strong by long
delay.
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rule that the land of the dead observes icy silence, unperturbed
by the grief of the bereaved.

To follow out the thought that involuntarily comes to me: the
world, I feel, is far too unitary for there to be a hereafter in
which the rule of opposites is completely absent. There, too, is
nature, which after its fashion is also God’s. The world into
which we enter after death will be grand and terrible, like God
and like all of nature that we know. Nor can I conceive that
suffering should entirely cease. Granted that what I experi-
enced in my 1944 visions—liberation from the burden of the
body, and perception of meaning—gave me the deepest bliss.
Nevertheless, there was darkness too, and a strange cessation of
human warmth. Remember the black rock to which I came! It
was dark and of the hardest granite. What does that mean? If
there were no imperfections, no primordial defect in the ground
of creation, why should there be any urge to create, any longing
for what must yet be fulfilled? Why should the gods be the
least bit concerned about man and creation? About the continu-
ation of the Nidana chain to infinity? After all, the Buddha op-
poses to the painful illusion of existence his quod non, and the
Christian hopes for the swift coming of this world’s end.

It seems probable to me that in the hereafter, too, there exist
certain limitations, but that the souls of the dead only gradually
find out where the limits of the liberated state lie. Somewhere
“out there” there must be a determinant, a necessity condition-
ing the world, which seeks to put an end to the after-death
state. This creative determinant—so I imagine it—must decide
what souls will plunge again into birth. Certain souls, I imagine,
feel the state of three-dimensional existence to be more blissful
than that of Eternity. But perhaps that depends upon how
much of completeness or incompleteness they have taken across
with them from their human existence.

It is possible that any further spell of three-dimensional life
would have no more meaning once the soul had reached a cer-
tain stage of understanding; it would then no longer have to re-
turn, fuller understanding having put to rout the desire for
re-embodiment. Then the soul would vanish from the three-
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dimensional world and attain what the Buddhists call nirvana.
But if a karma still remains to be disposed of, then the soul re-
lapses again into desires and returns to life once more, perhaps
even doing so out of the realization that something remains to
be completed.

In my case it must have been primarily a passionate urge to-
ward understanding which brought about my birth. For that is
the strongest element in my nature. This insatiable drive toward
understanding has, as it were, created a consciousness in order
to know what is and what happens, and in order to piece to-
gether mythic conceptions from the slender hints of the un-
knowable.

We lack concrete proof that anything of us is preserved for
eternity. At most we can say that there is some probability that
something of our psyche continues beyond physical death.
Whether what continues to exist is conscious of itself, we do not
know either. If we feel the need to form some opinion on this
question, we might possibly consider what has been learned
from the phenomena of psychic dissociation. In most cascs
where a split-off complex manifests itself it does so in the form of
a personality, as if the complex had a consciousness of itself.
Thus the voices heard by the insane are personified. I dealt long
ago with this phenomenon of personified complexes in my doc-
toral dissertation. We might, if we wish, adduce these complexes
as evidence for a continuity of consciousness. Likewise in favor
of such an assumption are certain astonishing observations in
cases of profound syncope after acute injuries to the brain and
in severe states of collapse. In both situatious, total loss of con-
sciousness can be accompanied by perceptions of the outside
world and vivid dream experiences. Since the cerebral cortex,
the seat of consciousness, is not functioning at these times, there
is as yet no explanation for such phenomena. They may be evi-
dence for at least a subjective persistence of the capacity for
consciousness—even in a state of apparent unconsciousness.’

The thorny problem of the relationship between eternal man,

% Cf. “Synchronicity: An Acausal Connecting Principle,” in The Structure and
Dynamics of the Psyche (CW 8), pp. 506 {f.
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the self and earthly man in time and space was illuminated by
two dreams of mine.

In one dream, which I had in October 1958, I caught sight
from my house of two lens-shaped metallically gleaming disks,
which hurtled in a narrow arc over the house and down to the
lake. They were two UFOs ( Unidentified Flying Objects). Then
another body came flying directly toward me. It was a per-
fectly circular lens, like the objective of a telescope. At a distance
of four or five hundred yards it stood still for a moment, and then
flew off. Immediately afterward, another came speeding through
the air: a lens with a metallic extension which led to a box—a
magic lantern. At a distance of sixty or seventy yards it stood
still in the air, pointing straight at me. I awoke with a feeling of
astonishment. Still half in the dream, the thought passed through
my head: “We always think that the UFOs are projections of
ours. Now it turns out that we are their projections. I am pro-
jected by the magic lantern as C. G. Jung. But who manipulates
the apparatus?”

I had dreamed once before of the problem of the self and the
ego. In that earlier dream I was on a hiking trip. I was walking
along a little road through a hilly landscape; the sun was shining
and I had a wide view in all directions. Then I came to a small
wayside chapel. The door was ajar, and I went in. To my sur-
prise there was no image of the Virgin on the altar, and no cruci-
fix either, but only a wonderful flower arrangement. But then I
saw that on the floor in front of the altar, facing me, sat a yogi—
in lotus posture, in deep meditation. When I looked at him more
closely, I realized that he had my face. I started in profound
fright, and awoke with the thought: “Aha, so he is the one who
is meditating me. He has a dream, and I am it.” I knew that
when he awakened, I would no longer be.

I had this dream after my illness in 1944. It is a parable: My
self retires into meditation and meditates my earthly form. To
put it another way: it assumes human shape in order to enter
three-dimensional existence, as if someone were putting on a
diver’s suit in order to dive into the sea. When it renounces
existence in the hereafter, the self assumes a religious posture,
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as the chapel in the dream shows. In earthly form it can pass
through the experiences of the three-dimensional world, and by
greater awareness take a further step toward realization.

The figure of the yogi, then, would more or less represent my
unconscious prenatal wholeness, and the I'ar East, as is often the
case in dreams, a psychic state alien and opposed to our own.
Like the magic lantern, the yogi’s meditation “projects” my em-
pirical reality. As a rule, we see this causal relationship in re-
verse: in the products of the unconscious we discover mandala
symbols, that is, circular and quaternary figures which express
wholeness, and whenever we wish to express wholeness, we em-
ploy just such ﬁgures. Our basis is ego-consciousness, our world
the field of light centered upon the focal point of the ego. I'rom
that point we look out upon an enigmatic world of obscurity,
never knowing to what extent the shadowy forms we see are
caused by our consciousness, or possess a reality of their own.
The superficial observer is content with the first assumption. But
closer study shows that as a rule the images of the unconscious
are not produced by consciousness, but have a reality and
spontaneity of their own. Nevertheless, we regard them as mere
marginal phenomena.

The aim of both these dreams is to effect a reversal of the re-
lationship between ego-consciousness and the unconscious, and
to represent the unconscious as the generator of the empirical
personality. This reversal suggests that in the opinion of the
“other side,” our unconscious existence is the real one and our
conscious world a kind of illusion, an apparent reality con-
structed for a specific purpose, like a dream which seems a re-
ality as long as we are in it. It is clear that this state of affairs
resembles very closely the Oriental conception of Maya.®

Unconscious wholeness therefore seems to me the true spiritus
rector of all biological and psychic events. Here is a principle
which strives for total realization—which in man’s case signifies
the attainment of total consciousness. Attainment of conscious-

¢ A tendency to question the locus of reality manifested itsclf carly in Jung's
life, when as a child he sat upon the stone and toyed with the idea that the
stone was saying, or was, “L.” Cf. the well-known butterfly drecam in Chuangtzu.
—A. ]
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ness is culture in the broadest sense, and self-knowledge is there-
fore the heart and essence of this process. The Oriental
attributes unquestionably divine significance to the self, and
according to the ancient Christian view self-knowledge is the
road to knowledge of God.

The decisive question for man is: Is he related to something
infinite or not? That is the telling question of his life. Only if we
know that the thing which truly matters is the infinite can we
avoid fixing our interest upon futilities, and upon all kinds of
goals which are not of real importance. Thus we demand that
the world grant us recognition for qualities which we regard as
personal possessions: our talent or our beauty. The more a man
lays stress on false possessions, and the less sensitivity he has
for what is essential, the less satisfying is his life. He feels limited
because he has limited aims, and the result is envy and jealousy.
If we understand and feel that here in this life we already have
a link with the infinite, desires and attitudes change. In the final
analysis, we count for something only because of the essential
we embody, and if we do not embody that, life is wasted. In our
relationships to other men, too, the crucial question is whether
an element of boundlessness is expressed in the relationship.

The feeling for the infinite, however, can be attaincd only if
we are bounded to the utmost. The greatest limitation for man is
the “self”; it is manifested in the experience: “I am only that!”
Only consciousness of our narrow confinement in the self forms
the link to the limitlessness of the unconscious. In such aware-
ness we experience ourselves concurrently as limited and eter-
nal, as both the one and the other. In knowing ourselves to be
unique in our personal combination—that is, ultimatcly limited
—we possess also the capacity for becoming conscious of the
infinite. But only thenl

In an era which has concentrated exclusively upon extension
of living space and increase of rational knowledge at all costs, it
is a supreme challenge to ask man to become conscious of his
uniqueness and his limitation. Uniqueness and limitation are
synonymous. Without them, no perception of the unlimited is
possible—and, consequently, no coming to consciousness either
—merely a delusory identity with it which takes the form of
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intoxication with large numbers and an avidity for politica
power.

Our age has shifted all emphasis to the here and now, anc
thus brought about a daemonization of man and his world. The
phenomenon of dictators and all the misery they have wrough
springs from the fact that man has been robbed of transcend
cnce by the shortsightedness of the super-intellectuals. Lik
them, he has fallen a victim to unconsciousness. But man’s tas}
is the exact opposite: to become conscious of the contents tha
press upward from the unconscious. Neither should he persis
in his unconsciousness, nor remain identical with the uncon
" scious elements of his being, thus evading his destiny, which i
to create more and more consciousness. As far as we can discern
the sole purpose of human existence is to kindle a light in th
darkness of mere being. It may even be assumed that just as the
unconscious affects us, so the increase in our consciousnes
affects the unconscious.
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Late Thoughts

of the following reflections. It is truc that they may well

strike others as highly theoretical, but making “thcory”*
of this sort is as much a part of me, as vital a function of mine, as
cating and drinking.

! NY BIOGRAPHY of myself, must, I think, take account

I

What is remarkable about Christianity is that in its system of
dogma it anticipates a metamorphosis in the divinity, a process
of historic change on the “other side.” It does this in the form of
the new myth of dissension in hecaven, first alluded to in the
creation myth in which a serpent-like antagonist of the Creator
appears, and lures man to disobedience by the promise of in-
creased conscious knowledge (scientes bonum et malum). The
second allusion is to the fall of the angels, a premature inva-
sion of the human world by unconscious contents. The angels
arc a strangc genus: they are precisely what they are and cannot
be anything clse. They are in themselves soulless beings who

!In the original sense of the Greek thcorein, “looking about the world,” or the
German Weltanschauung.—A. J.
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represent nothing but the thoughts and intuitions of their Lord.
Angels who fall, then, are exclusively “bad” angels. These re-
lecase the well-known cffect of “inflation,” which we can also
observe nowadays in the megalomania of dictators: the angels
beget with men a race of giants which ends by threatening to
devour mankind, as is told in the book of Enoch.

The third and decisive stage of the myth, however, is the self-
realization of God in human form, in fulfillment of the Old
Testament idea of the divinc marriage and its consequences. As
early as the period of primitive Christianity, the idea of the in-
carnation had been refined to include the intuition of “Christ
within us.” Thus the unconscious wholeness penetrated into the
psychic realm of inner experience, and man was made aware of
all that entered into his true configuration. This was a decisive
step, not only for man, but also for the Creator—Who, in the
eyes of thosec who had been delivered from darkness, cast off His
dark qualities and became the summum bonum.

This myth remained unassailably vital for a millennium—until
the first signs of a further transformation of consciousness began
appearing in the cleventh century.? From then on, the symptoms
of unrest and doubt increased, until at the end of the second
millennium the outlines of a universal catastrophe became ap-
parent, at first in the form of a threat to consciousness. This
threat consists in giantism—in other words, a hubris of con-
sciousness—in the assertion: “Nothing is greater than man and
his deeds.” The otherworldliness, the transcendence of the
Christian myth was lost, and with it the view that wholeness is
achieved in the other world.

Light is followed by shadow, the other side of the Creator.
This development reached its peak in the twenticth century.
The Christian world is now truly confronted by the principle of
evil, by naked injustice, tyranny, lies, slavery, and coercion of
conscience. This manifestation of naked evil has assumed ap-
parently permanent form in the Russian nation; but its first
violent cruption came in Germany. That outpouring of evil
revealed to what extent Christianity has been undermined in

2 See Aion (CW g, i), pp. 82 ff.
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the twentieth century. In the face of that, evil can no longer be
minimized by the euphemism of the privatio boni. Evil has be-
come a determinant reality. It can no longer be dismissed from
the world by a circumlocution. We must learn how to handle it,
since it is here to stay. How we can live with it without terrible
consequences cannot for the present be conceived.

In any case, we stand in need of a reorientation, a metanoia.
Touching evil brings with it the grave peril of succumbing to it.
We must, therefore, no longer succumb to anything at all, not
even to good. A so-called good to which we succumb loses its
ethical character. Not that there is anything bad in it on that
score, but to have succumbed to it may breed trouble. Every
form of addiction is bad, no matter whether the narcotic be al-
cohol or morphine or idealism. We must beware of thinking of
good and evil as absolute opposites. The criterion of ethical ac-
tion can no longer consist in the simple view that good has the
force of a categorical imperative, while so-called evil can reso-
lutely be shunned. Recognition of the reality of evil necessarily
relativizes the good, and the evil likewise, converting both into
halves of a paradoxical whole.

In practical terms, this means that good and evil are no longer
so self-evident. We have to realize that each represents a judg-
ment. In view of the fallibility of all human judgment, we can-
not believe that we will always judge rightly. We might so easily
be the victims of misjudgment. The ethical problem is affected by
this principle only to the extent that we become somewhat un-
certain about moral evaluations. Nevertheless we have to make
ethical decisions. The relativity of “good” and “evil” by no
means signifies that these categories are invalid, or do not exist.
Moral judgment is always present and carries with it charac-
teristic psychological consequences. I have pointed out many
times that as in the past, so in the future the wrong we have
done, thought, or intended will wreak its vengeance on our souls.
Only the contents of judgment are subject to the differing con-
ditions of time and place and, therefore, take correspondingly
different forms. For moral evaluation is always founded upon the
apparent certitudes of a moral code which pretends to know pre-
cisely what is good and what evil. But once we know how un-
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certain the foundation is, ethical decision becomes a subjective,
creative act. We can convince ourselves of its validity only Deo
concedente—that is, there must be a spontaneous and decisive
impulse on the part of the unconscious. Ethics itself, the decision
between good and evil, is not affected by this impulse, only made
more diflicult for us. Nothing can spare us the torment of ethi-
cal decision. Nevertheless, harsh as it may sound, we must have
the freedom in some circumstances to avoid the known moral
good and do what is considered to be evil, if our ethical decision
SO requires. In other words, again: we must not succumb to
either of the opposites. A useful pattern is provided by the neti-
neti of Indian philosophy. In given cases, the moral code is
undeniably abrogated and ethical choice is left to the individ-
ual. In itself there is nothing new about this idea; in pre-psychol-
ogy days such difficult choices were also known and came under
the heading of “conflict of duties.”

As a rule, however, the individual is so unconscious that he
altogether fails to see his own potentialities for decision. Instead
he is constantly and anxiously looking around for external rules
and regulations which can guide him in his perplexity. Aside
from general human inadequacy, a good deal of the blame for
this rests with education, which promulgates the old generaliza-
tions and says nothing about the secrets of private experience.
Thus, every effort is made to teach idealistic beliefs or conduct
which people know in their hearts they can never live up to, and
such ideals are preached by officials who know that they them-
selves have never lived up to these high standards and never
will. What is more, nobody ever questions the value of this kind
of teaching.

Therefore the individual who wishes to have an answer to the
problem of evil, as it is posed today, has need, first and foremost,
of self-knowledge, that is, the utmost possible knowledge of his
own wholeness. He must know relentlessly how much good he
can do, and what crimes he is capable of, and must beware
of regarding the one as real and the other as illusion. Both
are elements within his nature, and both are bound to come to
light in him, should he wish—as he ought—to live without self-
deception or self-delusion.
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In general, however, most people are hopelessly ill equipped
for living on this level, although there are also many persons to-
day who have the capacity for profounder insight into them-
selves. Such sclf-knowledge is of prime importance, because
through it we approach that fundamental stratum or core of
human nature where the instincts dwell. Here are those pre-
existent dynamic factors which ultimately govern the ethical de-
cisions of our consciousness. This core is the unconscious and its
contents, concerning which we cannot pass any final judgment.
Our ideas about it are bound to be inadequate, for we are unable
to comprehend its essence cognitively and set rational limits to
it. We achieve knowledge of nature only through science, which
enlarges consciousness; hence deepened sclf-knowledge also re-
quires science, that is, psychology. No one builds a telescope or
microscope with one turn of the wrist, out of good will alone,
without a knowledge of optics.

Today we nced psychology for reasons that involve our very\
existence. We stand perplexed and stupefied before the phe-
nomenon of Nazism and Bolshevism because we know nothing
about man, or at any rate have only a lopsided and distorted
picture of him. If we had self-knowledge, that would not be the
case. We stand face to face with the terrible question of evil and
do not even know what is before us, let alone what to pit against
it. And even if we did know, we still could not understand “how
it could happen here.” With glorious naiveté a statesman comes
out with the proud declaration that he has no “imagination for
evil.” Quite right: we have no imagination for evil, but evil has
us in its grip. Some do not want to know this, and others are
identified with evil. That is the psychological situation in the
world today: some call themselves Christian and imagine that
they can trample so-called evil underfoot by merely willing to;
others have succumbed to it and no longer sce the good. Evil to-
day has become a visible Great Power. One half of humanity
battens and grows strong on a doctrine fabricated by human
ratiocination; the other half sickens from the lack of a myth
commensurate with the situation. The Christian nations have
come to a sorry pass; their Christianity slumbers and has neg-
lected to develop its myth further in the course of the centuries.
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Those who gave expression to the dark stirrings of growth in
mythic ideas were refused a hearing; Gioacchino da Fiore, Meis-
ter Eckhart, Jacob Boehme, and many others have remained
obscurantists for the majority. The only ray of light is Pius XII
and his dogma.® But people do not even know what I am re-
ferring to when I say this. They do not realize that a myth is
dead if it no longer lives and grows.

Our myth has become mute, and gives no answers. The fault
lies not in it as it is set down in the Scriptures, but solely in us,
who have not developed it further, who, rather, have suppressed
any such attempts. The original version of the myth offers ample
points of departure and possibilitics of development. For ex-
ample, the words are put into Christ’s mouth: “Be ye therefore
wise as serpents, and harmless as doves.” For what purpose do
men need the cunning of serpents? And what is the link between
this cunning and the innocence of the dove? “Except ye become
as little children . . .” Who gives thought to what children are
like in reality? By what morality did the Lord justify the taking
of the ass which he needed in order to ride in triumph into
Jerusalem? How was it that, shortly afterward, he put on a dis-
play of childish bad temper and cursed the fig tree? What kind
of morality emerges from the parable of the unjust steward,
and what profound insight, of such far-reaching significance for
our own predicament, from the apocryphal logion: “Man, if thou
knowest what thou dost, thou art blessed; but if thou knowest
not, thou art accursed and a transgressor of the law”? * What,
finally, does it mean when St. Paul confesses: “The evil which I
would not, that I do”? I will not discuss the transparent proph-
ecies of the Book of Revelation, because no one believes in
them and the whole subject is felt to be an embarrassing one.

The old question posed by the Gnostics, “Whence comes evil?”
has been given no answer by the Christian world, and Origen’s
cautious suggestion of a possible redemption of the devil was
termed a heresy. Today we are compelled to meet that question;
but we stand empty-handed, bewildered, and perplexed, and
cannot even get it into our heads that no myth will come to our

2 See above, Chap. VII, n. 2, p. 202.
¢Codex Bezae ad Lucam 6, 4.
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aid although we have such urgent need of one. As the result of
the political situation and the frightful, not to say diabolic, tri-
umphs of science, we are shaken by secret shudders and dark
forebodings; but we know no way out, and very few persons in-
deed draw the conclusion that this time the issue is the long-
since-forgotten soul of man.

A further development of myth might well begin with the
outpouring of the Holy Spirit upon the apostles, by which
they were made into sons of God, and not only they, but all oth-
ers who through them and after them received the filiatio—
sonship of God—and thus partook of the certainty that they
were more than autochthonous animalia sprung from the earth,
that as the twice-born they had their roots in the divinity itself.
Their visible, physical life was on this earth; but the invisible
inrer man had come from and would return to the primordial
image of wholeness, to the eternal Father, as the Christian myth
of salvation puts it.

Just as the Creator is whole, so His creature, His son, ought to
be whole. Nothing can take away.from the concept of divine
wholeness. But unbeknownst to all, a splitting of that wholeness
ensued; there emerged a realm of light and a realm of darkness.
This outcome, even before Christ appeared, was clearly pre-
figured, as we may observe inter alia in the experience of Job,
or in the widely disseminated Book of Enoch, which belongs to
immediate pre-Christian times. In Christianity, too, this meta-
physical split was plainly perpetuated: Satan, who in_the Old
Testament still belonged to the intimate entourage of Yahweh,
now formed the diametrical and eternal opposite of the divine
wmanot be uprooted. It is is therefore not surprising
that as early as the beginning of the eleventh century the belief
arose that the devil, not God, had created the world. Thus the
keynote was struck for the second half of the Christian aeon,
after the myth of the fall of the angels had already explained
that these fallen angels had taught men a dangerous knowledge
of science and the arts. What would these old storytellers have to
say about Hiroshima?

