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Jung’s Lament

George Mecouch

This article has two premises. First, that depth psychology is more an art than a sci-
ence, and second, that expanding imagination is the primary method of therapy. Both
Jung and Freud considered themselves scientists, yet both had ambivalent relation-
ships with artists and writers. Freud was given the Goethe award for literature and
never the Nobel Prize for medicine, whereas Jung was confronted by both his anima
and Herbert Read concerning his devaluation of his own artistic direction as well as of
modern art generally. I am proposing through the article’s fictional style, that in this
age of evidenced-based medicine, we, as therapists, have much more to learn from
writers and their fictional stories than from the abstract fantasies of science. I believe
we have made an error in our field by turning so completely to developmental theories
and object-relation theorists for our method. Jung hinted as early as 1916, in his paper
“The Transcendent Function,” that there was a way of engaging the soul directly and
allowing its voice and character to emerge. I am proposing that if we truly believe that
the psyche is autonomous, then aill therapy should be an encounter with “the other.”
If this were the case, then active imagination could be developed as a wider and more
inclusive method.

Everywhere I go I find a poet has been there before me.
—Sigmund Freud

he crack of the cover closing on the huge tome could be heard throughout the
house. This was not the first time Jung’s Red Book had pushed my apparently lim-
ited comprehension to the brink.

“I don’t understand this damn thing,” I said with a clear note of irritation to no one
in particular.

“You are not supposed to,” came the audible, deep-throated reply.

Startled, I looked quickly to the door of the study to see if my son had come in while
I was working, as the voice had clearly sounded male. But except for my dog beside
me, I was alone. I shut my eyes to focus within, thinking it was nothing but a strong
inner thought. I was little relieved by this interpretation, as its coming from without had
seemed so definite, so autonomous, so other.

The feeling of falling was as if on a roller coaster ride, my stomach turning topsy-
turvy as I went over the edge and dropped. This falling seemed to last minutes, until
suddenly I landed on my feet and the sight of stone buildings came powerfully into focus
in front of me. The stone gave the look of a sixteenth-century castle: gray, large, and



GEORGE MECOUCH ¢ JUNG'S LAMENT 377

DoiLoN R hon

Odilon Redon, A Edgar Poe (Un masque sonne le glas funébre) [To Edgar Poe

(A Mask Sounds the Death Knell)], 1882. Lithograph, 44.7 x 31.1 cm. Courtesy of the
Los Angeles County Museum of Art. Wallis Foundation Fund in memory of Hal B. Wallis
(AC1997.14.1.3).



378 PSYCHOLOGICAL PERSPECTIVES ¢ VOLUME 59, ISSUE 3 / 2016

imposing. As I entered through the open, massive wooden door, two bookend fireplaces
came to view, cutting into the columns and defining a grotto-like space. I moved closer
and saw a lectern with parchment paper, a quill pen, and a copy of Jung’s autobiography,
Memories, Dreams, Reflections, resting on top. The book was well worn, as if it had
been read and studied over and over again. Suddenly I sensed a presence, and there
behind me approached the great man himself. Aghast, I realized that within my waking
imaginal world, I had gained access to C. G. Jung’s vacation home. As I grasped for my
intellectual bearings, I heard the same deep-throated voice saying, “Approach us as if we
are real and listen attentively to what we say” [Jung, 1973, p. 181].

Dr. Jung took a seat on the raised stone hearth and began stirring his mid-day meal,
cooking slowly in a cast iron pot over the fire. He stared into the flames as if in deep
thought, his only acknowledgment of me a wave of his left hand toward an unadorned
wooden chair, an apparent invitation to sit. I sat down beside him, our knees almost
touching. He had the look of a simple peasant man, living contentedly in his primitive
dwelling, lost forever in the Middle Ages. He was still wearing his wide-brimmed straw
hat from a morning of chopping kindling, his sleeves rolled up, and his ever-present pipe
lodged securely in the left corner of his mouth. Finally, while still staring straight ahead,
as if talking to no one but the kettle in front of him, he spoke.