The visionary genius of Jacob Boehme recognized the para-
doxical nature of the God-image and thus contributed to the
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further development of the myth. The mandala symbol sketched
by Boehme ° is a representation of the split God, for the inner
circle is divided into two semicircles standing back to back.

Since dogma holds that God is wholly present in each of the
three Persons, He is also wholly present in each part of the out-
poured Holy Spirit; thus every man can partake of the whole of
God and hence of the filiation. The complexio oppositorum of
the God-image thus enters into man, and not as unity, but as
conflict, the dark half of the image coming into opposition with
the accepted view that God is “Light.” This very process is tak-
ing place in our own times, albeit scarcely recognized by the
official teachers of humanity whose task, supposedly, is to un-
derstand such matters. There is the general feeling, to be sure,
that we have reached a significant turning point in the ages, but
people imagine that the great change has to do with nuclear
fission and fusion, or with space rockets. What is concurrently
taking place in the human psyche is usually overlooked.

Insofar as the God-image is, from the psychological point of
view, a manifestation of the ground of the psyche, and insofar
as the cleavage in that image is becoming clear to mankind as a
profound dichotomy which penetrates even into world politics, a
compensation has arisen. This takes the form of circular symbols
of unity which represent a synthesis of the opposites within the
psyche. I refer to the worldwide rumors of Unidentified Flying
Objects, of which we began to hear as early as 1945. These ru-
mors are founded either upon visions or upon actual phenomena.
The usual story about the UFOs is that they are some kind of
spacecraft coming from other planets or even from the fourth
dimension.

More than twenty years earlier (in 1918), in the course of my
investigations of the collective unconscious, I discovered the
presence of an apparently universal symbol of a similar type—
the mandala symbol. To make sure of my case, I spent more than
-a decade amassing additional data, before announcing my dis-
covery for the first time.” The mandala is an archetypal image
® Reproduced in The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious (CW g, i), p.

297.
¢ In the commentary to The Secret of the Golden Flower (1931).
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whose occurrence is attested throughout the ages. It signifies the
wholeness of the self. This circular image represents the whole-
ness of the psychic ground or, to put it in mythic terms, the
divinity incarnate in man. In contrast to Boehme’s mandala,
the modern ones strive for unity; they represent a compensation
of the psychic cleavage, or an anticipation that the cleavage will
be surmounted. Since this process takes place in the collective
unconscious, it manifests itself everywhere. The worldwide
stories of the UFOs are cvidence of that; they are the symptom
of a universally present psychic disposition.

Insofar as analytical trcatment makes the “shadow” con-
scious, it causes a cleavage and a tension of opposites which in

their turmn seck compensation in unity. The adjustment_is

achieved through symbols. The conflict between the opposites
can strain our psyche to the breaking point, if we take them
seriously, or if they take us scriously. The tertium non datur of
logic proves its worth: no solution can be scen. If all goes well,
the solution, seemingly of its own accord, appears out of nature.
Then and then only is it convincing. It is felt as “grace.” Since
the solution procecds out of the confrontation and clash of
opposites, it is usually an unfathomable mixture of conscious
and unconscious factors, and therefore a symbol, a coin split
into two halves which fit together precisely.” It represents the
result of the joint labors of consciousness and the unconscious,
and attains the likeness of the God-image in the form of the
mandala, which is probably the simplest model of a concept of
wholeness, and one which spontaneously arises in the mind as a
representation of the struggle and reconciliation of opposites.
The clash, which is at first of a purely personal nature, is soon
followed by the insight that the subjective conflict is only a
single instance of the universal conflict of opposites. Our psyche
is sct up in accord with the structure of the universe, and what
happens in the macrocosm likewise happens in the infinitesimal
and most subjective reaches of the psyche. For that reason the
God-image is always a projection of the inner experience of a
powerful wis-g-vis. This is symbolized by objects from which

7 One of the meanings of symbolon is the tessera hospitalitatis between host and
guest, the broken coin which is shared between two parting friends.—A. J.
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the inner experience has taken its initial impulse, and which
from then on preserve numinous significance, or else it is char-
acterized by its numinosity and the overwhelming force of that
numinosity. In this way the imagination liberates itself from the
concretism of the object and attempts to sketch the image of
the invisible as something which stands behind the phenome-
non. I am thinking here of the simplest basic form of the
mandala, the circle, and the simplest (mental) division of the
circle, the quadrant or, as the case may be, the cross.

Such experiences have a helpful or, it may be, annihilating
effect upon man. He cannot grasp, comprehend, dominate
them; nor can he free himself or escape from them, and there-
fore feels them as overpowering. Recognizing that they do not
spring from his conscious personality, he calls them mana,
daimon, or God. Science employs the term “the unconscious,”
thus admitting that it knows nothing about it, for it can know
nothing about the substance of the psyche when the sole means
of knowing anything is the psyche. Therefore the validity of
such terms as mana, daimon, or God can be neither disproved
nor affirmed. We can, however, establish that the sense of
strangencss connected with the experience of something objec-
tive, apparently outside the psyche, is indeed authentic.

We know that something unknown, alien, does come our way,
just as we know that we do not ourselves make a dream or an
inspiration, but that it somehow arises of its own accord. What
does happen to us in this manner can be said to emanate from
mana, from a daimon, a god, or the unconscious. The first three
terms have the great merit of including and evoking the emo-
tional quality of numinosity, whereas the latter—the uncon-
scious—is banal and therefore closer to reality. This latter
concept includes the empirical realm—that is, the commonplace
reality we know so well. The unconscious is too neutral and
rational a term to give much impetus to the imagination. The
term, after all, was coined for scientific purposes, and is far
better suited to dispassionate observation which makes no meta-
physical claims than are the transcendental concepts, which are
controversial and therefore tend to breed fanaticism.

Hence I prefer the term “the unconscious,” knowing that I
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might equally well speak of “God” or “daimon” if I wished to
express myself in mythic language. When I do usc such mythic
language, I am aware that “mana,” “daimon,” and “God” are
synonyms for the unconscious—that is to say, we know just as
much or just as little about them as about the latter. People
only Delieve they know much more about them—and for certain
purposes that belief is far more useful and effective than a
scientific concept. The great advantage of the concepts
“daimon” and “God” lies in making possible a much better
objectification of the vis-d-vis, namely, a personification of it.
Their emotional quality confers life and effectuality upon them.
Hate and love, fear and reverence, enter the scene of the con-
frontation and raise it to a drama. What has merely been “dis-
played” becomes “acted.” ® The whole man is challenged and
enters the fray with his total reality. Only then can he become
whole and only then can “God be born,” that is, enter into
human reality and associate with man in the form of “man.” By
this act of incarnation man—that is, his ego—is inwardly re-
placed by “God,” and God becomes outwardly man, in keeping
with the saying of Jesus: “Who sees me, sees the Father.”

It is at this point that the shortcomings of mythic terminology
become apparent. The Christian’s ordinary conception of God
is of an omnipotent, omniscient, and all-merciful Father and
Creator of the world. If this God wishes to become man, an
incredible kenosis (emptying) ° is required of Him, in order to
reduce His totality to the infinitesimal human scale. Even then
it is hard to see why the human frame is not shattered by the
incarnation. Theological thinkers have therefore felt it necessary
to equip Jesus with qualities which raise him above ordinary
human existence. Above all he lacks the macula peccati (stain
of original sin). For that reason, if for no other, he is at least a
god-man or a demigod. The Christian God-image cannot be-
come incarnate in empirical man without contradictions—quite
apart from the fact that man with all his external characteristics
seems little suited to representing a god.

8 Cf. “Transformation Symbolism in the Mass,” in Psychology and Religion: West

and East (CW 11), pp. 249-50.
? Philippians 2:6.
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The myth must ultimately take monotheism seriously and put
aside its dualism, which, however much repudiated officially,
has persisted until now and enthroned an eternal dark antago-
nist alongside the omnipotent Good. Room must be made
within the system for the philosophical complexio oppositorum
of Nicholas of Cusa and the moral ambivalence of Jacob
Bochme; only thus can the One God be granted the wholeness
and the synthesis of opposites which should be His. It is a fact
that symbols, by their very nature, can so unite the opposites
that these no longer diverge or clash, but mutually supplement
one another and give meaningful shape to life. Once that has
been experienced, the ambivalence in the image of a nature-god
or Creator-god ceases to present difficulties. On the contrary, the
myth of the necessary incarnation of God—the essence of the
Christian message—can then be understood as man’s creative
confrontation with the opposites and their synthesis in the sclf,
the wholeness of his personality. The unavoidable internal con-
tradictions in the image of a Creator-god can be reconciled in
the unity and wholeness of the self as the coniunctio opposi-
torum of the alchemists or as a unio mystica. In the experience
of the self it is no longer the opposites “God” and “man” that are
reconciled, as it was before, but rather the opposites within the
God-image itsclf. That is the meaning of divine service, of the
service which man can render to God, that light may emerge
from the darkness, that the Creator may become conscious of
His creation, and man conscious of himsclf.

That is the goal, or one goal, which fits man meaningfully
into the scheme of creation, and at the same time confers mean-
ing upon it. It is an explanatory myth which has slowly taken
shape within me in the course of the decades. It is a goal I can
acknowledge and esteem, and which therefore satisfies me.

By virtue of his reflective faculties, man is raised out of the
animal world, and by his mind he demonstrates that nature has
put a high premium precisely upon the development of con-
sciousness. Through consciousness he takes possession of nature
by recognizing the existence of the world and thus, as it were,
confirming the Creator. The world becomes the phenomenal
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world, for without conscious reflection it would not be. If the
Creator were conscious of Himself, He would not need conscious
creatures; nor is it probable that the extremely indirect methods
of creation, which squander millions of years upon the develop-
ment of countless species and creatures, are the outcome of
purposeful intention. Natural history tells us of a haphazard
and casual transformation of species over hundreds of millions
of years of devouring and being devoured. The biological and
political history of man is an elaborate repetition of the same
thing. But the history of the mind offers a different picture.
Here the miracle of reflecting consciousness intervenes—the
second cosmogony. The importance of consciousness is so great
that one cannot help suspecting the element of meaning to be
concealed somewhere within all the monstrous, apparently
senseless biological turmoil, and that the road to its manifesta-
tion was ultimately found on the level of warm-blooded verte-
brates possessed of a differentiated brain—found as if by
chance, unintended and unforeseen, and yet somehow sensed,
felt and groped for out of some dark urge. i
g\] ‘N‘\‘ Vo
I do not imagine that in my reflections on the meaning of man
and his myth I have uttered a final truth, but I think that this is
what can be said at the end of our aeon of the Fishes, and per-
haps must be said in view of the coming aeon of Aquarius (the
Water Bearer), who has a human figure and is next to the sign
of the Fishes. This is a coniunctio oppositorum composed of two
fishes in reverse. The Water Bearer seems to represent the self.
With a sovereign gesture he pours the contents of his jug into the
mouth of Piscis austrinus,' which symbolizes a son, a still un-
conscious content. OQut of this unconscious content will emerge,
after the passage of another aeon of more than two thousand
years, a future whose features are indicated by the symbol of
Capricomn: an aigokeros, the monstrosity of the Goat-Fish,"
symbolizing the mountains and the depths of the sea, a polarity
% Constellation of the “Southern Fish.” Its mouth is formed by Fomalhaut

(Arabic for “mouth of the fish”) below the constellation of the \Water Bearer.
™ The constellation of Capricorn was originally called the “Goat-Fish.”
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made up of two undifferentiated animal elements which have
grown together. This strange being could easily be the primor-
dial image of a Creator-god confronting “man,” the Anthropos.
On this question there is a silence within me, as there is in the
empirical data at my disposal—the products of the unconscious
of other people with which I am acquainted, or historical docu-
ments. If insight does not come by itself, speculation is pointless.
It makes sense only when we have objective data comparable to
our material on the aeon of Aquarius.

We do not know how far the process of coming to conscious-
ness can extend, or where it will lead. It is a new element in the
story of creation, and there are no parallels we can look to. We
therefore cannot know what potentialities are inherent in it.
Neither can we know the prospects for the species Homo sapiens.
Will it imitate the fate of other species, which once flourished on
the earth and now are extinct? Biology can advance no reasons
why this should not be so.

The need for mythic statements is satisfied when we frame a
view of the world which adequately explains the meaning of
human existence in the cosmos, a view which springs from our
psychic wholeness, from the co-operation between conscious
and unconscious. Meaninglessness inhibits fullness of life and is
therefore equivalent to illness. Meaning makes a great many
things endurable—perhaps everything. No science will ever re-
place myth, and a myth cannot be made out of any science. For
it is not that “God” is a myth, but that myth is the revelation of a
divine life in man. It is not we who invent myth, rather it speaks
to us as a Word of God. The Word of God comes to us, and we
have no way of distinguishing whether and to what extent it is
different from God. There is nothing about this Word that could
not be considered known and human, except for the manner in
which it confronts us spontaneously and places obligations upon
us. It is not aflected by the arbitrary operation of our will. We
cannot explain an inspiration. Our chief feeling about it is that
it is not the result of our own ratiocinations, but that it came to
us from elsewhere. And if we happen to have a precognitive
dream, how can we possibly ascribe it to our own powers?
After all, often we do not even know, until some time afterward,
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that the dream represented foreknowledge, or knowledge of
something that happened at a distance.

The Word happens to us; we suffer it, for we are victims
of a profound uncertainty: with God as a complexio opposi-
torum, all things are possible, in the fullest meaning of the
phrase. Truth and delusion, good and evil, are equally possible.
Myth is or can be equivocal, like the oracle of Delphi or like a
dream. We cannot and ought not to repudiate reason; but
equally we must cling to the hope that instinct will hasten to our
aid—in which case God is supporting us against God, as Job
long ago understood. Everything through which the “other will”
is expressed proceeds from man—his thinking, his words, his
images, and even his limitations. Consequently he has the tend-
ency to refer everything to himself, when.he_begins to think in
clumsy psychological terms, and decides that everything pro-
ceeds out of his intentions and out of himself. With childlike
naiveté he assumes that he knows all his own reaches and knows
what he is “in himself.” Yet all the while he is fatally handi-
capped by the weakness of his consciousness and the corre-
sponding fear of the unconscious. Therefore he is utterly unable
to separate what he has carefully reasoned out from what has
spontaneously flowed to him from another source. He has no
objectivity toward himself and cannot yet regard himself as a
phenomenon which he finds in existence and with which, for
better or worse, he is identical. At first everything is thrust upon
him, everything happens to him, and it is only by great effort
that he finally succeeds in conquering and holding for himself
an area of relative freedom.

Only when he has won his way to this achievement, and then
only, is he in a position to recognize that he is confronting his
instinctive foundations, given him from the beginning, which he
cannot make disappear, however much he would like to. His
beginnings are not by any means mere pasts; they live with him
as the constant substratum of his existence, and his conscious-
ness is as much molded by them as by the physical world around
him.

These facts assail man from without and from within with
overwhelming force. He has summed them up under the idea of
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divinity, has described their cffects with the aid of myth, and
has interpreted this myth as the “Word of God,” that is, as the
inspiration and revelation of the numen from the “other side.”

II

There is no better means of intensifying the treasured feeling
of individuality than the possession of a secret which the in-
dividual is pledged to guard. The very beginnings of socictal
structures reveal the craving for secret organizations. When no
valid secrets really exist, mysteries are invented or contrived to
which privileged initiates arc admitted. Such was the case with
the Rosicrucians and many other socicties. Among these pscudo-
sccrets there arc—ironically—real sccrets of which the initiates
arc entircly unaware—as, for example, in those socictics which
borrowed their “sccret” primarily from the alchemical tradition.

The need for ostentatious secrecy is of vital importance on the
primitive level, for the shared secret serves as a cement binding
the tribe together. Sccrets on the tribal level constitute a helpful
compensation for lack of cohesion in the individual personality,
which is constantly relapsing into the original unconscious
identity with other members of the group. Attainment of the
human goal—an individual who is conscious of his own peculiar
nature—thus becomes a long, almost hopeless process of educa-
tion. For even the individuals whose initiation into certain se-
crets has marked them out in some way arc fundamentally
obeying the laws of group identity, though in their case the
group is a socially differentiated one.

The sccret society is an intermediary stage on the way to in-
dividuation. The individual is still relying on a collective organi-
zation to cffect his differentiation for him; that is, he has not yet
recognized that it is really the individual’s task to differentiate
himself from all the others and stand on his own fect. All col-
lective identitics, such as membership in organizations, sup-
port of “isms,” and so on, interfere with the fulfillment of this
task. Such collective identities arc crutches for the lame, shiclds
for the timid, beds for the lazy, nurseries for the irresponsible;
but they are equally shelters for the poor and weak, a home port
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for the shipwrecked, the bosom of a family for orphans, a land
of promise for disillusioned vagrants and weary pilgrims, a herd
and a safe fold for lost sheep, and a mother providing nourish-
ment and growth. It would therefore be wrong to regard this
intermediary stage as a trap; on the contrary, for a long time to
come it will represent the only possible form of existence for the
individual, who nowadays seems more than ever threatened by
anonymity. Collective organization is still so essential today
that many consider it, with some justification, to be the final
goal; whereas to call for further steps along the road to au-
tonomy appears like arrogance or hubris, fantasticality, or simply
folly.

Nevertheless it may be that for sufficient reasons a man feels
he must set out on his own feet along the road to wider realms.
It may be that in all the garbs, shapes, forms, modes, and man-
ners of life offered to him he does not find what is peculiarly
necessary for him. He will go alone and be his own eompany. He
will serve as his own group, consisting of a variety of opinions
and tendencies—which need not necessarily be marching in
the same direction. In fact, he will be at odds with himself, and
will find great difficulty in uniting his own multiplicity for pur-
poses of common action. Even if he is outwardly protected by
the social forms of the intermediary stage, he will have no de-
fense against his inner multiplicity. The disunion within him-
self may cause him to give up, to lapse into identity with his
surroundings.

Like the initiate of a secret society who has broken free from
the undifferentiated collectivity, the individual on his lonely
path needs a secret which for various reasons he may not or can-
not reveal. Such a secret reinforces him in the isolation of his
individual aims. A great many individuals cannot bear this isola-
tion. They are the neurotics, who necessarily play hide-and-seek
with others as well as with themselves, without being able to
take the game really seriously. As a rule they end by surren-
dering their individual goal to their craving for collective con-
formity—a procedure which all the opinions, beliefs, and ideals
of their environment encourage. Moreover, no rational argu-
ments prevail against the environment. Only a secret which the
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individual cannot betray—one which he fears to give away, or
which he cannot formulate in words, and which therefore seems
to belong to the category of crazy ideas—can prevent the
otherwise inevitable retrogression.

The need for such a secret is in many cases so compelling that
the individual finds himself involved in ideas and actions for
which he is no longer responsible. He is being motivated neither
by caprice nor arrogance, but by a dira necessitas which he him-
self cannot comprehend. This necessity comes down upon him
with savage fatefulness, and perhaps for the first time in his life
demonstrates to him ad oculos the presence of something alien
and more powerful than himself in his own most personal do-
main, where he thought himself the master. A vivid example is
the story of Jacob, who wrestled with the angel and came away
with a dislocated hip, but by his struggle prevented a murder. In
those fortunate days, Jacob’s story was believed without ques-
tion. A contemporary Jacob, telling such a tale, would be treated
to meaningful smiles. He would prefer not to speak of such mat-
ters, especially if he were inclined to have his private views
about the nature of Yahweh’s messenger. Thus he would find
himself willy-nilly in possession of a secret that could not be dis-
cussed, and would become a deviant from the collectivity.
Naturally, his mental reservation would ultimately come to light,
unless he succeeded in playing the hypocrite all his life. But any-
one who attempts to do both, to adjust to his group and at the
same time pursue his individual goal, becomes neurotic. Our
modern Jacob would be concealing from himself the fact that
the angel was after all the stronger of the two—as he certainly
was, for no claims were ever made that the angel, too, came
away with a limp.

The man, therefore, who, driven by his daimon, steps beyond
the limits of the intermediary stage, truly enters the “untrodden,
untreadable regions,” ** where there are no charted ways and
no shelter spreads a protecting roof over his head. There are no
precepts to guide him when he encounters an unforeseen situa-
tion—for example, a conflict of duties. For the most part, these

12 Faust, Part Two.
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sallies into no man’s land last only as long as no such conflicts
occur, and come swiftly to an end as soon as conflict is sniffed
from afar. I cannot blame the person who takes to his heels at
once. But neither can I approve his finding merit in his weak-
ness and cowardice. Since my contempt can do him no further
harm, I may as well say that I find nothing praiseworthy about
such capitulations.

But if a man faced with a conflict of duties undertakes to deal
with them absolutely on his own responsibility, and before a
judge who sits in judgment on him day and night, he may well
find himself in an isolated position. There is now an authentic
secret in his life which cannot be discussed—if only because he
is involved in an endless inner trial in which he is his own coun-
sel and ruthless examiner, and no secular or spiritual judge can
restore his easy sleep. If he were not already sick to death of the
decisions of such judges, he would never have found himself in a
conflict. For such a conflict always presupposes a higher sense
of responsibility. It is this very quality which keeps its possessor
from accepting the decision of a collectivity. In his case the court
is transposed to the inner world where the verdict is pro-
nounced behind closed doors.