“Liber Novus is not about intellectual understanding!” These words hung in the
air for minutes, heavy between us. [ was about to ask him to elaborate when he raised his
left hand again, this time for silence. He turned and faced me, his hand on his forehead,
his eyes closed, his words emerging slowly and powerfully from deep within himself. “It
is a book about how to live life, about how to be in relationship with your soul. It is for the
everyday person and everyday therapist. If it has any redeeming value for this time, it is
because it is a method, a how-to for allowing the other to have voice. This is my lament!
I am now the dead that I spoke of in The Red Book, and the answers to the unanswered
questions of the dead must be found.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, for a moment losing my connection to the
fantasy, my conscious cramp questioning the legitimacy of what was occurring. I just as
quickly caught myself, remembering Jung’s earlier “as-if” admonition and entered the
dialogue for the first time. “Dr. Jung, I am moved by the urgency of your lament and
would be honored to discuss these questions with you in more depth.”

Jung’s eyes narrowed and with a stare that seemed to be judging the sincerity of
my intent, took an extra long pull on his pipe before nodding his assent.”When I was
in my confrontation with the unconscious and seeking my lost soul, I became aware of
the spirit of the times. This is the way of rationality, causality, and scientism. These were
strong when I lived and are even stronger now. You have been caught by this spirit as was
I, and this is very dangerous, for it can choke out any voice of the soul and the spirit of the
depths. Now, in its grip, therapy has become a series of precisely plotted maps, cognitive
and behavioral, causal and reductive, measured, evidence-based and manualized, as if
the soul could be caught in a step-by-step cookbook.”

“I too bemoan this turn of the times,” I sadly replied, but also noticed a sense of
excitement to enter a discussion on a topic that had affected me for years. “I see it ev-
eryday in my psychiatric practice and can often get caught myself in the security of the
current striving for algorithms to fit every generalized case and symptom. But, though
I can understand why this turn toward treating each patient as something common and
measured would disturb you, I am struck that this was an issue from which you never
shied in your life’s work. You were always the champion of the individual and the irra-
tional. Help me to understand how this is now your lament?”
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“Gladly,” Jung replied. “I had a different task in my lifetime. The questions from
the dead that preoccupied my work were the problems of the opposites and the shadow
side of God. But I was allowed to know in my life that I had completed my task when
at that moment in my sailboat, ‘on the Obersee, ... my father appeared and patted my
shoulder saying, You have done it rightly, I thank you.” This was my happiest moment,
for I knew I had answered his unresolved question” [Jung, 2011, p. 4, fn 5].

“But now, a deep aspect of my
unanswered work haunts me and comes

to haunt you and all who would lis- This is the key to The Red
ten and feel the soul’s yearning. The BOOk, the rea|izati0n that the

declaration she made, that I fought so

strongly not to hear, yet still echoes af- soul is alive and has her own

ter these many years: that inner voice Voice ThIS iS Wh at |
of a woman saying, ‘What you are do-

ing is art’ [Jung, 1973, p. 185]. I nated  D€li€VE IS lOSt in our everyday
this and called her names. I went a World and in our Usua|

different direction, that of science and

empiricism, probably necessary in that therapeUtiC endeaVOFS, and it

epoch, but came to believe late in my life iS a Change in thlS attitude
that she may have been right all along.”

“I always understood from your com- th at 1s her greateSt deSI re.
ments on that event, that the concern
was about her inflating you and leading
you off on a wild goose chase of becoming a painter in Paris,” I quickly added.

A deep, resounding belly laugh filled the hearth room as my last comment had
clearly touched Jung’s famous sense of humor. “Ah, yes, my painting fantasies!” he said
with the hint of laughter still playing through his words. “I was quite full of it back then,
and needed to set her straight in not taking me down that road. But, you see, I didn’t
continue in the way I truly believe. I took her literally about what qualified as art and
what I thought were her implications, and then defensively diagnosed her and turned
away. I didn’t push her further. I didn’t continue the conversation once I had a stable
position of my own from which to speak. I gave no quarter in allowing her voice and
character to emerge.”