Once this happens, the psyche of the individual acquires
heightened importance. It is not only the seat of his well-known
and socially defined ego; it is also the instrument for measuring
what it is worth in and for itself. Nothing so promotes the
growth of consciousness as this inner confrontation of opposites.
Quite unsuspected facts turn up in the indictment, and the de-
fense is obliged to discover arguments hitherto unknown. In the
course of this, a considerable portion of the outer world reaches
the inner, and by that very fact the outer world is impoverished
or relieved. On the other hand, the inner world has gained that
much weight by being raised to the rank of a tribunal for ethi-
cal decisions. However, the once unequivocal ego loses the pre-
rogative of being merely the prosecutor; it must also learn the
role of defendant. The ego becomes ambivalent and ambiguous,
and is caught between hammer and anvil. It becomes aware of a
polarity superordinate to itself.

By no means every conflict of duties, and perhaps not even a
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single one, is ever really “solved,” though it may be argued
over, weighed, and counterweighed till doomsday. Sooner or
later the decision is simply there, the product, it would seem,
of some kind of short-circuit. Practical life cannot be suspended
in an everlasting contradiction. The opposites and the contra-
dictions between them do not vanish, however, even when for
a moment they yield before the impulse to action. They con-
stantly threaten the unity of the personality, and entangle life
again and again in their dichotomies.

Insight into the dangers and the painfulness of such a state
might well decide one to stay at home, that is, never to leave
the safe fold and the warm cocoon, since these alone promise
protection from inner stress. Those who do not have to leave
father and mother are certainly safest with them. A good many
persons, however, find themselves thrust out upon the road to
individuation. In no time at all they will become aequainted
with the positive and negative aspects of human nature.

Just as all energy proceeds from opposition, so the psyche too
possesses its inner polarity, this being the indispensable pre-
requisite for its aliveness, as Heraclitus realized long ago.
Both theoretically and practically, polarity is inherent in all
living things. Set against this overpowering force is the fragile
unity of the ego, which has come into being in the course of
millennia only with the aid of countless protective measures.
That an ego was possible at all appears to spring from the fact
that all opposites seek to achieve a state of balance. This hap-
pens in the exchange of energy which results from the collision
of hot and cold, high and low, and so on. [The energy underlying
conscious psychic life is pre-existent to it and therefore at first
unconscious. As it approaches consciousness it first appears
projected in figures like mana, gods, daimons, etc., whose numen
seems to be the vital souree of energy, and in point of fact is so
as long as these supernatural figures are accepted. But as these
fade and lose their force, the ego—that is, the empirical man—
seems to come into possession of this source of energy, and
does so in the fullest meaning of this ambiguous statement: on
the one hand he seeks to seize this energy, to possess it, and even
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imagines that he does possess it; and on the other hand he is
possessed by it.

This grotesque situation can, to be sure, occur only when the
contents of consciousness are regarded as the sole form of
psychic existence. Where this is the case, there is no preventing
inflation by projections coming home to roost. But where the
existence of an unconscious psyche is admitted, the contents of
projection can be received into the inborn instinctive forms
which predate consciousness. Their objectivity and autonomy
are thereby preserved, and inflation is avoided. The archetypes,
which are pre-existent to consciousness and condition it, appear
in the part they actually play in reality: as a priori structural
forms of the stuff of consciousness. They do not in any sense rep-
resent things as they are in themselves, but rather the forms in
which things can be perceived and conceived. Naturally, it is
not mercly the archetypes that govern the particular nature of
perceptions. They account only for the collective component of
a perception. As an attribute of instinct they partake of its dy-
namic nature, and consequently possess a specific energy which
causes or compels definite modes of behavior or impulses; that is,
they may under certain circumstances have a possessive or ob-
sessive force (numinosity!). The conception of them as
daimonia is therefore quite in accord with their nature.

If anyone is inclined to believe that any aspect of the nature
of things is changed by such formulations, he is being extremely
credulous about words. The real facts do not change, whatever
names we give them. Only we ourselves are affected. If one were
to conceive of “God” as “pure Nothingness,” that has nothing
whatsoever to do with the fact of a superordinate principle. We
are just as much possessed as before; the change of name has
removed nothing at all from reality. At most we have taken a
false attitude toward reality if the new name implics a denial.
On the other hand, a positive name for the unknowable has the
merit of putting us into a correspondingly positive attitude. If,
therefore, we speak of “God” as an “archetype,” we are saying
nothing about His real nature but are letting it be known that
“God” already has a place in that part of our psyche which is

347



Memories, Dreams, Reflections

pre-existent to consciousness and that He therefore cannot be
considered an invention of consciousness. We neither make Him
more remote nor eliminate Him, but bring ITim closer to the pos-
sibility of being experienced. This latter circumstance is by no
means unimportant, for a thing which cannot be experienced
may easily be suspected of non-existence. This suspicion is so
inviting that so-called believers in God see nothing but atheism
in my attempt to reconstruct the primitive unconscious psyche.
Or if not atheism, then Gnosticism—anything, hcaven forbid,
but a psychic reality like the unconscious. If the unconscious
is anything at all, it must consist of earlier evolutionary stages
of our conscious psyche. The assumption that man in his whole
glory was created on the sixth day of Creation, without any
preliminary stages, is after all somewhat too simple and archaic
to satisfy us nowadays. There is pretty general agreement on
that score. In regard to the psyche, however, the archaic con-
ception holds on tenaciously: the psyche has no antecedents, is
a tabula rasa, arises anew at birth, and is only what it imagines
itself to be.

Consciousness is phylogenetically and ontogenetically a sec-
ondary phenomenon. It is time this obvious fact were grasped
at last. Just as the body has an anatomical prehistory of millions
of years, so also does the psychic system. And just as the hu-
man body today represents in each of its parts the result of
this evolution, and everywhere still shows traces of its earlier
stages—so the same may be said of the psyche. Consciousness
began its evolution from an animal-like state which seems to us
unconscious, and the same process of differentiation is repeated
in every child. The psyche of the child in its preconscious state
is anything but a tabula rasa; it is already preformed in a recog-
nizably individual way, and is moreover equipped with all spe-
cifically human instincts, as well as with the a priori foundations
of the higher functions.

On this complicated base, the ego arises. Throughout life the
ego is sustained by this base. When the base docs not function,
stasis ensues and then dcath. Its life and its reality are of vital
importance. Compared to it, even the external world is sec-
ondary, for what does the world matter if the endogenous im-
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pulse to grasp it and manipulate it is lacking? In the long run
no conscious will can ever replace the life instinct. This instinct
comes to us from within, as a compulsion or will or command,
and if—as has more or less been done from time immemorial—
we give it the name of a personal daimon we are at least aptly
expressing the psychological situation. And if, by employing the
concept of the archetype, we attempt to define a little more
closely the point at which the daimon grips us, we have not abol-
ished anything, only approached closer to the source of life.

It is only natural that I as a psychiatrist (doctor of the soul)
should espouse such a view, for I am primarily interested in how
I can help my patients find their healthy base again. To do that,
a great variety of knowledge is needed, as I have learned. Medi-
cine in general has, after all, proceeded in like manner. It has
not made its advances through the discovery of some single
trick of healing, thus phenomenally simplifying its methods. On
the contrary, it has evolved into a science of enormous com-
plexity—not the least of the reasons being that it has made bor-
rowings from all possible ficlds. Hence I am not concerned with
proving anything to other disciplines; I am merely attempting to
put their knowledge to good use in my own field. Naturally, it is
incumbent upon me to report on such applications and their
consequences. For certain new things come to light when one
transfers the knowledge of one field to another and applies it in
practice. Had X-rays remained the exclusive property of the
physicist and not been applied in medicine, we would know
far less. Then again, if radiation therapy has in some circum-
stances dangerous consequences, that is interesting to the phy-
sician; but it is not necessarily of interest to the physicist, who
uses radiation in an altogether different manner and for other
purposes. Nor will he think that the physician has poached upon
his territory when the latter points out certain harmful or salu-
tary properties of the invisible rays.

If I, for example, apply historical or theological insights in
psychotherapy, they naturally appear in a different light and
lead to conclusions other than those to which they lead when
restricted to their proper fields, where they serve other purposes.

The fact, therefore, that a polarity underlies the dynamics of

349



Memories, Dreams, Reflections

the psyche means that the whole problem of opposites in its
broadest sense, with all its concomitant religious and philosophi-
cal aspects, is drawn into the psychological discussion. These
aspects lose the autonomous character they have in their own
field—inevitably so, since they are approached in terms of psy-
chological questions; that is, they are no longer viewed from the
angle of religious or philosophical truth, but are examined for
their psychological validity and significance. Leaving aside
their claim to be independent truths, the fact remains that re-
garded empirically—which is to say, scientifically—they are
primarily psychic phenomena. This fact seems to me incon-
testable. That they claim a justification for themselves is in
keeping with the psychological approach, which does not brand
such a claim unjustified, but on the contrary treats it with spe-
cial consideration. Psychology has no room for judgments like
“only religious” or “only philosophical,” despite the fact that
we too often hear the charge of something’s being “only psycho-
logical”—especially from theologians.

All conceivable statements are made by the psyche. Among
other things, the psyche appears as a dynamic process which
rests on a foundation of antithesis, on a flow of energy between
two poles. It is a general rule of logic that “principles are not to
be multiplied beyond the necessary.” Therefore, since interpre-
tation in terms of energy has proved a generally valid principle
of explanation in the natural sciences, we must limit ourselves to
it in psychology also. No firm facts are available which would
recommend some other view; moreover, the antithetical or
polaristic nature of the psyche and its contents is verified by
psychological experience.™

Now if the dynamic conception of the psyche is correct, all
statements which seek to overstep the limits of the psyche’s
polarity—statements about a metaphysical reality, for exam-
ple—must be paradoxical if they are to lay claim to any sort of
validity.

The psyche cannot leap beyond itself. It cannot set up any ab-
solute truths, for its own polarity determines the relativity of its

13Cf. “On Psychic Energy,” in The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche
(Cwas).
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statements. Wherever the psyche does announce absolute
truths—such as, for example, “God is motion,” or “God is One”
—it necessarily falls into one or the other of its own antitheses.
For the two statements might equally well be: “God is rest,” or
“God is All” Through onc-sidedness the psyche disintegrates
and loses its capacity for cognition. It becomes an unreflective
(because unreflectable) succession of psychic states, each of
which fancies itself its own justification because it does not, or
does not yet, see any other state.

In saying this we are not expressing a value judgment, but
only pointing out that the limit is very frequently overstepped.
Indeed, this is inevitable, for, as Heraclitus says, “Everything is
flux.” Thesis is followed by antithesis, and between the two is
generated a third factor, a lysis which was not perceptible be-
fore. In this the psyche once again merely demonstrates its anti-
thetical nature and at no point has really got outside itself.

In my effort to depict the limitations of the psyche I do not
mean to imply that only the psyche exists. It is merely that, so
far as perception and cognition are concerned, we cannot see
beyond the psyche. Science is tacitly convinced that a non-
psychic, transcendental object exists. But science also knows
how difficult it is to grasp the real nature of the object, especially
when the organ of perception fails or is lacking, and when the
appropriate modes of thought do not exist or have still to be
created. In cases where neither our sense organs nor their
artificial aids can attest the presence of a real object, the diffi-*
culties mount enormously, so that one feels tempted to assert
that there is simply no real object present. I have never drawn
this overhasty conclusion, for I have never becn inclined to
think that our senses were capable of perceiving all forms of be-
ing. I have, therefore, even hazarded the postulate that the
phenomenon of archetypal configurations—which are psychic
events par excellence—may be founded upon a psychoid base,
that is, upon an only partially psychic and possibly altogether
different form of being. For lack of empirical data I have neither
knowledge nor understanding of such forms of being, which are
commonly called spiritual. From the point of view of science, it is
immaterial what I may believe on that score, and I must accept
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my ignorance. But insofar as the archetypes act upon me, they
are real and actual to me, even though I do not know what
their real nature is. This applies, of course, not only to the
archetypes but to the nature of the psyche in general. What-
ever it may state about itself, it will never get beyond itself. All
comprehension and all that is comprehended is in itself psychic,
and to that extent we are hopelessly cooped up in an exclusively
psychic world. Nevertheless, we have good reason to suppose
that behind this veil there exists the uncomprehended absolute
object which affects and influences us—and to suppose it even,
or particularly, in the case of psychic phenomena about which
no verifiable statements can be made. Statements concerning
possibility or impossibility are valid only in specialized fields;
outside those fields they are merely arrogant presumptions.

Prohibited though it may be from an objective point of view
to make statements out of the blue—that is, without sufficient
reason—there are nevertheless some statements which appar-
ently have to be made without objective reasons. The justifica-
tion here is a psychodynamic one, of the sort usually termed
subjective and regarded as a purely personal matter. But that
is to commit the mistake of failing to distinguish whether the
statement really proceeds only from an isolated subject, and is
prompted by exclusively personal motives, or whether it occurs
generally and springs from a collectively present dynamic pat-
tern. In that case it should not be classed as subjective, but as
psychologically objective, since an indefinite number of indi-
viduals find themselves prompted by an inner impulse to make
an identical statement, or feel a certain view to be a vital ne-
cessity. [Since the archetype is not just an inactive form, but a
real foree charged with a specific energy, it may very well be
regarded as the causa efficiens of such statements, and be un-
derstood as the subject of them. In other words, it is not the
personal human being who is making the statement, but the
archetype speaking through him. If these statements are stifled
or disregarded, both medical experience and common knowl-
edge demonstrate that psychic troubles are in store. These will
appear either as neurotic symptoms or, in the case of persons
who are incapable of neurosis, as collective delusions.
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Archetypal statements are based upon instinctive precondi-
tions and have nothing to do with reason; they are neither ra-
tionally grounded nor can they be banished by rational argu-
ments. They have always been part of the world scene—repré-
sentations collectives, as Lévy-Bruhl rightly called them.
Certainly the ego and its will have a great part to play in life;
but what the ego wills is subject in the highest degree to the in-
terference, in ways of which the ego is usually unaware, of the
autonomy and numinosity of archetypal processes. Practical
consideration of these processes is the essence of religion, insofar
as religion can be approached from a psychological point of
view.

I11

At this point the fact forces itself on my attention that beside
the field of reflection there is another equally broad if not
broader area in which rational understanding and rational
modes of representation find scarcely anything they are able to
grasp. This is the realm of Eros. In classical times, when such
things were properly understood, Eros was considered a god
whose divinity transcended our human limits, and who there-
fore could neither be comprehended nor represented in any
way. I might, as many before me have attempted to do, venture
an approach to this daimon, whose range of activity extends
from the endless spaces of the heavens to the dark abysses of
hell; but I falter before the task of finding the language which
might adequately express the incalculable paradoxes of love.
Eros is a kosmogonos, a creator and father-mother of all higher
consciousness. I sometimes feel that Paul's words—“Though I
speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not love”
—might well be the first condition of all cognition and the
quintessence of divinity itself. Whatever the learned interpre-
tation may be of the sentence “God is love,” the words affirm
the complexio oppositorum of the Godhead. In my medical ex-
perience as well as in my own life I have again and again been
faced with the mystery of love, and have never been able to
explain what it is. Like Job, I had to “lay my hand on my
mouth. I have spoken once, and I will not answer.” (Job 40:4f.)
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Here is the greatest and smallest, the remotest and nearest, the
highest and lowest, and we cannot discuss one side of it without
also discussing the other. No language is adequate to this
paradox. Whatever one can say, no words express the whole. To
speak of partial aspects is always too much or too little, for only
the whole is meaningful. Love “bears all things” and “endures
all things” (1 Cor. 13:7). These words say all there is to be
said; nothing can be added to them. For we are in the deepest
sense the victims and the instruments of cosmogonic “love.” I
put the word in quotation marks to indicate that I do not use it
in its connotations of desiring, preferring, favoring, wishing, and
similar feelings, but as something superior to the individual, a
unified and undivided whole. Being a part, man cannot grasp
the whole. He is at its mercy. He may assent to it, or rebel
against it; but he is always caught up by it and enclosed within
it. IIc is dependent upon it and is sustained by it. Love is his
light and his darkness, whose end he cannot sce. “Love ceases
not”—whether he speaks with the “tongues of angels,” or with
scientific exactitude traces the life of the cell down to its utter-
most source. Man can try to name love, showering upon it all
the names at his command, and still he will involve himself in
endless sclf-deceptions. If he possesses a grain of wisdom, he
will lay down his arms and name the unknown by the more un-
known, ignotum per ignotius—that is, by the name of God.
That is a confession of his subjection, his imperfection, and his
dependence; but at the same time a testimony to his freedom
to choose between truth and error.
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HEN PEOPLE sAY I am wisc, or a sage, I cannot

‘/\; accept it. A man once dipped a hatful of water from a

strcam. What did that amount to? I am not that strcam.

I am at the stream, but I do nothing. Other people arc at the

same strcam, but most of them find they have to do something

with it. I do nothing. I never think that I am the one who must

sce to it that cherries grow on stalks. I stand and behold, ad-
miring whatnaturecan do.

There is a finc old story about a student who came to a rabbi
and said, “In the olden days there were men who saw the face
of God. Why don’t they any more?” The rabbi replied, “Because
nowadays no onc can stoop so low.”

Onc must stoop a little in order to fetch water from the
strcam.

The difference between most people and myself is that for me
the “dividing walls” arc transparent. That is my peculiarity.
Others find these walls so opaque that they sec nothing behind
them and therefore think nothing is there. To some extent I per-
ccive the processes going on in the background, and that gives
me an inner certainty. People who sce nothing have no cer-
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tainties and can draw no conclusions—or do not trust them even
if they do. I do not know what started me off perceiving the
stream of life. Probably the unconscious itself. Or perhaps my
early dreams. They determined my course from the beginning.

Knowledge of processes in the background early shaped my
relationship to the world. Basically, that relationship was the
same in my childhood as it is to this day. As a child I felt my-
self to be alone, and I am still, because I know things and must
hint at things which others apparently know nothing of, and
for the most part do not want to know. Loneliness does not
come from having no people about one, but from being unable
to communicate the things that seem important to oneself, or
from holding certain views which others find inadmissible. The
loneliness began with the experiences of my early dreams, and
reached its climax at the time I was working on the unconscious.
If a man knows more than others, he becomes lonely. But lone-
liness is not necessarily inimical to companionship, for no one
is more sensitive to companionship than the lonely man, and
companionship thrives only when each individual remembers
his individuality and does not identify himself with others.

It is important to have a secret, a premonition of things un-
known. It fills life with something impersonal, a numinosum. A
man who has never experienced that has missed something im-
portant. He must sense that he lives in a world which in some
respects is mysterious; that things happen and can be experi-
enced which remain inexplicable; that not everything which
happens can be anticipated. The unexpected and the incredible
belong in this world. Only then is life whole. For me the world
has from the beginning been infinite and ungraspable.

I have had much trouble getting along with my ideas. There
was a daimon in me, and in the end its presence proved de-
cisive. It overpowered me, and if I was at times ruthless it was
because I was in the grip of the daimon. I could never stop at
anything once attained. I had to hasten on, to catch up with my
vision. Since my contemporaries, understandably, could not per-
ceive my vision, they saw only a fool rushing ahead.

I have offended many people, for as soon as I saw that they
did not understand me, that was the end of the matter so far as
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I was concerned. I had to move on. I had no patience with peo-
ple—aside from my patients. I had to obey an inner law which
was imposed on me and left me no freedom of choice. Of course
I did not always obey it. How can anyone live without incon-
sistency?

For some people I was continually present and close to them
so long as they were related to my inner world; but then it
might happen that I was no longer with them, because there
was nothing left which would link me to them. I had to learn
painfully that people continued to exist even when they had
nothing more to say to me. Many excited in me a feeling of living
humanity, but only when they appeared within the magic circle
of psychology; next moment, when the spotlight cast its beam
elsewhere, there was nothing to be seen. I was able to become in--
tensely interested in many people; but as soon as I had seen
through them,, the magic was gone. In this way I made many
enemies. A creative person has little power over his own life.
He is not free. He is captive and driven by his daimon.

“Shamefully
A power wrests away the heart from us,
For the Heavenly Ones each demand sacrifice;
But if it should be withheld
Never has that led to good,”

says Holderlin.

This lack of freedom has been a great sorrow to me. Often I
felt as if I were on a battleficld, saying, “Now you have fallen,
my good comrade, but I must go on.” For “shamefully a power
wrests away the heart from us.” I am fond of you, indeed I love
you, but I cannot stay. There is something heart-rending about
that. And I myself am the victim; I cannot stay. But the daimon
manages things so that one comes through, and blessed incon-
sistency sees to it that in flagrant contrast to my “disloyalty” I
can keep faith in unsuspected measure.

Perhaps I might say: I need people to a higher degree than
others, and at the same time much less. When the daimon is at
work, one is always too close and too far. Only when it is silent
can one achieve moderation.
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The daimon of creativity has ruthlessly had its way with me.
The ordinary undertakings I planned usually had the worst of
it—though not always and not everywhere. By way of compen-
sation, I think, I am conservative to the bone. I fill my pipe
from my grandfather’s tobacco jar and still keep his alpenstock,
topped with a chamois horn, which he brought back from
Pontresina after having been one of the first guests at that newly
opened Kurort.

I am satisfied with the course my life has taken. It has been
bountiful, and has given me a great deal. How could I ever have
expected so much? Nothing but unexpected things kept hap-
pening to me. Much might have been different if I myself had
been different. But it was as it had to be; for all came about be-
cause I am as I am. Many things worked out as I planned them
to, but that did not always prove of benefit to me. But almost
everything developed naturally and by destiny. I regret many
follies which sprang from my obstinacy; but without that trait
I would not have reached my goal. And so I am disappointed
and not disappointed. I am disappointed with people and disap-
pointed with myself. I have learned amazing things from peo-
ple, and have accomplished more than I expected of myself. I
cannot form any final judgment because the phenomenon of
life and the phenomenon of man are too vast. The older I have
become, the less I have understood or had insight into or known
about myself.

I am astonished, disappointed, pleased with myself. I am dis-
tressed, depressed, rapturous. I am all these things at once, and
cannot add up the sum. I am incapable of determining ultimate
worth or worthlessness; I have no judgment about myself and
my life. There is nothing I am quite sure about. I have no defi-
nite convictions—not about anything, really. I know only that
I was born and exist, and it seems to me that I have been car-
ried along, I exist on the foundation of something I do not
know. In spite of all uncertainties, I feel a solidity underlying
all existence and a continuity in my mode of being.

The world into which we are born is brutal and cruel, and at
the same time of divine beauty. Which element we think out-
weighs the other, whether meaninglessness or meaning, is a
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matter of temperament. If meaninglessness were absolutely pre-
ponderant, the meaningfulness of life would vanish to an in-
creasing degree with each step in our development. But that is
—or seems to me—not the case. Probably, as in all metaphysi-
cal questions, both are true: Life is—or has—meaning and
meaninglessness. I cherish the anxious hope that meaning will
preponderate and win the battle.

When Lao-tzu says: “All are clear, I alone am clouded,” he is
expressing what I now feel in advanced old age. Lao-tzu is the
example of a man with superior insight who has seen and ex-
perienced worth and worthlessness, and who at the end of his
life desircs to return into his own being, into the eternal un-
knowable meaning. The archetype of the old man who has seen
enough is eternally true. At every level of intelligence this type
appears, and its lineaments are always the same, whether it be
an old peasant or a great philosopher like Lao-tzu. This is old
age, and a limitation. Yet there is so much that fills me: plants,
animals, clouds, day and night, and the etemnal in man. The
more uncertain I have felt about myself, the more there has
grown up in me a feeling of kinship with all things. In fact it
seems to me as if that alienation which so long separated me
from the world has become transferred into my own inner world,
and has revealed to me an unexpected unfamiliarity with my-

self.
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LETTERS FROM FREUD TO ]UNGl

Vienna IX, Berggasse 19
April 16, 1909

DEAR FRIEND,

. . . It is remarkable that on the same evening that I formally
adopted you as an eldest son, anointing you as my successor and
crown prince—in partibus infidelium—that then and there you
should have divested me of my paternal dignity, and that the divest-
ing seems to have given you as much pleasure as investing your per-
son gave me. Now I am afraid that I must fall back again into the
role of father toward you in giving you my views on poltergeist phe-
nomena. I must do this because these things are different from what
you would like to think.

I do not deny that your comments and your experiment made a
powerful impression upon me. After your departure I determined to
make some observations, and here are the results. In my front room
there are continual creaking noises, from where the two heavy Egyp-
tian steles rest on the oak boards of the bookcase, so that’s obvious. In
the second room, where we heard the crash, such noises are very rare.
At first I was inclined to ascribe some meaning to it if the noise we
heard so frequently when you were here were never heard again
after your departure. But since then it has happened over and over
again, yet never in connection with my thoughts and never when I
was considering you or your special problem. ( Not now, either, I add
by way of challenge.) The phenomenon was soon deprived of all sig-
nificance for me by something else. My credulity, or at least my
readiness to believe, vanished along with the spell of your personal
presence; once again, for various inner reasons, it seems to me wholly

1 Reproduced with the kind permission of Erst Freud, London.
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implausible that anything of the sort should occur. The furniture
stands before me spiritless and dead, like nature silent and godless
before the poet after the passing of the gods of Greece.

I therefore don once more my horn-rimmed paternal spectacles
and warn my dear son to keep a cool head and rather not understand
something than make such great sacrifices for the sake of understand-
ing. I also shake my wise gray locks over the question of psycho-
synthesis and think: Well, that is how the young folks are; they really
enjoy things only when they need not drag us along with them, where
with our short breath and weary legs we cannot follow.

Now I shall exercise the privilege of my years to tum loquacious
and tell you about one more matter between heaven and earth which
cannot be understood. A few years ago I took it into my head that I
would die between the ages of 61 and 62, which at that time seemed
to leave me a decent period of grace. (Today that leaves me only
eight years still to go.) Shortly afterward I made a trip to Greece with
my brother, and it was absolutely uncanny to see how the number 61,
or 6o in conjunction with 1 and 2, kept cropping up on anything that
had a number, especially on vehicles. I conscientiously noted down
these occasions. By the time we came to Athens, I was feeling de-
pressed. At our hotel we were assigned rooms on the second floor, and
I hoped I could breathe again—at least there could be no chance of
No. 61. However, it turned out that my room was No. g1 (which,
with fatalistic license, I regarded as after all half of 61-62). This
wilier and nimbler figure proved to be even better at dogging me
than the first.

From that day until very recently the number 31 remained faith-
ful to me, with a 2 all too readily associated with it. But since I also
have in my psychic system regions in which I am merely avid for
knowledge and not at all superstitious, I have attempted to analyze
this conviction. Here it is. My conviction began in 1899. Two events
coincided at that time. The first was my writing The Interpretation of

reams (which, you know, is dated ahead to 1900); the second, my
being assigned a new telephone number, which I have to this day:
14362. It is easy to establish the link between these two facts: in the
year 18gg, when I wrote The Interpretation of Dreams, I was 43
years old. What should be more obvious than that the other figures
in my telephone number were intended to signify the end of my life,
hence, 61 or 62? Suddenly there appears a method in this madness.
The superstition that I would die between 61 and 62 turns out to be
equivalent to the conviction that with the book on dreams I had com-
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pleted my life work, needed to say no more, and could die in peace.
You will grant that after this analysis it no longer sounds so non-
sensical. Incidentally, the influence of Wilhelm Fliess plays a part in
this; the superstitition dates from the year of his attack on me.

Here is another instance where you will find confirmation of the
specifically Jewish character of my mysticism. Apart from this, I only
want to say that adventures such as mine with the number 62 can
be explained by two things. The first is an enormously intensified
alertness on the part of the unconscious, so that one is led like Faust
to see a Helen in every woman. The second is the undeniable “co-
operation of chance,” which plays the same role in the formation of
delusions as somatic co-operation in hysterical symptoms or linguistic
co-operation in puns.

I therefore look forward to hearing more about your investigations
of the spook-complex, my interest being the interest one has in a
lovely delusion which one does not share oneself.

With cordial regards to yourself,
your wife and children,
Yours,
Freud.

Vienna IX, Berggasse 19
May 12, 1911

DEAR FRIEND,

.. . I know that your deepest inclinations are impelling you toward
a study of the occult, and do not doubt that you will return home with
arich cargo. There is no stopping that, and it is always right for a per-
son to follow the biddings of his own impulses. The reputation you
have won with your Dementia ® will stand against the charge of
“mystic” for quite a while. Only don’t stay too long away from us in
those lush tropical colonies; it is necessary to govern at home. . .

With cordial greetings and the hope that you will write me again
after a shorter interval this time.

Your faithful
Freud.

2 See above, Chap. V, n. 4, p. 149.
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Vienna IX, Berggasse 19
June 15, 1911

DEAR FRIEND,

. . . In matters of occultism I have become humble ever since the
great lesson I received from Ferenczi’s experiences.® I promise to be-
lieve everything that can be made to seem the least bit reasonable. As
you know, I do not do so gladly. But my hubris has been shattered. I
should like to have you and F. acting in consonance when one of you
is ready to take the perilous step of publication, and I imagine that
this would be quite compatible with complete independence during
the progress of the work. . . .
Cordial regards to you and the beautiful house
from Your faithful
Freud

3Cf. Emest Jones, Life and Work of Sigmund Freud (New York, 1953-57),
III, pp. 387 f.
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LETTERS TO EMMA ]UNG
FROM AMERICA
(1909)

September 6, 1909, Monday
At Prof. Stanley Hall’s
Clark University, Worcester

. ... So now we are safely arrived in Worcester! I have to tell you
about the trip. Last Saturday there was dreary weather in New York.
All three of us were afflicted with diarrhea and had pretty bad
stomach aches. . . . In spite of feeling physically miserable and in
spite of not eating anything, I went to the paleontological collection,
where all the old monsters, the Lord God’s anxiety dreams of Crea-
tion, are to be seen. The collection is absolutely unique for the
phylogenesis of Tertiary mammals. I cannot possibly tell you all I saw
there. Then I met Jones, who had just arrived from Europe. Around
half-past three we took the elevated and rode from 42nd Street to the
piers. There we boarded a fantastically huge structure of a steamer
that had some five white decks. VWe took cabins, and our vessel set
sail from the West River around the point of Manhattan with all its
tremendous skyscrapers, then up the East River under the Brooklyn
and Manhattan Bridges, right through the endless tangle of tugs,
ferryboats, etc,, and through the Sound behind Long Island. It was
damp and chilly, we had belly aches and diarrhea and were suffering
from hunger besides, so we crawled into bed. Early on Sunday
morning we were already on land in Fall River City, where in the rain
we took the train to Boston and immediately went on to Worcester.
While we were en route, the weather cleared. The countryside was
utterly charming, low hills, a great deal of forest, swamp, small lakes,
innumerable huge erratic rocks, tiny villages with wooden houses,
painted red, green, or gray, with windows framed in white (Hol-
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land!), tucked away under large, beautiful trees. By 11:30 we were
in Worcester. We found the Standish Hotel a very pleasant place to
stay, and cheap also, “on the American plan,” as they say here—that
is, with board. At six in the evening, after a well-deserved rest, we
called on Stanley Hall. He is a refined, distinguished old gentleman
close on seventy who received us with the kindest hospitality. He has
a plump, jolly, good-natured, and extremely ugly wife who, however,
serves wonderful food. She promptly took over Freud and me as her
“boys” and plied us with delicious nourishment and noble wine, so
that we began visibly to recover. We slept very well that night in the
hotel, and this morning we have moved over to the Halls’. The house
is furnished in an incredibly amusing fashion, everything roomy and
comfortable. There is a splendid studio filled with thousands of books,
and boxes of cigars everywhere. Two pitch-black Negroes in dinner
jackets, the extreme of grotesque solemnity, perform as servants.
Carpets everywhere, all the doors open, even the bathroom door and
the front door; people going in and out all over the place; all the
windows extend down to the floor. The house is surrounded by an
English lawn, no garden fence. Half the city (about a hundred and
eighty thousand inhabitants) stands in a regular forest of old trees
which shade all the streets. Most of the houses are smaller than ours,
charmingly surrounded by flowers and flowering shrubs, overgrown
with virginia creeper and wisteria; everything well tended, clean,
cultivated, and exceedingly peaceful and congenial. A wholly differ-
ent Amcrica! This is what they call New England. The city was
founded as long ago as 16go, so it is very old. Much prosperity. The
university, richly endowed, is small but distinguished, and has a real,
though plain, elegance. This morning was the opening session. Prof. X
had first turn, with boring stuff. We soon decamped and took a de-
lightful walk through the outskirts of the town, which is surrounded
on all sides by small and minute lakes and cool woods. Ve were
ecstatic over the peaceful beauty of the surroundings. It is refreshing
and reviving after the life in New York. . . .

Clark University
Worcester, Massachusetts
Wednesday, September 8, 1909

. . . The people here are all exceedingly amiable and on a decent
cultural level. We are beautifully taken care of at the Halls’ and
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daily recovering from the exertions of New York. My stomach is al-
most back to normal now; from time to time there is a little twitch,
but aside from that, my general health is excellent. Yesterday Freud
began the lectures and received great applause. We are gaining
ground here, and our following is growing slowly but surely. Today I
had a talk about psychoanalysis with two highly cultivated elderly
ladies who proved to be very well informed and free-thinking. I was
greatly surprised, since I had prepared myself for opposition. Re-
cently we had a large garden party with fifty people present, in the
course of which I surrounded myself with five ladies. I was even able
to make jokes in English—though what English! Tomorrow comes my
first lecture; all my dread of it has vanished, since the audience is
harmless and merely eager to hear new things, which is certainly
what we can supply them with. It is said that we shall be awarded
honorary doctorates by the university next Saturday, with a great deal
of pomp and circumstance. In the evening there will be a “formal
reception.” Today’s letter has to be short, since the Halls have invited
some people for five o'clock to meet us. We have also been inter-
viewed by the Boston Evening Transcript. In fact we are the men of
the hour here. It is very good to be able to spread oneself in this way
once in a while. I can feel that my libido is gulping it in with vast
enjoyment . . .

Clark University
Worcester, Mass.
September 14, 1909

. . . Last night there was a tremendous amount of ceremony and
fancy dress, with all sorts of red and black gowns and gold-tasseled
square caps. In a grand and festive assemblage I was appointed
Doctor of Laws honoris causa and Freud likewise. Now I may place
an L.L.D. after my name. Impressive, what? . . . Today Prof. M.
drove us by automobile out to lunch at a beautiful lake. The land-
scape was utterly lovely. This evening there is one more “private
conference” in Hall’s house on the “psychology of sex.” Our time is
dreadfully crammed. The Americans are really masters at that; they
hardly leave one time to catch one’s breath. Right now I am rather
worn out from all the fabulous things we have been through, and
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am longing for the quiet of the mountains. My head is spinning. Last
night at the awarding of the doctorate I had to deliver an impromptu
talk before some three hundred persons. . . . Freud is in seventh
heaven, and I am glad with all my heart to see him so. .

I am looking forward enormously to getting back to the sea again,
where the overstimulated psyche can recover in the presence of that
infinite peace and spaciousness. Here one is in an almost constant
whirlwind. But I have, thank God, completely regained my capacity
for enjoyment, so that I can look forward to everything with zest.
Now I am going to take everything that comes along by storm, and
then I shall settle down again, satiated . . .

Albany, N.Y.
September 18, 1909

. . . Two more days before departure! Everything is taking place in
a whirl. Yesterday I stood upon a bare rocky peak nearly 5600 feet
high, in the midst of tremendous virgin forests, looking far out into
the blue infinities of America and shivering to the bone in the icy
wind, and today I am in the midst of the metropolitan bustle of
Albany, the capital of the State of New Yorkl The hundred thousand
enormously deep impressions I am taking back with me from this
wonderland cannot be described with the pen. Everything is too big,
too immeasurable. Something that has gradually been dawning upon
me in the past few days is the recognition that here an ideal po-
tentiality of life has become reality. Men are as well off here as the
culture permits; women badly off. We have seen things here that in-
spire enthusiastic admiration, and things that make one ponder social
evolution deeply. As far as technological culture is concerned, we lag
miles behind America. But all that is frightfully costly and already
carries the germ of the end in itself. I must tell you a great, great
deal. I shall never forget the experiences of this journey. Now we are
tired of America. Tomorrow morning we are off to New York, and on
September 21 we saill . . .

368



Appendix 11

Steamer Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse
North German Lloyd
BREMEN

September 22, 1909

. . . Yesterday morning I shook the dust of America from my feet,
with a light heart and an aching head, for the Y.’s plied us with won-
derful champagne. . . . Asfar as abstinence goes, I've arrived on very
shaky ground indeed, in point of principle, so that I am honorably
withdrawing from my various teetotal societies. I confess myself an
honest sinner and only hope that I can endure the sight of a glass of
wine without emotion—an undrunk glass, of course. That is always
so; only the forbidden attracts. I think I must not forbid myself too
much. . . .

Well, then, at ten o’clock yesterday morning we sailed, to our left
the towering whitish and reddish heaven-storming towers of New
York City, to our right the smoking chimneys, docks, etc., of Hoboken.
The morning was misty; New York soon disappeared, and before
long the big swells of the ocean began. At the fireship we dropped
the American pilot and then sailed on out “into the mournful waste-
land of the sea.” It is, as always, of cosmic grandeur and simplicity,
compelling silence; for what has man to say here, especially at night
when the ocean is alone with the starry sky? One looks out silently,
surrendering all self-importance, and many old sayings and images
scurry through the mind; a low voice says something about the age-
oldness and infinitude of the “far-swelling, murmurous sea,” of “the
waves of the sea and of love,” of Leukothea, the lovely goddess who
appears in the foam of the seething waves to travel-weary Odysseus
and gives him the pearly veil which saves him from Poseidon’s storm.
The sea is like music; it has all the dreams of the soul within itself
and sounds them over. The beauty and grandeur of the sea consists
in our being forced down into the fruitful bottomlands of our own
psyches, where we confront and re-create ourselves in the animation
of the “mournful wasteland of the sea.” Now we are still worn out
from the “torment of these last days.” We brood over the past few
months, and the unconscious has a lot of work to do, putting in order
all the things America has churned up within us. . . .
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Steamer Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse
North German Lloyd
BREMEN

September 25, 1909

.. .. Yesterday there was a storm that lasted all day until nearly
midnight. Most of the day I stood up front, under the bridge, on a
protected and elevated spot, and admired the magnificent spectacle
as the mountainous waves rolled up and poured a whirling cloud of
foam over the ship. The ship began to roll fearfully, and several times
we were soaked by a salty shower. It turned cold, and we went in for
a cup of tea. Inside, however, the brain flowed down the spinal
canal and tried to come out again from under the stomach. Conse-
quently I retired to my bed, where I soon felt fine again and later
was able to consume a pleasant supper. Outside from time to time a
wave thundered against the ship. The objects in my cabin had all
come to life: the sofa cushion crawled about on the floor in the semi-
darkness; a recumbent shoe sat up, looked around in astonishment,
and then shuffied quietly off under the sofa; a standing shoe turned
wearily on its side and followed its mate. Now the scene changed. I
realized that the shoes had gone under the sofa to fetch my bag and
brief case. The whole company paraded over to join the big trunk
under the bed. One sleeve of my shirt on the sofa waved longingly
after them, and from inside the chests and drawers came rumbles
and rattles. Suddenly there was a terrible crash under my floor, a
rattling, clattering, and tinkling. One of the kitchens is underneath
me. There, at one blow, five hundred plates had been awakened
from their deathlike torpor and with a single bold leap had put a
sudden end to their dreary existence as slaves. In all the cabins round
about, unspeakable groans betrayed the secrets of the menu. I
slept like a top, and this momning the wind is beginning to blow
from another side. . . .
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LETTER TO EMMA JUNG
FROM NORTH AFRICA

(1920)

Grand Hotel Sousse
Sousse Monday, March 15, 1920

This Africa is incredible

.« . Unfortunately I cannot write coherently to you, for it is all too
much. Only sidelights. After cold, heavy weather at sea, a sparkling
morning in Algiers. Bright houses and streets, dark green clumps of
trees, tall palms’ crowns rising among them. White burnooses, red
fezzes, and among these the yellow uniforms of the Tirailleurs
d’Afrique, the red of the Spahis, then the Botanical Gardens, an en-
chanted tropical forest, an Indian vision, holy acvatta trees with
gigantic aerial roots like monsters, fantastic dwellings of the gods,
enormous in extent, heavy, dark green foliage rustling in the sea
wind.

Then thirty hours by rail to Tunis. The Arab city is classical
antiquity and Moorish middle ages, Granada and the fairy tale of
Baghdad. You no longer think of yourself; you are dissolved in this
potpourri which cannot be evaluated, still less described: a Roman
column stands here as part of a wall; an old Jewess of unspeakable
ugliness goes by in white baggy breeches; a crier with a load of
burnooses pushes through the crowd, shouting in gutturals that might
have come straight from the canton of Ziirich; a patch of deep blue
sky, a snow-white mosque dome; a shoemaker busily stitching away
at shoes in a small vaulted niche, with a hot, dazzling patch of
sunlight on the mat before him; blind musicians with a drum and
tiny three-stringed lute; a beggar who consists of nothing but rags;
smoke from oil cakes, and swarms of flies; up above, on a white
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minaret in the blissful ether, a muezzin sings the midday chant; be-
low, a cool, shady, colonnaded yard with horseshoe portal framed in
glazed tiles; on the wall a mangy cat lies in the sun;'a coming and
going of red, white, yellow, blue, brown mantles, white turbans, red
fezzes, uniforms, faces ranging from white and light ycllow to deep
black; a shuffling of yellow and red slippers, a noiseless scurrying of
naked black feet, and so on and so on.

In the morning the great god rises and fills both horizons with his
joy and power, and all living things obey him. At night the moon is so
silvery and glows with such divine clarity that no one can doubt the
existence of Astarte.