Jung paused, taking a long, reflective pull on his pipe, and said, “Now I understand
her to mean something very different—that possibly what I was doing in Lizber Novus
was a new method, closer to art than to science; something that Herbert Read had been
trying to convince me of for years. In our exchange of letters shortly before I died, I
realized ‘that the great dream is always spoken through the artist as a mouthpiece’ and
that true artists have learned ‘to be objective with their own psyche. They have learned
to discriminate between the thing that you do and the thing that happens to you’ [Jung,
1975, p. 591]. This is the key to The Red Book, the realization that the soul is alive and
has her own voice. Let’s have our discussion concentrate on this: the method and the
ways of discriminating her voice. This is what I believe is lost in our everyday world and
in our usual therapeutic endeavors, and it is a change in this attitude that is her greatest
desire.”

Jung slowly rose from his seat at the hearth, reaching down to ladle ample portions
of stew for us both. “Come join me on the loggia for lunch. It is a beautiful day by the lake
and a great place to continue our discussion.” As we carried the hand-hewed wooden
bowls filled with a venison stew towards our outdoor seating, Jung asked that I go to his
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wine stock and procure a bottle of the Tuscan red. “It will complement the venison nicely
and also invite Dionysus, who may open our dialogue to even richer veins.”

We sat staring at the lapping waves of the Ziirichsee, its probing fingers reaching
ever closer on the rocky shores in front of us. We had both finished our stew and were
now pouring our second glass of wine when Jung continued, “Do you understand why
I want to focus solely on method?” I quickly shook my head that I did not. “Because
we are all suffering from this infernal need to know everything, to think we must have
explanations,” Jung answered briskly.

Excited by these thoughts, I jumped in, saying, “That reminds me of the poet W.
H. Auden and a line from one of his poems: ‘We are lived by powers we pretend to
understand™ [cited in Hillman & Shamdasani, 2013, p. 228].

“Ja, ja, that is exactly it!” Jung responded, his voice rising with energy. “All the the-
ories of psychology, mine included, concentrate ‘on projection and integration of these
projections and therefore move too quickly from the experience of figures to explanatory
principles. One needs to linger with the experience of the figures.’ This is what the po-
ets do and then ‘the gradual reabsorption and disappearance of the figures is no longer
the goal” [Watkins, 2000, p. 79].

Jung paused with this last sentence, his gaze turning quickly away. For just a mo-
ment [ imagined a look in his eyes as if a feeling of remorse had come upon him. After
some minutes staring toward the block of stone in which he had carved his now fa-
mous words, he slowly turned back toward me, his face softened, his voice quieting as
he spoke. “I once commented that as an individual integrates the anima, the anima then
becomes a function and no longer a personified figure [Hillman, 1985, pp. 115-116]. I
regret those words now. That was an act of intellectual hubris and only helped to re-
inforce the ego’s power position in current psychological theory. I am not sure how, in
all my years of creating theory, I could have been so callous toward the soul, as I knew
that the ‘process of personification occurs spontaneously in the psyche. It is not we who
personify, but they [the personified figures] have a personal nature from the beginning’
[Jung, 1967, p. 42]. This point is important for our discussion of method. The Red Book
is filled with spontaneous personifications and automatically creates a dialogical prac-
tice. I can feel emotions toward the figures as they arise, and theirs towards me. I can
love them and hate them, but I cannot remain indifferent to them. The ‘little people of
the soul’ will not allow us this luxury. Miguel de Unamuno said it best: ‘In order to love
everything, in order to pity everything, human and extra-human, living and non-living,
you must feel everything within yourself, you must personalize everything. For every-
thing that it loves, everything that it pities, love personalizes™ [cited in Hillman, 1975,
p. 15].