Between Algiers and Tunis lie 550 miles of African soil, towering
up to the noble and spreading shapes of the great Atlas range, wide
valleys and plateaus bursting with grapes and grain, dark green
forests of cork oak. Today Horus rose out of distant, pale mountains
over an unending green and brown plain, and from the desert there
sprang up a mighty wind which blew out to the dark blue sea. On
rolling, gray-green hills yellow-brown remains of whole Roman cities,
small flocks of black goats grazing around them, nearby a Bedouin
camp with black tents, camels, and donkeys. The train runs into a
camel which cannot make up its mind to get off the tracks; the beast
is killed; there is a great running up, shrieking, and gesticulating of
white-clad figures; and always the sea, now deep blue, now hurting
the eyes with its glitter in the sunlight. Out of olive groves and palms
and hedges of giant cactus floating in the flickering, sun-shot air rises
a snow-white city with divinely white domes and towers, gloriously
spread out over a hill. Then comes Sousse, with white walls and
towers, the harbor below; beyond the harbor wall the deep blue sea,
and in the port lies the sailing ship with two lateen sails which I
once painted!!!]

You stumble over Roman remains; with my cane I dug a piece of
Roman pottery out of the ground.

This is all nothing but miserable stammering; I do not know what
Africa is really saying to me, but it speaks. Imagine a tremendous sun,
air clear as in the highest mountains, a sea bluer than any you have
ever seen, all colors of incredible power. In the markets you can
still buy the amphorae of antiquity—things like that—and the
moonl!ll . . .
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RICHARD WILHELM

I first met Richard Wilhelm at Count Keyserling’s during a meet-
ing of the “School of Wisdom” in Darmstadt. That was in the early
twenties. In 1923 we invited him to Ziirich and he spoke on the
I Ching* at the Psychology Club.

Even before meeting him I had been interested in Oriental philoso-
phy, and around 1920 had begun experimenting with the I Ching.
One summer in Bollingen I resolved to make an all-out attack on the
riddle of this book. Instead of traditional stalks of yarrow required by
the classical method, I cut myself a bunch of reeds. I would sit for
hours on the ground beneath the hundred-year-old pear tree, the
I Ching beside me, practicing the technique by referring the result-
ant oracles to one another in an interplay of questions and answers.
All sorts of undeniably remarkable results emerged—meaningful con-
nections with my own thought processes which I could not explain
to myself.

The only subjective intervention in this experiment consists in the
experimenter’s arbitrarily—that is, without counting—dividing up the
bundle of forty-nine stalks at a single swoop. He does not know how
many stalks are contained in each bundle, and yet the result depends
upon their numerical relationship. All other manipulations proceed
mechanically and leave no room for interference by the will. If a
psychic causal connection is present at all, it can only consist in the
chance division of the bundle (or, in the other method, the chance
fall of the coins).

During the whole of those summer holidays I was preoccupied
with the question: Are the I Ching’s answers meaningful or not? If

1The I Ching, or Book of Changes: English trans. by Cary F. Baynes, from the
German version of R. Wilhelm (New York and London, 1950). The origins of
this ancient Chinese book of wisdom and oracles go back to the fourth mil-
lennium =.c.
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they are, how does the connection between the psychic and the
physical sequence of events come about? Time and again I en-
countered amazing coincidences which seemed to suggest the idea of
an acausal parallelism (a synchronicity, as I later called it). So
fascinated was I by these experiments that I altogether forgot to take
notes, which I afterward greatly regretted. Later, however, when I
often used to carry out the experiment with my patients, it became
quite clear that a significant number of answers did indeed hit the
mark. I remember, for example, the case of a young man with a
strong mother complex. He wanted to marry, and had made the ac-
quaintance of a seemingly suitable girl. However, he felt uncertain,
fearing that under the influence of his complex he might once more
find himself in the power of an overwhelming mother. I conducted
the experiment with him. The text of his hexagram read: “The
maiden is powerful. One should not marry such a maiden.”

In the mid-thirties I met the Chinese philosopher Hu Shih. I
asked him his opinion of the I Ching, and received the reply: “Oh,
that’s nothing but an old collection of magic spells, without signifi-
cance.” He had had no experience with it—or so he said. Only once,
he remembered, had he come across it in practice. One day on a walk
with a friend, the friend had told him about his unhappy love afair.
They were just passing by a Taoist temple. As a joke, he had said to
his friend: “Here you can consult the oracle!” No sooner said than
done. They went into the temple together and asked the priest for an
I Ching oracle. But he had not the slightest faith in this nonsense.

I asked him whether the oracle had been correct. Whercupon he
replied reluctantly, “Oh yes, it was, of course . . .” Remembering
the well-known story of the “good friend” who does everything one
does not wish to do oneself, I cautiously asked him whether he had
not profited by this opportunity. “Yes,” he replied, “as a joke I asked
a question too.”

“And did the oracle give you a sensible answer?” I asked.

He hesitated. “Oh well, yes, if you wish to put it that way.” The
subject obviously made him uncomfortable.

A few years after my first experiments with the reeds, the I Ching
was published with Wilhelm's commentary. I instantly obtained
the book, and found to my gratification that Wilhelm took much the
same view of the meaningful connections as I had. But he knew the
entire literature and could therefore fill in the gaps which had been
outside my competence. When Wilhelm came to Ziirich, I had the
opportunity to discuss the matter with him at length, and we talked a
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great deal about Chinese philosophy and religion. What he told me,
out of his wealth of knowledge of the Chinese mentality, clarified
some of the most difficult problems that the European unconscious
had posed for me. On the other hand, what I had to tell him about
the results of my investigations of the unconscious caused him no
little surprise; for he recognized in them things he had considered to
be the exclusive possession of the Chinese philosophical tradition.

As a young man Wilhelm had gone to China in the service of a
Christian mission, and there the mental world of the Orient had
opened its doors wide to him. Wilhelm was a truly religious spirit,
with an unclouded and farsighted view of things. He had the gift
of being able to listen without bias to the revelations of a foreign
mentality, and to accomplish that miracle of empathy which enabled
him to make the intellectual treasures of China accessible to Europe.
He was deeply influenced by Chinese culture, and once said to me,
“It is a great satisfaction to me that I never baptized a single Chi-
nese!” In spite of his Christian background, he could not help recog-
nizing the logic and clarity of Chinese thought. “Influenced” is not
quite the word to describe its effect upon him; it had overwhelmed
and assimilated him. His Christian views receded into the back-
ground, but did not vanish entirely; they formed a kind of mental
reservation, a moral proviso that was later to have fateful conse-
quences.

In China he had the good fortune to meet a sage of the old school
whom the revolution had driven out of the interior. This sage, Lau
Nai Siian, introduced him to Chinese yoga philosophy and the psy-
chology of the I Ching. To the collaboration of these two men we
owe the edition of the I Ching with its excellent commentary. For the
first time this profoundest work of the Orient was introduced to the
West in a living and comprehensible fashion. I consider this publica-
tion Wilhelm’s most important work. Clear and unmistakably Western
as his mentality was, in his I Ching commentary he manifested a de-
gree of adaptation to Chinese psychology which is altogether un-
matched.

When the last page of the translation was finished and the first
printer’s proofs were coming in, the old master Lau Nai Siian died.
It was as if his work were completed and he had delivered the last
message of the old, dying China to Europe. And Wilhelm had been
the perfect disciple, a fulfillment of the wish-dream of the sage.

Wilhelm, when I met him, seemed completely Chinese, in outward
manner as much as in his way of writing and speaking. The Oriental
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point of view and ancient Chinese culture had penetrated him
through and through. Upon his arrival in Europe, he entered the
faculty of the China Institute in Frankfurt am Main. Both in his
teaching work and in his lectures to laymen, however, he seemed to
feel the pressure of the European spirit. Christian views and forms
of thought moved steadily into the foreground. I went to hear some
lectures of his and they turned out to be scarcely any different from
conventional sermons.

This reversion to the past seemed to me somewhat unreflective
and therefore dangerous. I saw it as a reassimilation to the West, and
felt that as a result of it Wilhelm must come into conflict with him-
self. Since it was, so I thought, a passive assimilation, that is to say, a
succumbing to the influence of the environment, there was the danger
of a relatively unconscious conflict, a clash between his Western and
Eastern psyche. If, as I assumed, the Christian attitude had originally
given way to the influence of China, the reverse might well be tak-
ing place now: the European element might be gaining the upper
hand over the Orient once again. If such a process takes place with-
out a strong, conscious attempt to come to terms with it, the un-
conscious conflict can seriously affect the physical state of health.

After attending the lectures, I attempted to call his attention to
the danger threatening him. My words to him were: “My dear
Wilhelm, please do not take this amiss, but I have the feeling that
the West is taking possession of you again, and that you are becoming
unfaithful to your mission of transmitting the East to the West.”

He replied, “I think you are right—something here is overpowering
me. But what can be done?”

A few years later Wilhelm was staying as a guest in my house, and
came down with an attack of amoebic dysentery. It was a disease he
had had twenty years before. His condition grew worse during the
following months, and then I heard that Wilhelm was in the hospital.
I went to Frankfurt to visit him, and found a very sick man. The
doctors had not yet given up hope, and Wilhelm, too, spoke of plans
he wished to carry out when he got well. I shared his hopes, but had
my forebodings. What he confided to me at the time confirmed my
conjectures. In his dreams, he revisited the endless stretches of deso-
late Asiatic steppes—the China he had left behind. He was groping
his way back to the problem which China had set before him, the
answer to which had been blocked for him by the West. By now he
was conscious of this question, but had been unable to find a solution.
His illness dragged on for months.
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A few weeks before his death, when I had had no news from him
for a considerable time, I was awakened, just as I was on the point
of falling asleep, by a vision. At my bed stood a Chinese in a dark
blue gown, hands crossed in the sleeves. He bowed low before me, as
if he wished to give me a message. I knew what it signified. The
vision was extraordinarily vivid. Not only did I see every wrinkle in
the man’s face, but every thread in the fabric of his gown.

Wilhelm’s problem might also be regarded as a conflict between
consciousness and the unconscious, which in his case took the form of
a clash between West and East. I believed I understood his situation,
since I myself had the same problem as he and knew what it meant
to be involved in this conflict. It is true that even at our last meeting
Wilhelm did not speak plainly. Though he was intensely interested
when I introduced the psychological point of view, his interest
lasted only so long as my remarks concerned objective matters such
as meditation or questions posed by the psychology of religion. So
far, so good. But whenever I attempted to touch the actual problem
of his inner conflict, I immediately sensed a drawing back, an in-
ward shutting himself off—because such matters went straight to the
bone. This is a phenomenon I have observed in many men of im-
portance. There is, as Goethe puts it in Faust, an “untrodden, un-
trcadable” region whose precincts cannot and should not be entered
by force; a destiny which will brook no human intervention.
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Septem Sermones ad Mortuos
(1916)

Jung allowed Septem Sermones ad Mortuos (Seven Sermons to the
Dead) to be published privately as a booklet. He occasionally gave
copies to friends; it was never obtainable at bookstores. Later he
described it as a sin of his youth and regretted it.

The language is more or less in the style of the Red Book. But
compared with the endless conversations with inner figures in the
Red Book, the Seven Sermons form a self-contained whole. They
convey an impression, if only a fragmentary one, of what Jung went
through in the years 1913-1917, and of what he was bringing to birth.

The Sermons contain hints or anticipations of ideas that were to
figure later in his scientific writings, more particularly concerning the
polaristic nature of the psyche, of life in general, and of all psycho-
logical statements. It was their thinking in paradoxes that drew Jung
to the Gnostics. That is why he identifies himself here with the
Gnostic writer Basilides (early second century A.p.) and even takes
over some of his terminology—for example, God as Abraxas. It was a
deliberate game of mystification.

Jung consented to the publication of Seven Sermons in his Mem-
oirs only hesitantly and only “for the sake of honesty.” He never
disclosed the key to the anagram at the end of the book.

The Seven Sermons to the Dead written by Basilides in
Alexandria, the City where the East toucheth the West

Sermo 1l

The dead came back from Jerusalem, where they found not what
they sought. They prayed me let them in and besought my word, and
thus I began my teaching.
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Harken: I begin with nothingness. Nothingness is the same as
fullness. In infinity full is no better than empty. Nothingness is both
empty and full. As well might ye say anything else of nothingness, As
for instance, white is it, or black, or again, it is not, or it is. A thing
that is infinite and eternal hath no qualities, since it hath all qualities.

/This nothingness or fullness we name the PLEROMA. Therein
both thinking and being cease, since the eternal and infinite possess
no qualities. In it no being is, for he then would be distinct from the
pleroma, and would possess qualities which would distinguish him as
something distinct from the pleroma.

In the pleroma there is nothmg and everythmg/ It is quite fruitless
to think about the pleroma, {or this would mean self-dissolution.
—CREATURA is not in the pleroma, but in itself. The pleroma is both
beginning and end of created beings. It pervadeth them, as the light
of the sun everywhere pervadeth the air. Although the pleroma
pervadeth altogether, yet hath created being no share thereof, just as
a wholly transparent body becometh neither light nor dark through
the light which pervadeth it. We are, however, the pleroma itself, for
we are a part of the eternal and infinite. But we have no share
thereof, as we are from the pleroma infinitely removed; not spirit-
ually or temporally, but essentially, since we are distinguished from
the pleroma in our essence as creatura, which is confined within time
and space.

Yet because we are parts of the pleroma, the pleroma is also in us.
Even in the smallest point is the pleroma endless, eternal, and entire,
since small and great are qualities which are contained in it. It is that
nothingness which is everywhere whole and continuous. Only figura-
tively, therefore, do I speak of created being as a part of the pleroma.
Because, actually, the pleroma is nowhere divided, since it is noth-
ingness. We are also the whole pleroma, because, figuratively, the
pleroma is the smallest point (assumed only, not existing) in us and
the boundless firmament about us. But wherefore, then, do we speak
of the pleroma at all, since it is thus everything and nothing?

I speak of it to make a beginning somewhere, and also to free you
from the delusion that somewhere, either without or within, there
standeth something fixed, or in some way established, from the
beginning. Every so-called fixed and certain thing is only relative.
That alone is fixed and certain which is subject to change.

What is changeable, however, is creatura. Therefore is it the one
thing which is fixed and certain; because it hath qualities: it is even
quality itself.
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The question ariseth: How did creatura originate? Created beings
came to pass, not creatura; since created being is the very quality of
the pleroma, as much as non-creation which is the eternal death. In
all times and places is creation, in all times and places is death. The
pleroma hath all, distinctiveness and non-distinctiveness.

Distinctiveness is creatura. It is distinct. Distinctiveness is its es-
sence, and therefore it distinguisheth. Therefore man discriminateth
because his nature is distinctiveness. Wherefore also he distinguish-
eth qualities of the pleroma which are not. He distinguisheth them
out of his own nature. Therefore must he speak of qualities of the
pleroma which are not.

What use, say ye, to speak of it? Saidst thou not thyself, there is no
profit in thinking upon the pleroma?

That said I unto you, to free you from the delusion that we are
able to think about the pleroma. When we distinguish qualities of the
pleroma, we are speaking from the ground of our own distinctiveness
and concerning our own distinctiveness. But we have said nothing
concerning the pleroma. Concerning our own distinctiveness, how-
ever, it is needful to speak, whereby we may distinguish ourselves
enough. Our very nature is distinctiveness. If we are not true to this
nature we do not distinguish ourselves enough. Therefore must we
make distinctions of qualities.

What is the harm, ye ask, in not distinguishing oneself? If we do
not distinguish, we get beyond our own nature, away from creatura.
We fall into indistinctiveness, which is the other quality of the
pleroma. We fall into the pleroma itself and cease to be creatures.
We are given over to dissolution in the nothingness. This is the death
of the creature. Therefore we die in such measure as we do not
distinguish. Hence the natural striving of the creature goeth towards
distinctiveness, fighteth against primeval, perilous sameness. This is
called the priNcIPIUM INDIVIDUATIONIS. This principle is the essence
of the creature. From this you can see why indistinctiveness and non-
distinction are a great danger for the creature.

We must, therefore, distinguish the qualities of the pleroma. The
qualities are PAIRS OF OPPOSITES, such as—

The Effective and the Ineffective.
Fullness and Emptiness.

Living and Dead.

Difference and Sameness.

Light and Darkness.

The Hot and the Cold.
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Force and Matter.

Time and Space.

Good and Evil.

Beauty and Ugliness.

The One and the Many. etc.

The pairs of opposites are qualities of the pleroma which are not,
because each balanceth each. As we are the pleroma itself, we also
have all these qualities in us. Because the very ground of our nature
is distinctiveness, therefore we have these qualities in the name and
sign of distinctiveness, which meaneth—

1. These qualities are distinct and separate in us one from the
other; therefore they are not balanced and void, but are effective.
Thus are we the victims of the pairs of opposites. The pleroma
is rent in us.

2. The qualities belong to the pleroma, and only in the name and
sign of distinctiveness can and must we possess or live them.
We must distinguish ourselves from qualities. In the pleroma
they are balanced and void; in us not. Being distinguished from
them delivereth us.

\When we strive after the good or the beautiful, we thereby forget
our own nature, which is distinctiveness, and we are delivered over
to the qualities of the pleroma, which are pairs of opposites. We
labor to attain to the good and the beautiful, yet at the same time we
also lay hold of the evil and the ugly, since in the pleroma these are
one with the good and the beautiful. When, however, we remain true
to our own nature, which is distinctiveness, we distinguish ourselves
from the good and the beautiful, and, therefore, at the same time,
from the evil and the ugly. And thus we fall not into the pleroma,
namely, into nothingness and dissolution.

Thou sayest, ye object, that difference and sameness are also
qualities of the pleroma. How would it be, then, if we strive after
difference? Are we, in so doing, not true to our own nature? And
must we none the less be given over to sameness when we strive after
difference?

Ye must not forget that the pleroma hath no qualities. We create
them through thinking. If, therefore, ye strive after difference or
sameness, or any qualities whatsoever, ye pursue thoughts which
flow to you out of the pleroma; thoughts, namely, conceming non-
existing qualities of the pleroma. Inasmuch as ye run after these
thoughts, ye fall again into the pleroma, and reach difference and
sameness at the same time. Not your thinking, but your being, is
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distinctiveness. Therefore not after difference, as ye think it, must ye
strive; but after Your owN BEING. At bottom, therefore, there is only
one striving, namely, the striving after your own being. If ye had this
striving ye would not need to know anything about the pleroma and
its qualities, and yet would ye come to your right goal by virtue of
your own being. Since, however, thought estrangeth from being, that
knowledge must I teach you wherewith ye may be able to hold your
thought in leash.

Sermo I1

In the night the dead stood along the wall and cried:

We would have knowledge of god. Where is god? Is god dead?

God is not dead. Now, as ever, he liveth. God is creatura, for he is
something definite, and therefore distinct from the pleroma. God is
quality of the pleroma, and everything which I said of creatura also
is true concerning him.

He is distinguished, however, from created beings through this,
that he is more indefinite and indeterminable than they. He is less
distinct than created beings, since the ground of his being is effective
fullness. Only in so far as he is definite and distinct is he creatura,
and in like measure is he the manifestation of the effective fullness of
the pleroma.

Everything which we do not distinguish falleth into the pleroma
and is made void by its opposite. If, therefore, we do not distinguish
god, effective fullness is for us extinguished.

Moreover god is the pleroma itself, as likewise each smallest point
in the created and uncreated is the pleroma itself.

Effective void is the nature of the devil. God and devil are the first
manifestations of nothingness, which we call the pleroma. It is in-
different whether the pleroma is or is not, since in everything it is
balanced and void. Not so creatura. In so far as god and devil are
creatura they do not extinguish each other, but stand one against the
other as effective opposites. We need no proof of their existence. It is
enough that we must always be speaking of them. Even if both were
not, creatura, of its own essential distinctiveness, would forever dis-
tinguish them anew out of the pleroma.

Everything that discrimination taketh out of the pleroma is a pair
of opposites. To god, therefore, always belongeth the devil.

This inseparability is as close and, as your own life hath made you
see, as indissoluble as the pleroma itself. Thus it is that both stand
very close to the pleroma, in which all opposites are extinguished and
joined.
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God and devil are distinguished by the qualities fullness and
emptiness, generation and destruction. EFFECTIVENESs is common to
both. Effectiveness joineth them. Effectiveness, therefore, standeth
above both; is a god above god, since in its effect it uniteth fullness
and emptiness.

This is a god whom ye knew not, for mankind forgot it. We name it
by its name aBRAxAs. It is more indefinite still than god and devil.

That god may be distinguished from it, we name god HELIOS or
Sun. Abraxas is effect. Nothing standeth opposed to it but the ineffec-
tive; hence its effective nature freely unfoldeth itself. The ineffective
is not, therefore resisteth not. Abraxas standeth above the sun and
above the devil. It is improbable probability, unreal reality. Had the
pleroma a being, Abraxas would be its manifestation. It is the effective
itself, not any particular effect, but effect in general.

It is unreal reality, because it hath no definite effect.

It is also creatura, because it is distinct from the pleroma.

The sun hath a definite effect, and so hath the devil. Wherefore do
they appear to us more effective than indefinite Abraxas.

It is force, duration, change.

The dead now raised a great tumult, for they were Christians.

Sermo III

Like mists arising from a marsh, the dead came near and cried:
Speak further unto us concerning the supreme god.

Hard to know is the deity of Abraxas. Its power is the greatest,
because man perceiveth it not. From the sun he draweth the sum-
mum bonum; from the devil the infimum malum; but from Abraxas
LIFE, altogether indefinite, the mother of good and evil.

Smaller and weaker life seemeth to be than the summum bonum;
wherefore is it also hard to conceive that Abraxas transcendeth even
the sun in power, who is himself the radiant source of all the force of
life.

Abraxas is the sun, and at the same time the eternally sucking
gorge of the void, the belittling and dismembering devil.

The power of Abraxas is twofold; but ye see it not, because for
your eyes the warring opposites of this power are extinguished.

What the god-sun speaketh is life.

What the devil speaketh is death.

But Abraxas speaketh that hallowed and accursed word which is
life and death at the same time.

Abraxas begetteth truth and lying, good and evil, light and dark-
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ness, in the same word and in the same act. Wherefore is Abraxas
terrible.

It is splendid as the lion in the instant he striketh down his victim.
It is beautiful as a day of spring. It is the great Pan himself and also
the small one. It is Priapos.

It is the monster of the under-world, a thousand-armed polyp,
coiled knot of winged serpents, frenzy.

It is the hermaphrodite of the earliest beginning.

It is the lord of the toads and frogs, which live in the water and go
up on the land, whose chorus ascendeth at noon and at midnight.

It is abundance that seeketh union with emptiness.

It is holy begetting.

It is love and love’s murder.

It is the saint and his betrayer.

It is the brightest light of day and the darkest night of madness.

To look upon it, is blindness.

To know it, is sickness.

To worship it, is death.

To fear it, is wisdom.

To resist it not, is redemption.

God dwelleth behind the sun, the devil behind the night. What
god bringeth forth out of the light the devil sucketh into the night.
But Abraxas is the world, its becoming and its passing. Upon every
gift that cometh from the god-sun the devil layeth his curse.

Everything that ye entreat from the god-sun begetteth a deed of
the devil.

Everything that ye create with the god-sun giveth effective power
to the devil.

That is terrible Abraxas.

It is the mightiest creature, and in it the creature is afraid of itself.

It is the manifest opposition of creatura to the pleroma and its
nothingness.

It is the son’s horror of the mother.

It is the mother’s love for the son.

It is the delight of the earth and the cruelty of the heavens.

Before its countenance man becometh like stone.

Before it there is no question and no reply.

It is the life of creatura.

It is the operation of distinctiveness.

It is the love of man.

It is the speech of man.
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It is the appearance and the shadow of man.
It is illusory reality.

Now the dead howled and raged, for they were unperfected.

Sermo IV

The dead filled the place murmuring and said:

Tell us of gods and devils, accursed one!

The god-sun is the highest good; the devil is the opposite. Thus
have ye two gods. But there are many high and good things and
many great evils. Among these are two god-devils; the one is the
BURNING ONE, the other the GROWING ONE.

The burning one is ERos, who hath the form of flame. Flame giveth
light because it consumeth.

The growing one is the TREE OF LIFE. It buddeth, as in growing it
heapeth up living stuff.

Eros flameth up and dieth. But the tree of life groweth with slow
and constant increase through unmeasured time.

Good and evil are united in the flame.

Good and evil are united in the increase of the tree. In their
divinity stand life and love opposed.

Innumerable as the host of the stars is the number of gods and
devils.

Each star is a god, and each space that a star filleth is a devil. But
the empty-fullness of the whole is the pleroma.

The operation of the whole is Abraxas, to whom only the ineffec-
tive standeth opposed.

Four is the number of the principal gods, as four is the number of
the world’s measurements.

One is the beginning, the god-sun.

Two is Eros; for he bindeth twain together and outspreadeth
himself in brightness.

. Three is the Tree of Life, for it filleth space with bodily forms.

Four is the devil, for he openeth all that is closed. All that is
formed of bodily nature doth he dissolve; he is the destroyer in
whom everything is brought to nothing.

_ For me, to whom knowledge hath been given of the multiplicity
and diversity of the gods, it is well. But woe unto you, who replace
these incompatible many by a single god. For in so doing ye beget
the torment which is bred from not understanding, and ye mutilate

the creature whose nature and aim is distinctiveness. How can ye be
)
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true to your own nature when ye try to change the many into one?
What ye do unto the gods is done likewise unto you. Ye all become
equal and thus is your nature maimed.

Equality shall prevail not for god, but only for the sake of man.
For the gods are many, whilst men are few. The gods are mighty and
can endure their manifoldness. For like the stars they abide in
solitude, parted one from the other by immense distances. But men
are weak and cannot endure their manifold nature. Therefore they
dwell together and need communion, that they may bear their sepa-
rateness. For redemption’s sake I teach you the rejected truth, for the
sake of which I was rejected.

The multiplicity of the gods correspondeth to the multiplicity of
man.

Numberless gods await the human state. Numberless gods have
been men. Man shareth in the nature of the gods. He cometh from
the gods and goeth unto god.

Thus, just as it serveth not to reflect upon the pleroma, it availeth
not to worship the multiplicity of the gods. Least of all availeth it to
worship the first god, the effective abundance and the summum
bonum. By our prayer we can add to it nothing, and from it nothing
take; because the effective void swalloweth all.

The bright gods form the celestial world. It is manifold and infi-
nitely spreading and increasing. The god-sun is the supreme lord of
that world.

The dark gods form the earth-world. They are simple and infinitely
diminishing and declining. The devil is the earth-world’s lowest lord,
the moon-spirit, satellite of the earth, smaller, colder, and more dead
than the earth.

There is no difference between the might of the celestial gods and
those of the earth. The celestial gods magnify, the earth-gods dimin-
ish. Measureless is the movement of both.

Sermo V

The dead mocked and cried: Teach us, fool, of the church and
holy communion.

The world of the gods is made manifest in spirituality and in
sexuality. The celestial ones appear in spirituality, the earthly in
sexuality.

Spirituality conceiveth and embraceth. It is womanlike and there-
fore we call it MATER cOELEsTIS, the celestial mother. Sexuality en-
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gendereth and createth. It is manlike, and therefore we call it PHALLOS,
the earthly father.

The sexuality of man is more of the earth, the sexuality of woman
is more of the spirit.

The spirituality of man is more of heaven, it goeth to the greater.

The spirituality of woman is more of the earth, it goeth to the
smaller.

Lying and devilish is the spirituality of the man which goeth to the
smaller.

Lying and devilish is the spirituality of the woman which goeth to
the greater.

Each must go to its own place.

Man and woman become devils one to the other when they divide
not their spiritual ways, for the nature of creatura is distinctiveness.

The sexuality of man hath an earthward course, the sexuality of
woman a spiritual. Man and woman become devils one to the other if
they distinguish not their sexuality.

Man shall know of the smaller, woman the greater.

Man shall distinguish himself both from spirituality and from
sexuality. He shall call spirituality Mother, and set her between
heaven and earth. He shall call sexuality Phallos, and set him be-
tween himself and earth. For the Mother and the Phallos are super-
human daemons which reveal the world of the gods. They are for us
more effective than the gods, because they are closely akin to our
own nature. Should ye not distinguish yourselves from sexuality and
from spirituality, and not regard them as of a nature both above you
and beyond, then are ye delivered over to them as qualities of the
pleroma. Spirituality and sexuality are not your qualities, not things
which ye possess and contain. But they possess and contain you; for
they are powerful daemons, manifestations of the gods, and are,
therefore, things which reach beyond you, existing in themselves. No
man hath a spirituality unto himself, or a sexuality unto himself. But
he standeth under the law of spirituality and of sexuality.

No man, therefore, escapeth these daemons. Ye shall look upon
them as daemons, and as a common task and danger, a common
burden which life hath laid upon you. Thus is life for you also a
common task and danger, as are the gods, and first of all terrible
Abraxas.

Man is weak, therefore is communion indispensable. If your com-
munion be not under the sign of the Mother, then is it under the sign
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of the Phallos. No communion is suffering and sickness. Communion
in everything is dismemberment and dissolution.

Distinctiveness leadeth to singleness. Singleness is opposed to com-
munion. But because of man’s weakness over against the gods and
daemons and their invincible law is communion needful. Therefore
shall there be as much communion as is needful, not for man’s sake,
but because of the gods. The gods force you to communion. As much
as they force you, so much is communion needed, more is evil.

In communion let every man submit to others, that communion be
maintained; for ye need it.

In singleness the one man shall be superior to the others, that every
man may come to himself and avoid slavery.

In communion there shall be continence.

In singleness there shall be prodigality.

Communion is depth.

Singleness is height.

Right measure in communion purifieth and preserveth.

Right measure in singleness purifieth and increaseth.

Communion giveth us warmth, singleness giveth us light.

Sermo VI

The daemon of sexuality approacheth our soul as a serpent. It is
half human and appeareth as thought-desire.

The daemon of spirituality descendeth into our soul as the white
bird. It is half human and appeareth as desire-thought.

The serpent is. an earthy soul, half daemonic, a spirit, and akin to
the spirits of the dead. Thus too, like these, she swarmeth around in
the things of earth, making us either to fear them or pricking us with
intemperate desires. The serpent hath a nature like unto woman. She
seeketh ever the company of the dead who are held by the spell of
the earth, they who found not the way beyond that leadeth to
singleness. The serpent is a whore. She wantoneth with the devil and
with evil spirits; a mischievous tyrant and tormentor, ever seducing
to evilest company. The white bird is a half-celestial soul of man. He
bideth with the Mother, from time to time descending. The bird hath
a nature like unto man, and is effective thought. He is chaste and
solitary, a messenger of the Mother. He flieth high above earth. He
commandeth singleness. He bringeth knowledge from the distant
ones who went before and are perfected. He beareth our word above
to the Mother. She intercedeth, she warneth, but against the gods she
hath no power. She is a vessel of the sun. The_serpent goeth below
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and with her cunning she lameth the phallic daemon, or else goadeth
him on. She yieldeth up the too crafty thoughts of the earthy one,
those thoughts which creep through every hole and cleave to all
things with desirousness. The serpent, doubtless, willeth it not, yet
she must be of usc to us. She fleeth our grasp, thus showing us the
way, which with our human wits we could not find.

With disdainful glance the dead spake: Cease this talk of gods and
daemons and souls. At bottom this hath long been known to us.

Sermo VII

Yet when night was come the dead again approached with lamen-
table mien and said: There is yet one matter we forgot to mention.
Teach us about man.

Man is a gateway, through which from the outer world of gods,
daemons, and souls ye pass into the inner world; out of the greater
into the smaller world. Small and transitory is man. Already is he
behind you, and once again ye find yourselves in endless space, in
the smaller or innermost infinity. At immeasurable distance standeth
one single Star in the zenith.

This is the one god of this one man. This is his world, his pleroma,
his divinity.

In this world is man Abraxas, the creator and the destroyer of his
own world.

This Star is the god and the goal of man.

This is his one guiding god. In him goeth man to his rest. Toward
him goeth the long journey of the soul after death. In him shineth
forth as light all that man bringeth back from the greater world. To
this one god man shall pray.

Prayer increaseth the light of the Star. It casteth a bridge over
death. It prepareth life for the smaller world and assuageth the
hopeless desires of the greater.

\Vhen the greater world waxeth cold, burneth the Star.

Between man and his one god there standeth nothing, so long as
man can turn away his eyes from the flaming spectacle of Abraxas.

Man here, god there.

Weakness and nothingness here, there eternally creative power.

Here nothing but darkness and chilling moisture.

There wholly sun.

Whereupon the dead were silent and ascended like the smoke above
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the herdsman’s fire, who through the night kept watch over his
flock.

ANAGRAMMA:
NAHTRIHECCUNDE

GAHINNEVERAHTUNIN
ZEHGESSURKLACH

ZUNNUS.
(Translated by H. G. Baynes)
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Amplification. Elaboration and clarification of a dream-image by
means of directed association (g.v.) and of parallels from the human
sciences (symbology, mythology, mysticism, folklore, history of reli-
gion, ethnology, etc.).

Anima and Animus. Personification of the feminine nature of a man’s
unconscious and the masculine nature of a woman’s. This psychologi-
cal bisexuality is a reflection of the biological fact that it is the larger
number of male (or female) genes which is the decisive factor in the
determination of sex. The smaller number of contrasexual genes seems
to produce a corresponding contrasexual character, which usually re-
mains unconscious. Anima and animus manifest themselves most
typically in personified form as figures in dreams and fantasies
(“dream girl,” “dream lover”), or in the irrationalities of a man’s
feeling and a woman’s thinking. As regulators of behavior they are
two of the most influential archetypes (q.v.).

. G. JunG: “Lvery man carries within him the eternal image of
woman, not the image of this or that particular woman, but a defini-
tive feminine image. This image is fundamentally unconscious, an
hereditary factor of primordial origin engraved in the living organic
system of the man, an imprint or ‘archetype’ [g.v.] of all the ancestral
experiences of the female, a deposit, as it were, of all the impressions
ever made by woman . . . Since this image is unconscious, it is al-
ways unconsciously projected upon the person of the beloved, and is
one of the chief reasons for passionate attraction or aversion.”

(The Development of Personality, C\W 17, p. 198)

“In its primary ‘unconscious’ form the animus is a compound of
spontaneous, unpremeditated opinions which exercise a powerful in-
fluence on the woman’s emotional life, while the anima is similarly
compounded of feelings which thereafter influence or distort the
man’s understanding (‘she has turned his head’). Consequently the
animus likes to project itself upon ‘intellectuals’ and all kinds of
‘heroes,” including tenors, artists, sporting celcbritics, ctc. The anima
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has a predilection for everything that is unconscious, dark, equivocal,
and at a loose end in woman, and also for her vanity, frigidity, help-
lessness, and so forth.”

( The Practice of Psychotherapy, CW 16, p. 301)
. no man can converse with an animus for five minutes without
becoming the victim of his own anima. Anyone who still had énough
sense of humour to listen objectively to the ensuing dialogue would
be staggered by the vast number of commonplaces, misapplied
truisms, clichés from newspapers and novels, shop-soiled platitudes
of every description interspersed with vulgar abuse and brain-splitting
lack of logic. It is a dialogue which, irrespective of its participants, is
repeated millions and millions of times in all languages of the world
and always remains essentially the same.”  (Aion, CW g, ii, p. 15)

“The natural function of the animus (as well as of the anima) is to
remain in [their] place between individual consciousness and the
collective unconscious [g.v.]; exactly as the persona [q.v.] is a sort of
stratum between the ego-consciousness and the objects of the external
world. The animus and the anima should function as a bridge, or a
door, leading to the images of the collective unconscious, as the
persona should be a sort of bridge into the world.”

(Unpublished Seminar Notes. “Visions” I, p. 116)

«

Archetype. c. 6. Junc: “The concept of the archetype . . . is derived
from the repeated observation that, for instance, the myths and fairy-
tales of world literature contain definite motifs which crop up every-
where. We meet these same motifs in the fantasies, dreams, deliria,
and delusions of individuals living today. These typical images and
associations are what I call archetypal ideas. The more vivid they
are, the more they will be coloured by particularly strong feeling-
tones . . . They impress, influence, and fascinate us. They have their
origin in the archetype, which in itself is an irrepresentable uncon-
scious, pre-cxistent form that seems to be part of the inherited struc-
ture of the psyche and can therefore manifest itself spontaneously
anywhere, at any time. Because of its instinctual nature, the arche-
type underlies the feeling-toned complexes [g.v.] and shares their
autonomy.” (Civilization in Transition, CW 10, in preparation)

“Again and again I encounter the mistaken notion that an archetype
is determined in regard to its content, in other words that it is a kind
of unconscious idea (if such an expression be admissible). It is neces-
sary to point out once more that archetypes are not determined as
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regards their content, but only as regards their form and then only
to a very limited degree. A primordial image [g.v.] is determined as
to its content only when it has become conscious and is therefore
filled out with the material of conscious experience. Its form, however,
. might perhaps be compared to the axial system of a crystal,
which, as it were, preforms the crystalline structure in the mother
liquid, although it has no material existence of its own. This first ap-
pears according to the specific way in which the ions and molecules
aggregate. The archetype in itself is empty and purely formal, nothing
but a facultas praeformandi, a possibility of representation which is
given a priori. The representations themselves are not inherited, only
the forms, and in that respect they correspond in every way to the
instincts, which are also determined in form only. The existence of
the instincts can no more be proved than the existence of the arche-
types, so long as they do not manifest themselves concretely.”
(The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, CW g, i, pp. 79 £f.)
“. . . it seems to me probable that the real nature of the archetype
is not capable of being made conscious, that it is transcendent, on
which account I call it psychoid [g.v.].”
(The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 213)

Association. The linking of ideas, perceptions, etc. according to simi-
larity, coexistence, opposition, and causal dependence. Free associa-
tion in Freudian dream interpretation: spontaneous ideas occurring
to the dreamer, which need not necessarily refer to the dream situa-
tion. Directed or controlled association in Jungian dream interpreta-
tion: spontaneous ideas which proceed from a given dream situation
and constantly relate to it.

Association test. Methods for discovering complexes (g.v.) by meas-
uring the reaction time and interpreting the answers to given stimulus
words. Complex-indicators: prolonged reaction time, faults, or the
idiosyncratic quality of the answers when the stimulus words touch
on complexes which the subject wishes to hide or of which he is not
conscious.

Complex. c. . yunc: “Complexes are psychic fragments which have
split off owing to traumatic influences or certain incompatible tenden-
cies. As the association experiments prove, complexes interfere with
the intentions of the will and disturb the conscious performance; they
produce disturbances of memory and blockages in the flow of associa-
tions [q.v.]; they appear and disappear according to their own laws;
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they can temporarily obsess consciousness, or influence speech and
action in an unconscious way. In a word, complexes behave like inde-
pendent beings, a fact especially evident in abnormal states of mind.
In the voices heard by the insane they even take on a personal ego-
character like that of the spirits who manifest themselves through
automatic writing and similar techniques.”

(The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 121)

Consciousness. C. G. JUNG: “When one reflects upon what conscious-
ness really is, one is profoundly impressed by the extreme wonder of
the fact that an event which takes place outside in the cosmos simul-
taneously produces an internal image, that it takes place, so to speak,
inside as well, which is to say: becomes conscious.”
(Basel Seminar, privately printed, 1934, p. 1)
“For indeed our consciousness does not create itself—it wells up
from unknown depths. In childhood it awakens gradually, and all
through life it wakes each morning out of the depths of sleep from
an unconscious condition. It is like a child that is born daily out of
the primordial womb of the unconscious.”

(Psychology and Religion: West and East, CW 11, pp. 569f.)

Dream. c. 6. JUNG: “The dream is a little hidden door in the innermost
and most secret recesses of the psyche, opening into that cosmic night
which was psyche long before there was any ego-consciousness, and
which will remain psyche no matter how far our ego-consciousness
may extend . . . All consciousness separates; but in dreams we put
on the likeness of that more universal, truer, more eternal man dwell-
ing in the darkness of primordial night. There he is still the whole,
and the whole is in him, indistinguishable from nature and bare of
all egohood. Out of these all-uniting depths arises the dream, be it
never so infantile, never so grotesque, never so immoral.”
(Civilization in Transition, CW 10, in preparation)

Extraversion. Attitude-type characterized by concentration of interest
on the external object. See Introversion.

God-image. A term derived from the Church Fathers, according to
whom the imago Dei is imprinted on the human soul. When such an
image is spontaneously produced in dreams, fantasies, visions, ete. it
is, from the psychological point of view, a symbol of the self ( q.v.), of
psychic wholeness.
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C. G. Junag: “It is only through the psyche that we can establish that
God acts upon us, but we are unable to distinguish whether these
actions emanate from God or from the unconscious. We cannot tell
whether God and the unconscious are two different entities. Both are
border-line concepts for transcendental contents. But empirically it
can be established, with a sufficient degree of probability, that there
is in the unconscious an archetype of wholeness which manifests it-
self spontaneously in dreams, etc., and a tendency, independent of
the conscious will, to relate other archetypes to this centre. Conse-
quently, it does not seem improbable that the archetype produces a
symbolism which has always characterized and expressed the Deity
. « . The God-image does not coincide with the unconscious as such,
but with a special content of it, namely the archetype of the self. It
is this archetype from which we can no longer distinguish the God-
image empirically.”

(Psychology and Religion: West and East, CW 11, pp. 468 f.)

“One can, then, explain the God-image . . . as a reflection of the
self, or, conversely, explain the self as an imago Dei in man.”

(Ibid., p. 190)

Hierosgamos. Sacred or spiritual marriage, union of archetypal figures
in the rebirth mysteries of antiquity and also in alchemy. Typical
examples are the representation of Christ and the Church as bride-
groom and bride (sponsus et sponsa) and the alchemical conjunction
of sun and moon.

Individuation. c. ¢. yunG: “I use the term ‘individuation’ to denote the
process by which a person becomes a psychological ‘in-dividual,” that
is, a separate, indivisible unity or ‘whole.””
(The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, CW g, i, p. 275)
“Individuation means becoming a single, homogeneous being, and,
in so far as ‘individuality” embraces our innermost, last, and incom-
parable uniqueness, it also implies becoming one’s own self. We could
therefore translate individuation as ‘coming to selfhood’ or ‘self-reali-
zation.”” (Two Essays on Analytical Psychology, CW 7, p. 171)
“But again and again I note that the individuation process is con-
fused with the coming of the ego into consciousness and that the ego
is in consequence identified with the self, which naturally produces
a hopeless conceptual muddle. Individuation is then nothing but ego-
centredness and autoeroticism. But the self comprises infinitely more
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than a mere ego . . . It is as much one’s self, and all other selves, as
the ego. Individuation does not shut one out from the world, but
gathers the world to oneself.”

(The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 226)

Inflation. Expansion of the personality beyond its proper limits by
identification with the persona (g.v.) or with an archetype (q.v.), or
in pathological cases with a historical or religious figure. It produces
an exaggerated sense of one’s self-importance and is usually compen-
sated by feelings of inferiority.

Introversion. Attitude-type characterized by orientation in life
through subjective psychic contents. See Extraversion.

Mana. Melanesian word for extraordinarily effective power emanat-
ing from a human being, object, action, or event, or from supernatural
beings and spirits. Also health, prestige, power to work magic and tc
heal. A primitive concept of psychic energy.

Mandala (Sanskrit ). Magic circle. In Jung, symbol of the center, the
goal, or the self (g.v.) as psychic totality; self-representation of a
psychic process of centering; production of a new center of person-
ality. This is symbolically represented by the circle, the square, or the
quaternity (g.v.), by symmetrical arrangements of the number four
and its multiples. In Lamism and Tantric Yoga the mandala is an
instrument of contemplation (yantra), seat and birthplace of the
gods. Disturbed mandala: Any form that deviates from the circle,
square, or equal-armed cross, or whose basic number is not four or
its multiples.

c. ¢. JuNG: “Mandala means a circle, more especially a magic circle,
and this form of symbol is not only to be found all through the East,
but also among us; mandalas are amply represented in the Middle
Ages. The specifically Christian ones come from the earlier Middle
Ages. Most of them show Christ in the centre, with the four evange-
lists, or their symbols, at the cardinal points. This conception must be
a very ancient one because Horus was represented with his four sons
in the same way by the Egyptians . . . For the most part, the man-
dala form is that of a flower, cross, or wheel, with a distinct tendency
toward four as the basis of the structure.”

(The Secret of the Golden Flower, 1945, pp. 96f.)

“Mandalas . . . usually appear in situations of psychic confusion
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and disorientation. The archetype thereby constellated represents a
pattern of order which, like a psychological ‘view-finder’ marked with
a cross or circle divided into four, is superimposed on the psychic
chaos so that each content falls into place and the weltering con-
fusion is held together by the protective circle . . . At the same time
they are yantras, instruments with whose help the order is brought
into being.” (Civilization in Transition, CW 10, in preparation)

Numirosum. Rudolf Otto’s term (in his Idea of the Holy) for the in-
expressible, mysterious, terrifying, directly experienced and pertain-
ing only to the divinity.

Persona. Originally, the mask worn by an actor.

C.c. JunG: “The persona . . . is the individual’s system of adapta-
tion to, or the manner he assumes in dealing with, the world. Every
calling or profession, for example, has its own characteristic persona.
. . . Only, the danger is that [people] become identical with their
personas—the professor with his text-book, the tenor with his voice.
. . . One could say, with a little exaggeration, that the persona is
that which in reality one is not, but which oneself as well as others
think one is.”

( The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, CW g, i, pp. 122 f.)

Primordial image. ( Jakob Burckhardt) Term originally used by Jung
for archetype (q.v.).

Psychoid. “Soul-like” or “quasi-psychic.”

C. G. juxc: “ .. the collective unconscious . .. represents a
psyche that . . . cannot be directly perceived or ‘represented, in
contrast to the perceptible psychic phenomena, and on account of its
‘irrepresentable’ nature I have called it ‘psychoid.””

(The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 436)

Quaternity. c. . Juxc: “The quaternity is an archetype of almost uni-
versal occurrence. It forms the logical basis for any whole judgment.
If one wishes to pass such a judgment, it must have this fourfold
aspect. For instance, if you want to describe the horizon as a whole,
you name the four quarters of heaven. . . . There are always four
elements, four prime qualities, four colours, four castes, four ways of
spiritual development, etc. So, too, there are four aspects of psycho-
logical orientation . . . In order to orient ourselves, we must have a
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function which ascertains that something is there (sensation); a sec-
ond function which established what is is (thinking); a third function
which states whether it suits us or not, whether we wish to accept it
or not (feeling), and a fourth function which indicates where it came
from and where it is going (intuition). When this has been done,
there is nothing more to say. . . . The ideal of completeness is the
circle or sphere, but its natural minimal division is a quaternity.”
(Psychology and Religion: West and East, CW 11, p. 167)
A quaternity or quaternion often has a 3 + 1 structure, in that one
of the terms composing it occupies an exceptional position or has a
nature unlike that of the others. (For instance three of the symbols of
the Evangelists are animals and that of the fourth, of St. Luke, is an
angel.) This is the “Fourth,” which, added to the other three, makes
them “One,” symbolizing totality. In analytical psychology often the
“inferior” function (i.e., that function which is not at the conscious
disposal of the subject) represents the “Fourth,” and its integration
into consciousness is one of the major tasks of the process of indi-
viduation (gq.v.).

Self. The central archetype (g.v.); the archetype of order; the totality
of the personality. Symbolized by circle, square, quaternity (q.v.),
child, mandala (q.v.), etc.

C. G. Juncg: “ . . the self is a quantity that is superordinate to the
conscious ego. It embraces not only the conscious but also the un-
conscious psyche, and is therefore, so to speak, a personality which
we dalso are. . . . There is little hope of our ever being able to reach
even approximate consciousness of the self, since however much we
may make conscious there will always exist an indeterminate and in-
determinable amount of unconscious material which belongs to the
totality of the self.”

(Two Essays on Analytical Psychology, CW 7, p. 175)

“The self is not only the centre but also the whole circumference
which embraces both conscious and unconscious; it is the centre of
this totality, just as the ego is the centre of the conscious mind.”

(Psychology and Alchemy, CW 12, p. 41)

. . the self is our life’s goal, for it is the completest expression of
that fateful combination we call individuality . . .”

(Two Essays on Analytical Psychology, CW 7, p. 238)

“«

Shadow. The inferior part of the personality; sum of all personal and
collective psychic elements which, because of their incompatibility
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with the chosen conscious attitude, are denied expression in life and
therefore coalesce into a relatively autonomous “splinter personality”
with contrary tendencies in the unconscious. The shadow behaves
compensatorily to consciousness; hence its effects can be positive as
well as negative. In dreams, the shadow figure is always of the same
sex as the dreamer.

C. 6. JunG: “The shadow personifies everything that the subject re-
fuses to acknowledge about himself and yet is always thrusting itself
upon him directly or indirectly—for instance, inferior traits of charac-
ter and other incompatible tendencies.”

(The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, CW o, i, pp. 284 f.)

“ . . the shadow [is] that hidden, repressed, for the most part in-
ferior and guilt-laden personality whose ultimate ramifications reach
back into the realm of our animal ancestors and so comprise the
whole historical aspect of the unconscious. . . . If it has been be-
lieved hitherto that the human shadow was the source of all evil, it
can now be ascertained on closer investigation that the unconscious
man, that is, his shadow, does not consist only of morally reprehensi-
ble tendencies, but also displays a number of good qualities, such as
normal instincts, appropriate reactions, realistic insights, creative
impulses, etc.” (Aion, CW g, ii, p. 266)

Soul. c. c. yune: “If the human [soul] is anything, it must be of un-
imaginable complexity and diversity, so that it cannot possibly be
approached through a mere psychology of instinct. I can only gaze
with wonder and awe at the depths and heights of our psychic nature.
Its non-spatial universe conceals an untold abundance of images
which have accumulated over millions of years of living development
and become fixed in the organism. My consciousness is like an eye
that penetrates to the most distant spaces, yet it is the psychic non-ego
that fills them with nonspatial images. And these images are not pale
shadows, but tremendously powerful psychic factors. . . . Beside
this picture I would like to place the spectacle of the starry heavens
at night, for the only equivalent of the universe within is the universe
without; and just as I reach this world through the medium of the
body, so I reach that world through the medium of the psyche.”
(Freud and Psychcanalysis, CW 4, pp. 331 £.)
“It would be blasphemy to assert that God can manifest Himself
everywhere save only in the human soul. Indeed the very intimacy of
the relationship between God and the soul automatically precludes
any devaluation of the latter. It would be going perhaps too far to
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speak of an affinity; but at all events the soul must contain in itself
the faculty of relation to God, i.e. a correspondence, otherwise a con-
nection could never come about. This correspondence is, in psycho-
logical terms, the archetype of the God-image [g.v.].”

( Psychology and Alchemy, CW 12, pp. 10f.)

Synchronicity. A term coined by Jung to designate the meaningful
coincidence or equivalence (a) of a psychic and a physical state or
event which have no causal relationship to one another. Such syn-
chronistic phenomena occur, for instance, when an inwardly per-
ceived event (dream, vision, premonition, etc.) is seen to have a
correspondence in external reality: the inner image of premonition
has “come true”; (b) of similar or identical thoughts, dreams, etc. oc-
curring at the same time in different places. Neither the one nor the
other coincidence can be explained by causality, but seems to be con-
nected primarily with activated archetypal processes in the uncon-
scious.

C. G. JUNG: “My preoccupation with the psychology of unconscious
processes long ago compelled me to look about for another principle
of explanation, because the causality principle seemed to me in-
adequate to explain certain remarkable phenomena of the psychology
of the unconscious. Thus I found that there are psychic parallelisms
which cannot be related to each other causally, but which must be
connected through another principle, namely the contingency of
events. This connection of events seemed to me essentially given by
the fact of their relative simultaneity, hence the term ‘synchronistic.’
It seems, indeed, as though time, far from being an abstraction, is a
concrete continuum which contains qualities or basic conditions that
manifest themselves simultaneously in different places through paral-
lelisms that cannot be explained causally, as, for example, in cases of
the simultaneous occurrence of identical thoughts, symbols, or psychic
states.” (The Secret of the Golden Flower, 1945, pp. 142 f., modified)

“I chose this term because the simultaneous occurrence of two
meaningfully but not causally connected events seemed to me an
essential criterion. I am therefore using the general concept of syn-
chronicity in the special sense of a coincidence in time of two or more
causally unrelated events which have the same or a similar meaning,
in contrast to ‘synchronism,” which simply means the simultaneous oc-
currence of two events.”

( The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 441)
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“Synchronicity is no more baffling or mysterious than the discon-
tinuities of physics. It is only the ingrained belief in the sovereign
power of causality that creates intellectual difficulties and makes it
appear unthinkable that causeless events exist or could ever occur.
. . . Meaningful coincidences are thinkable as pure chance. But the
more they multiply and the greater and more exact the correspond-
ence is, the more their probability sinks and their unthinkability in-
creases, until they can no longer be regarded as pure chance but, for
lack of a causal explanation, have to be thought of as meaningful ar-
rangements. . . . Their ‘inexplicability’ is not due to the fact that the
cause is unknown, but to the fact that a cause is not even thinkable
in intellectual terms.” (Ibid., pp. 5181.)

Unconscious, the. c. ¢. Junc: “Theoretically, no limits can be set to
the field of consciousness, since it is capable of indefinite extension.
Empirically, however, it always finds its limit when it comes up
against the unknown. This consists of everything we do not know,
which, therefore, is not related to the ego as the centre of the field of
consciousness. The unknown falls into two groups of objects: those
which are outside and can be experienced by the senses, and those
which are inside and are experienced immediately. The first group
comprises the unknown in the outer world; the second the unknown
in the inner world. We call this latter territory the unconscious.”
(Aion, CW g, ii, p. 3)

. everything of which I know, but of which I am not at the
moment thinking; everything of which I was once conscious but have
now forgotten; everything perceived by my senses, but not noted by
my conscious mind; everything which, involuntarily and without pay-
ing attention to it, I feel, think, remember, want, and do; all the
future things that are taking shape in me and will sometime come to
consciousness: all this is the content of the unconscious.”

(The Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche, CW 8, p. 185) .

“Besides these we must include all more or less intentional repres-
sions of painful thoughts and feelings. I call the sum of all these con-
tents the ‘personal unconscious.” But, over and above that, we also
find in the unconscious qualities that are not individually acquired
but are inherited, e.g., instincts as impulses to carry out actions from
necessity, without conscious motivation. In this ‘deeper’ stratum we
also find the . . . archetypes . . . The instincts and archetypes to-
gether form the ‘collective unconscious.” I call it ‘collective’ because,

«
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unlike the personal unconscious, it is not made up of individual and
more or less unique contents but of those which are universal and of
regular occurrence.” (Ibid., pp. 133f.)

“The first group comprises contents which are integral components
of the individual personality and therefore could just as well be con-
scious; the second group forms, as it were, an omnipresent, unchang-
ing, and everywhere identical quadlity or substrate of the psyche
per se.” (Aion, CW g, ii, p. 7)

“The deeper layers’ of the psyche lose their individual uniqueness
as they retreat farther and farther into darkness. ‘Lower down,’ that
is to say as they approach the autonomous functional systems, they
become increasingly collective until they are universalized and ex-
tinguished in the body’s materiality, i.e., in chemical substances. The
body’s carbon is simply carbon. Hence ‘at bottom’ the psyche is
simply ‘world.””

(The Archetypes and the Collective Unconscious, CW o, i, p. 173)
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The Collected Works of C. G. Jung

The publication of the first complete collected edition, in English, of
the works of C. G. Jung has been undertaken by Routledge and
Kegan Paul, Ltd, in England and by Bollingen Foundation in the
United States. Sir Herbert Read, Dr. Michael Fordham, and Dr.
Gerhard Adler compose the Editorial Committee; the translator is
R. F. C. Hull.

The volumes are not being published in strictly consecutive order;
but, generally speaking, works of which translations are lacking or
unavailable are given precedence. In the following list, dates of origi-
nal publication are given in parentheses (of original composition, in
brackets). Multiple dates indicate revisions.

Dagger (1) denotes volumes in preparation.

1. PSYCHIATRIC STUDIES

On the Psychology and Pathology of So-Called Occult Phenomena
(1902)

On Hysterical Misreading (1904)

Cryptomnesia (1905)

On Manic Mood Disorder (1903)

A Case of Hysterical Stupor in a Prisoner in Detention (1g02)

On Simulated Insanity (1g03)

A Medical Opinion on a Case of Simulated Insanity (1904)

A Third and Final Opinion on Two Contradictory Psychiatric Diag-
noses (1906)

On the Psychological Diagnosis of Facts ( 1905)

2. EXPERIMENTAL RESEARCHES

Studies in Word Association

The Associations of Normal Subjects (by Jung and Riklin) (1906)
Experimental Observations on Memory (1905)

On the Determination of Facts by Psychological Means (1906)
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An Analysis of the Associations of an Epileptic (1906)

The Association Method (1g10)

Reaction-Time in Association Experiments ( 1906)

On Disturbances in Reproduction in Association Experiments (1909)
Psychoanalysis and Association Experiments (1906)

Association, Dream, and Hysterical Symptoms (190g)

Psychophysical Researches

On Psychophysical Relations of the Association Experiment (1907)

Psychophysical Investigations with the Galvanometer and Pneumo-
graph in Normal and Insane Individuals (by Peterson and Jung)
(1907)

Further Investigations on the Galvanic Phenomenon and Respirations
in Normal and Insane Individuals (by Ricksher and Jung)

(1907-8)

3- THE PSYCHOGENESIS OF MENTAL DISEASE

The Psychology of Dementia Praecox (1907)

The Content of the Psychoses (1908/1914)

On Psychological Understanding (1914)

A Criticism of Bleuler’s Theory of Schizophrenic Negativism (1911)
On the Importance of the Unconscious in Psychopathology (1914)
On the Problem of Psychogenesis in Mental Disease (1919)

Mental Disease and the Psyche (1928)

On the Psychogenesis of Schizophrenia (1939)

Recent Thoughts on Schizophrenia (1957)

Schizophrenia (1958)

4. FREUD AND PSYCHOANALYSIS

Freud’s Theory of Hysteria: A Reply to Aschaffenburg (1906)

The Freudian Theory of Hysteria (1908)

The Analysis of Dreams (190g)

A Contribution to the Psychology of Rumour (1g910-11)

Onthe Significance of Number Dreams (1910-11)

Morton Prince, “Mechanism and Interpretation of Dreams™ A Criti-
cal Review (1911)

On the Criticism of Psychoanalysis (1910)

Concerning Psychoanalysis (1912)

The Theory of Psychoanalysis (1913)
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General Aspects of Psychoanalysis (1913)

Psychoanalysis and Neurosis (1916)

Some Crucial Points in Psychoanalysis: The Jung-Loj Correspond-
ence (1914)

Prefaces to “Collected Papers on Analytical Psychology” (1916, 1917)

The Significance of the Father in the Destiny of the Individual
(1909/1949)

Introduction to Kranefeldt’s “Secret Ways of the Mind” (1930)

Freud and Jung: Contrasts (1929)

5. SYMBOLS OF TRANSFORMATION (1912/1952°)

° Original German version, Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido, 1912 (=
Psychology of the Unconscious); present extensively revised version, 19s2.

6. PSYCHOLOGICAL TYPES (1921)

7. TWO ESSAYS ON ANALYTICAL PSYCHOLOGY

The Psychology of the Unconscious (1917/1926/1943 )
The Relations between the Ego and the Unconscious (1928)

Appendices:
New Paths in Psychology (1912)
The Structure of the Unconscious (1916)

8. THE STRUCTURE AND DYNAMICS OF THE
PSYCHE

On Psychic Energy (1928)

The Transcendent Function ([1916]/1957)

A Review of the Complex Theory (1934)

The Significance of Constitution and Heredity in Psychology (1929)
Psychological Factors Determining Human Behaviour (1937)
Instinct and the Unconscious (1919)

The Structure of the Psyche (1927/1931)

On the Nature of the Psyche (1947/1954)

General Aspects of Dream Psychology (1916/1948)

On the Nature of Dreams (1945/1948)

The Psychological Foundations of Belief in Spirits (1920/1948)
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Spirit and Life (1926)

Basic Postulates of Analytical Psychology (1931)
Analytical Psychology and Weltanschauung (1928/1931)
The Real and the Surreal (1933)

The Stages of Life (1930-1931)

The Soul and Death (1934)

Synchronicity: An Acausal Connecting Principle (1952)

Appendix: On Synchronicity (1951)

Q. PART I
THE ARCHETYPES AND THE COLLECTIVE
UNCONSCIOUS

Archetypes of the Collective Unconscious (1934/1954)

The Concept of the Collective Unconscious (1936)

Concerning the Archetypes, with Special Reference to the Anima
Concept (1936/1954)

Psychological Aspects of the Mother Archetype (1938/1954)

Concerning Rebirth (1940/1950)

The Psychology of the Child Archetype (1940)

The Psychological Aspects of the Kore {1941)

The Phenomenology of the Spirit in Fairytales (1945/1948)

On the Psychology of the Trickster-Figure (1954)

Conscious, Unconscious, and Individuation (1939)

A Study in the Process of Individuation (1934/1950)

Concerning Mandala Symbolism (1950)

Appendix: Mandalas (1955)

9. PART II
A10N (1051)

Researches into the Phenomenology of the Self
The Ego

The Shadow

The Syzygy: Anima and Animus

The Self

Christ, a Symbol of the Self

The Sign of the Fishes

The Prophecies of Nostradamus
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The Historical Significance of the Fish

The Ambivalence of the Fish Symbol

The Fish in Alchemy

The Alchemical Interpretation of the Fish

Background to the Psychology of Christian Alchemical Symbolism
Gnostic Symbols of the Self

The Structure and Dynamics of the Self

Conclusion

10. CIVILIZATION IN TRANSITIONf

The Role of the Unconscious (1918)

Mind and Earth (1927/1931)

Archaic Man (1931)

The Spiritual Problem of Modern Man (1928/1931)

The Love Problem of a Student (1928)

Woman in Europe (1927)

The Meaning of Psychology for Modern Man (1933/1934)

The State of Psychotherapy Today (1934)

Wotan (1936)

After the Catastrophe (1945)

The Fight with the Shadow (1946)

Epilogue to “Essays on Contemporary Events” (1946)

The Undiscovered Self ( Present and Future) (1957)

Flying Saucers: A Modern Myth (1958)

A Psychological View of Conscience (1958)

Good and Evil in Analytical Psychology (1959)

Introduction to Wolff’s “Studies in Jungian Psychology” (1959)

The Swiss Line in the European Spectrum (1928)

Reviews of Keyserling’s “America Set Free” (1930) and “La Révolu-
tion Mondiale” (1934)

Complications of American Psychology (1930)

The Dreamlike World of India (1939)

What India Can Teach Us (1939)

Appendix: Miscellaneous Shorter Papers

11. PSYCHOLOGY AND RELIGION:
WEST AND EAST

Western Religion

Psychology and Religion ( The Terry Lectures) (1938/1940)

A Psychological Approach to the Dogma of the Trinity (1942/1948)
Transformation Symbolism in the Mass (1942/1954)
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Forewords to White’s “God and the Unconscious” and Werblowsky’s
“Lucifer and Prometheus” (1952)

Brother Klaus (1933)

Psychotherapists or the Clergy (1932)

Psychoanalysis and the Cure of Souls (1928)

Answer to Job (1952)

Eastern Religion

Psychological Commentaries on “The Tibetan Book of the Great
Liberation” (1939) and “The Tibetan Book of the Dead” ( 1935/
1953)

Yoga and the West (1936)

Foreword to Suzuki’s “Introduction to Zen Buddhism™ (1939)

The Psychology of Eastern Meditation (1943)

The Holy Men of India: Introduction to Zimmer’s “Der Weg zum
Selbst” (1944)

Foreword to the “I Ching” (1950)

12. PSYCHOLOGY AND ALCHEMY (1944)

Introduction to the Religious and Psychological Problems of Alchemy
Individual Dream Symbolism in Relation to Alchemy (1936)
Religious Ideas in Alchemy (1937)

Epilogue

13. ALCHEMICAL STUDIES

Commentary on “The Secret of the Golden Flower” (1929)
The Spirit Mercurius (1943/1948)

Some Observations on the Visions of Zosimos (1938/1954)
Paracelsus as a Spiritual Phenomenon (1942)

The “Arbor philosophica” (1945/1954)

14. MYSTERIUM CONIUNCTIONIS (1955,1956)t

An Inquiry into the Separation and Synthesis of Psychic Op-
posites in Alchemy

The Components of the Coniunctio

The Paradoxa

The Personification of Opposites

Rex and Regina
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Adam and Eve
The Conjunction

15. THE SPIRIT IN MAN, ART, AND LITERA-
TURE {

Paracelsus (1929)

Paracelsus the Physician (1941)

Sigmund Freud: A Cultural Phenomenon (1932)

Sigmund Freud: An Obituary (1939)

Richard Wilhelm: An Obituary (1930)

Psychology and Literature (1930/1950)

On the Relation of Analytical Psychology to the Poetic Art (1922)
Picasso (1932)

“Ulysses” (1932)

Miscellaneous Forewords and Other Shorter Writings

16. THE PRACTICE OF PSYCHOTHERAPY ,

General Problems of Psychotherapy
Principles of Practical Psychotherapy (1935)
What Is Psychotherapy? (1935)

Some Aspects of Modern Psychotherapy (1930)
The Aims of Psychotherapy (1931)

Problems of Modern Psychotherapy (1929)
Psychotherapy and a Philosophy of Life (1943)
Medicine and Psychotherapy (1945)
Psychotherapy Today (1945)

Fundamental Questions of Psychotherapy (1951)

Specific Problems of Psychotherapy

The Therapeutic Value of Abreaction (1921/1928)
The Practical Use of Dream-Analysis (1934)
Psychology of the Transference (1946)

17. THE DEVELOPMENT OF PERSONALITY

Psychic Conflicts in a Child (1910/1946)

Introduction to Wickes’s “Analyse der Kinderseele” (1927/1931)
Child Development and Education (1928)

Analytical Psychology and Education: Three Lectures (1926/1946)
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The Gifted Child (1943)

The Significance of the Unconscious in Individual Education (1928)
The Development of Personality (1934)

Marriage as a Psychological Relationship (1925)

Final Volumes
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Bibliography of C. G. Jung’s Writings
General Index to the Collected Works
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Books.
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Aberdeen, 176

“Abraham, Father,” 66

Abu Simbel, 269, 274

acceptance, 297

Acts of the Apostles, 320

Adam, 88
and Eve, 38, 40

adaptation, social, 147

addiction, 329

adhista, 266, 267, 268

Adler, Alfred, 153

Advent, 19

Africa, 238ff, 253ff, 275, 371f
effect of, on Europeans, 245
hidden purpose of journey to,

273

afterlife, 299ff

aggression, 208

aigokeros, 339

Akbar, 218, 219, 220

Akley, Dr., 254

Albany (N.Y.), 368

Albert Nyanza, 270

alchemy, 201ff, 233, 275, 338
feminine principle in, 202

Greek, 185

language of, 205

literature of, 204f

and psychology, 221

and psychotherapy, 212

and religious philosophy, 209f
alcoholism, 120f
algebra, 27ff
Algiers, 371
Alyscamps, 172
Allahabad, 280
Allgemeine Zeitschrift fiir

Psychiatrie, 112

All Souls’ Day, 315
Alps, early memory of, 7
altar, red stone as, 174
Amenophis IV, 157
America, 120, 246ff

Jung and Freud in, 158, 365f
Americans, and Pueblo religion,

251f

Amfortas, 215
Amon-hotep, 157
amplification, 310, 316, 379
analysis, first, 119

lay, 136

training, 131f
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varying methods, 131f
anatomy, 100
ancestors, links with, 232
stone commemorating, 232
world of the, 144, 101
angel(s), 244
bad, 328
fall of, 327, 333
see also Jacob
anima, 8, 182, 186ff, 309, 379f
conversations with, 186
historical character of, 286
negative aspect of, 186
positive aspect of, 187
Anima Christi, 210
anima mundi, 211
animals, experiments on, 101
identity with, 101
relation to world, 66f
animus, 186, 379f
annihilation, world, 220
Anthroparion, 185 and n
Anthropos, 211, 221, 340
Aquarius, 339, 340
Arab culture, effects of contact
with, 244f
youth, dream figure, 242f
Arabia, 290
archaeology, 84, 162
archetypes/archetypal images,
22f, 161, 173, 221, 261, 318,
347, 38of
actuality of, 352
of immortality, 302
numinosity of, 144
rhetorical language of, 178
Wagner's, 235
Arles, 172
Arlesheim, 16, 22
arms, of Jung family, 232
Armaldus de Villanova, 226, 228
Arona, 306
art, early memories, isf
fantasy building and, 18sf, 195

Index

Artis Auriferae . . ., 204
Asklepios, 23, 227
association, 381
experiments, 115f, 120, 147f,
206
test, 381
Assumption, of Mary, 202n,332
Athai Plains, 255
atheism, 348
and Buddhism, 220
Atmavictu, 23
Augustine of Canterbury, St., 248
Augustus, 212
Aurea Cateng, 189and n
Aurora Consurgens, 184
aurum non vulgi/philosophorum,
210 and n, 232
authority and truth, relation in
Freud, 147ff
autobiography, Jung’s attitude to,
viiff, 3ff
awareness, maximum, 311
ayik, 266, 267, 268

baboons, 268f, 274

Babylonia, 162

Bachofen, J. J., 111

baptism, 285

Baptistery of the Orthodox,

see Ravenna

Basel, 111, 160, 164, 198
Gymnasium, 24
Museum, 16
University, 86

basileus, 292

Bathsheba, 219

bell bird, 258, 268

Benares, 280

Bergamo, 164

Bernheim, H., 94

Bethesda, pool of, 141

Bible, dream fgure, 207

Biedermann, A. E,, 56, 59

Binswanger, Ludwig, 120
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biology, 340
Bizet, G,, 110, 111
Black Book, 188 and n
“black man,” 14
Bleuler, Eugen, 255
blood, jet of, fantasy figure, 179
sea of, fantasy figure, 175
smell of, in North Africa, 239
vision of rivers of, 175f
body, historical, character, 235f
Boehme, Jacob, 332, 333ff, 338
Bollingen, 22sff
inscription over Tower, 235n
Jung’s life at, 22sf
Bolshevism, 331
Bombay, 284
book in unknown script, dream
figure, 243
bookcase, detonation in, 155f, 361f
boundlessness, 325
“box system,” 292
brain, differentiation of, 339
“brain fever” bird, 257
brass band, dream figure, 214
Bremen, 156
Breuer, J., 146
British Medical Association, 176
Biichner, L., 161
Buddha, 220, 278ff, 316ff, 321f
Buddhism, 278fF
Hinayana, 220
Bugishu, 270
Bugishu Psychological Expedition,
259, 273
building games, childhood
memory of, 173f
Bunambale, 270
Burckhardt, Jakob, 73, 101, 111,
235
Burgholzli, 111f, 114ff
Busch, Wilhelm, 76
butterfly dream, Chuang Tzu’s,
324n

Cabbala, 294
Caesar, Julius, 248
Caesars, 212
Calcutta, University of, 274, 280
cannibalism, 14
Capricorn, 339
caps, ski, 255
caricatures, 30
carriage, green, 34
Carus, C. G,, g8, 169
casbah, 242f
cases, clinical:
depressed young woman who
attempted murder of children
with infected water, 115f
woman with paralyzed leg who
fell into spontaneous trances,
118f
alcoholic with mother complex,
120ff
woman who confessed to murder
of friend, 122f
old woman who made
shoemaking movements, 124f
Babette S., schizophrenic,
125f, 128
old woman who heard God’s
Voice, 126f
girl, catatonic, who fantasied
living on moon, 128ff
“normal” doctor who dreamed
of being lost in mediaeval
buildings, 134fF
man with jealous wife, who shot
himself, 137f
Jewish woman with apostate
father, 138ff
theologian who dreamt of lake
in woods, 140f
woman who slapped her
employees, 142
castle, golden mandala, 197
of Grail, dream figure, 281f
catatonia, 124, 128ff
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cathedral(s), and “forbidden
thoughts,” 36ff
Gothic, 68
Catholic Church, early memories,
16f
causality, chain of, 220
law of, and psyche, 304
Celebes, 271
center, circumambulation of, 196f
ceremonies, Elgonyi, 266
Ceylon, 283, 289
chamber, subterranean, dream
image, 11ff
character, God’s, 56ff
Charlemagne, 248
Chassidim, 139
Chattanooga, 272
cheating, accusation of, 64f
childhood, self and, 244
Christ, astrological prediction,
211
as embodiment of self, 279
as fish, 214, 221
and new aeon, 221
as psychological figure, 210f
reappearance of, 212
as suffering servant, 216
teaching of, 332
Uriah as prefiguring, 219f
vision of, 210f
“within us,” 328
see also Jesus
Christianity, and Buddhism, 279f
and change in divinity, 327
Jung’s attitude to, xf, 55f
metaphysical split in, 333
and symbolism of unconscious,
210
undermining of, 328ff
Christmas, childhood memories of,
19
chthonic spirit, 168
Chuang Tzu, 324n
churingas, 22

Cicero, 97
circle, 336
civilization, modern, discontents of,
236
clairvoyance, 235
Clark University, 120, 156, 365ff
cognition after death, 308
Colombo, 283
Columbus, 248
comet, childhood memory of, 15
Communion, Holy, s3f, 56
Jung’s first, s3ff
community, religious, 75
compensation, 44
dreams and, 133, 164
hallucinations as, 231
for inferiority feelings, 126
normality as, 136
competitiveness, 43
complex(es), 381f
personified, 322
complexio oppositorum, 334, 338,
341, 353
compositions, school, 64, 71
compulsion neurosis, 142
concepts, valuelessness of, 144
confessor, analyst’s need of, 134
confirmation, instruction for, 52
conjunctio, 212, 214, 297
oppositorum, 339f
conquistadors, 248
conscience, guilty, 44
consciousness, 382
cosmic meaning, 255f
development/raising level of,
311, 338f
level of, after death, 308f
light and, 269
need to increase, 326
psychology of, 207
total, 324
transformation of, in eleventh
century, 328
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Constance, Lake, early memory of,

Cordovero, Moses, 2g4n
Corinthians, First Epistle to, 354
corpse(s), and flood, early memory
of, 15
peat bog, 156
and washhouse, early memory
of, 7f
of wounded youth, fantasy
figure, 179
Cortes, Hernan, 248
cortex, cerebral, 322
creation, man’s consciousness and,
255f
myth of, 327, 338f, 348
Creuzer, Friedrich, 162
Crookes, Sir William, g9
cross, as mandala, 336
and rose, 232
croup, pseudo-, 18
Crusader, dream figure, 164f, 173
Crusades, 248
cucullatus, 281
culture and sexuality, 149f
customs official, 163, 165
cynocephali, see baboons
Cysat, Rennward, 230

Dachsen, 7
Dactyls, 185n
daimon, 336, 337, 344, 346, 349,
353, 356
Dalada-Maligawa, temple, 283
dance, African, 270ff
Darwin, Charles, 161
David, King, 219
and Goliath, painting, 16
dead, conversations with, 191f
disposal of, among Elgonyi, 266
knowledge of the, 308f
land of the, 101
death, brutality of, 314
need for myth about, 306

premonition of, 303
as seen by ego and psyche, 314
death wishes, 156, 159, 164
degrees, honorary, from Clark
University, 120, 365ff
from Indian universities, 280
déja vu, 254
Delphi, oracle of, 341
delusions, collective, 352
dementia praecox, see
schizophrenia
departed souls, procession of, 230f
depression, 115f
descent, steep, fantasy of, 181
destiny, affirming one’s own, 297
sense of, 48
development, idea of, 140
psychic, goal of, 196
deVil, the, 39, 461 47, 561 59, 62’
98, 228, 267
dharma, need to fulfil, 277
diagnosis of psychiatric patients,
114
dialogue, analysis as, 131
dichotomy, psychic, modern, 144
dictators, 326, 328
dignity, sense of, as child, 26, 33f
disintegration, psychic, 125f
dissociation, psychic, 322
divan-i-kaas, 218
divinity, metamorphosis in, 327
doctor, see therapist
vision figure, 292
doctorates, see degrees
dogma, sexuality as, 150
Dorneus, Gerardus, 233, 275
dove, white, dream figure, 171f
drawing, childish difficulty with, 29
dream(s), 382
of Africans, 265
analysis of, 120
and bringing unconscious to
consciousness, 245
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dream(s) (continued)

as compensation for conscious
attitude, 133
described by woman in trance,
118
as fagade, 161
and immortality, 301f
interpretation of, 170f
—and therapy, 117
Jung’s and Freud’s mutual
analysis of, 158
monotony of interpretation, 312
precognitive, 340
as psychic defenses, 272f
and psychic transformation, 209
SPECIFIC INSTANCES:
of phallus in subterranean
chamber, 12ff
of enlarging ball, 18
of enlarging telegraph wires,
18
of digging up bones of
prehistoric animals, 85
of radiolarian in wood, 85
of little light in fog, 88
of father after his death, g6
of looking up at woman on
hill, 133
of being lost in mediaeval
building and finding idiot
child, 135
of girl with father complex,
138f
of kneeling to hand girl
umbrella, 139
of lake in woods, 141
of multi-storied house, 158f
of ghost of customs official,
163
of knight in Italian city, 164f
of white dove transformed
into girl, 171f
of row of tombs, 172f
of greatfrost, 176
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of tree transformed by frost,
176

of Siegfried, 180

of horned old man sailing
across sky (“Philemon”’),
182ff

of magnolia tree on island in
Liverpool, 198

of alchemic books in library,
202

of manor house near Verona,
and being caught in the
seventeenth century, 203

of laboratory containing fish
and reception room for
spirits, 213f

of father studying fish-skin-
bound Bible, and poltergeist
phenomena, 217ff

of footsteps and music at
Bollingen Tower, 229f

of struggle with Arab prince,
and book in unknown
script, 243

of Negro barber, 272

of castle of Grail, 281f

of wife after her death, 296

of wife’s bed as pit, 303

of deceased sister at garden
party, 303

of lecturing on life experiences
after death, 305

of assembly of spirits who
spoke Latin, 307

of dead friend learning of
psyche, 309

of deceased wife in Provence,
309

of Wild ITuntsman, 313

of father, presaging mother’s
death, 315

of reincarnation, 319

of UFOs, 323

of yogi in chapel, 323f
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dress, mother’s memory of, 16

drives, psychic, 208

drowning, synchronistic memory,
302

drum concert, 283f

drunk, first experience of being, 77

dualism in Christian myth, 337f

Du Bois-Reymond, E. H., 161

Duprel, Karl, g9

duties, conflict of, 330, 344f

dwarf, fantasy figure, 179

dysentery, 280

Eckhart, Meister, 68, 332
eczema, 8
education, shortcomings of, 330
ego, analogy between human and
God, 57
development of, 348f
God as supra-mundane, 57
lack of autonomy, 242
relation to unconscious, 209
ego-consciousness, 324
ego-instincts, Freud and, 209
Egypt, 273, 274
Egyptian religion, 268f, 274
eighteenth century, experiences
recalling, 34
Eleusis, 249
Elgon, Mt., 258ff
Elgonyi, 259ff
Elijah, 181, 182, 306
emotions, detachment from ties of,
296
and images, 177
living from, 242
negative, 178
and religion in American
Indians, 250
Empedocles, 68
energy, exchange of, 346
place in psychology, 350
psychic, 208
Engadine, 253, 255

England, 23

Grail myth in, 282
Enoch, Book of, 328, 333
enteritis, 242
Entlebuch, 76
epilepsy, 31
epistemology, 92
equations, 28, 310
Erlenbach, 302
Eros, 153f, 182, 353
Eschenmayer, K. A. von, g9
eternity of childhood world, 20
ethics, decision in, 329f
Europe, seen from outside, 247
Europeanism, consciousness of, and

Africa, 245

evil, eruption of, 328f

Gnostics and, 332

God and, 60

imagination for, 331f

Indian view of, 275f

origin of, 318, 332

problem of, x, 58f, 63

reality of, 329
exteriorization, catalytic, 155
extraversion, 382
eye, and phallus, 13

Faido, 307
fainting spells, 30, 288
faith, loss of, 140
falls, memories of childhond, g, 17
fantasies, 176
meaning of, 127
Miller, 162
and psychic transformation, 209
INSTANCES:
of escaped soul, 191
of fount of blood in cave, 179
of Philemon, 183
of sailing ship on Rhine, 81, 82
of steep descent, Elijah and
Salome, 181
Fatehpur Sikri, 218
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father, domination in Judaism and
Protestantism, 202
Jung's attitude to, 8, 24f, 42f,
s52f, 55f, 73
primal, 201
projection on Freud, 163
see also Jung, Johann Paul
Achilles
father complex, 138, 139, 157
father murder, fantasy of, 157
Faust, see Goethe
fear(s), of God, 47, 139
night, of
Ferenczi, Sandor, 156, 364
filius macrocosmi, 211
fire, play with, 20
fish, Christ as, 214
dream figure, 213
as symbol, 216
fisher-king, 215
“Fisherman, Picture of the,” 190
fishes, age/aeon of, 221, 339
Fliess, Wilhelm, 363
flood, childhood memory of, 15
vision of, 175
Flournoy, Théodore, 117, 162
Fliieli, 78
flying objects, unidentified, see
UFOs
Fomalhaut, 339n
foreknowledge, spontaneous, 304
see also precognition
fortification, 82
four, the number, 310
Frankfurt, 233, 376
Franz, Marie-Louise von, 215n
freedom, man's, 220
Freemasonry, Jung's grandfather
and, 232
Freud, Sigmund, 114, 120, 128,
146f, 201, 209, 212, 367, 368
and authority, 158
bitterness, 152
evaluation, 168f

fainting fits, 157
Interpretation of Dreams, 146f
Jung's break with, 167, 199, 206
Jung’s interpretations of Freud’s
dream, 158
Jung meets, 149
letters to Jung from, 361ff
one-sidedness of, 153f
regards Jung as his successor, 157
frogs, 83
frost, dream symbol, 176
future, advance preparation of,
234f

Galatians, Epistle to, 215
Galla Placidia, 286
tomb of, 284
games, memories of childhood, 18,
173f
Gaul, 248
Germans, fate of, and Faust, 234
Germany, eruption of evil in, 328
Gerstiicker, F., 63
ghosts, 301
giantism, 328
giants, race of, 328
Gibroat, 262
girl(s), early memories of, 8f
meeting with at Fliieli, 79f
gnome(s), 185n
dream fgure, 281
Gnostics/Gnosticism, 162, 182, 189,
200f, 205, 318, 332, 348
Goat-Fish, 339f
God, ambivalence of, 216
analogy with “secret,” 27
as archetype, 347
character of, 56ff
childish interest in, 27
dark aspects of, 58
as ego of universe, 57
fear of, see fear
immediacy of, 62
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God (continued)
incarnation of, 328
influencing by ritual, 253
Jung’s conception of, xf, 36ff, 45
as monad, 310
and nature, 45
“not tobe named,” 13
obedience of will to, 40, 46f
philosophy and, 61f
relation of Jesus to, 55
seing face of, 355
and sin, 36ff
split, 334
terrible nature of, 40, 47
validity of term, 336f
Godhead, feminine principle, 202n
God-image, 382
“God’s country,” 256
“God’s world,” 72, 78
gods, theriomorphic attributes,
215f
Goethe, 188, 206
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guilt, unconscious, 122
guruy, 183, 184
spirit as, 184
gymnastics, dislike of, 29f

H., Dr., 292
Hall, Stanley, 366
hallucinations, compensatory, 231
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Heine, Heinrich, 126n
Helen, 182
Hera, 294
Heraclitus, 227n, 346, 351
hereafter, nature of, 320f
Hermes, 313, 318
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Joachim of Flora, 332
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Masai, 260, 270
Masindi, 270
mass, threat of absorption into, 212,
236
Mass, the, cannibalism symbolized
in, 14
psychological interpretation, 210
materialism, 94
mathematics, 27ff, 310
Matthew, Gospel of, 215
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mysterium coniunctionis, 295
death as, 314
myth(s), and life after death, 300,
304
loss of, 144, 332
personal, 3, 171, 199
relation to cognition, 311f
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obedience to God, and grace, 39f

occultism, 150

Ochwiay Biano, 247ff
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Pausanias, 249f
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savage, brown-skinned, dream

figure, 18of

scarab, 179

Schiller, 207

schizophrenia, 110, 115f, 125
therapy, 127f

schizophrenics, language of, 125f

Index

school, memories of, 17ff, 24ff
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Jung’s, birth of, 25
skeleton, found at Bollingen, 231f
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193, 307
“Relations between the Ego

and the Unconscious, The,”

207, 209
Secret of the Golden Flower,

The (Wilhelm and Jung),

197 and n, 204, 208, 334n
Septem Sermones ad Mortuos,

190f, 308
“Sigmund Freud, ein Nachruf,”

146n
“Sigmund Freud in His

Historical Setting,” 146n
“Structure of the Unconscious,

The,” 2070
Studies in Word Association,

149n, 206
Symbolic Life, The, 140n
Symbols of Transformation,

13n, 22n, 155n, 158n, 196,
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