Suddenly Jung stood, his glass of wine still in hand, and began pacing with an in-
creased vigor to step and voice. “Through Philemon I learned that the ‘T does not create
the figures or characters of the soul, but it is just one figure in the house of psyche [Jung,
1973, p. 183]. This then moves away from theories oriented to a ‘goal of strengthening the
ego and its gradual assimilation of other portions of the psyche’ [Watkins, 2000, p. 121].
Instead, the T’ becomes a character herself and ‘can be observed by the other imaginal
figures of the soul and more importantly enter a relationship with these figures’ [Watkins,
2000, p. 122]. The new goal is not strength and dominion but an ‘increasing dialogue and
articulation of self and other’ [Watkins, 2000, p. 105]. I cannot say this more passionately:
‘Theory must conform to experience rather than the other way around. We need a ther-
apeutic method which encourages phenomenology and the engagement of the imaginal
figures in the manner they present themselves’ [Watkins, 2000, 102].
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“Dr. Jung,” I said, matching his ardor. “I cannot agree more with the passionate
position you are taking in regard to method and the autonomy of character. I would love
to add some of my thoughts and experiences to our discussion.”

Jung nodded his welcome.

“First, to go back to figures and their independence,” I began. “I think that what
you showed in The Red Book was that characters come unbidden and, when allowed,
have a voice and position outside the ‘I.” Also your comments regarding their personal
nature are perfectly clear from the beginning that it is not the ‘I’ that personifies them
as a technique of therapy. This, in my opinion, makes what you were pursuing in The
Red Book closer to great fiction and therefore art. Fiction writers report many anec-
dotes about the sovereignty of the characters occurring in their novels and short stories.
Psychologist Mary Watkins has written about this in her brilliant book, Invisible Guests
[2000]. For instance, she quotes Elizabeth Bowen as saying, ‘The term creation of a
character is misleading. Characters pre-exist, they are found. One cannot make charac-
ters, only marionettes’ [Watkins, 2000, pp. 93-94]. And the poet Wallace Stevens says,
in Credences of Summer, ‘The characters speak because they want to speak ... free
for a moment’ [cited in Watkins, 2000, p. 93]. Or how about Dostoevsky commenting to
friends on Ivan’s character in The Brothers Karamazov, ‘The characters’ arguments can
arise independently of the author’s desires’ [cited in Watkins, 2000, p. 96]. And lastly, one
that will be close to your heart, Goethe saying, “The songs made me, not I them’ [cited in
Watkins, 2000, p. 94].

Another booming laugh echoed across the lake as Jung replied, “Yes, you knew
I would love that statement from my great-grandfather, or so the family legend says,
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. But also, I am delighted with these writers’ personal stories
and the connection to fiction. I was always strongly drawn to Faust and can easily see
my same experiences reflected in these quotes. I never knew who would spontaneously
arise in Liber Novus and was often shocked by what they said or asked of me, similar to
Dostoevsky’s understanding. It is also beginning to make sense how both you and my soul
could believe The Red Book truly was art. I notice now a statement coming to my mind
from years ago, that the ‘main value of a work of art does not lie in its causal development
but in its living effect upon ourselves’ [Jung, 1960a, p. 183]. The effect on me of Liber
Novus set the course for the rest of my life. But please say more of your thoughts and
reflections. I am intrigued.”

“I would like to go further into our discussion of therapy as fiction and art, going
along with your view that the psyche is involved in mythopoesis, or the constant making
of stories. I believe one of your great discoveries was that ‘myth or story is basic’ [cited
in Hillman & Shamdasani, 2013, p. 64] and that it is most usefully conveyed not through
abstraction or generalization or summary or analysis or interpretation—all criteria mak-
ing not only for a poor story but for poor therapy as well. Instead, it is best told through
the sensual encounter with characters whose presence comes alive by meeting them in
our moment-to-moment senses.”

“I remember an example of this from when I was writing Liber Secundus,” Jung
remarked. “I was going into the castle of the old man locked away with his books. I had
asked for lodging for the night and had just begun to settle in when suddenly his daughter
entered my room, pale and comely. I was sure this was a banal fairy tale emerging out of
me. [ was irritated and not believing that any of this was real, but just some ‘hackneyed
nonsense ... of empty fantasies ... and the sorriest likeness to foolishly threadbare
scenes in novels’ [Jung, 2009, pp. 261-262]. But she screamed at me, ‘You wretch, how
can you doubt that I am real?’ [Jung, 2009, p. 262]. I began to awake to her longing, going
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deeply into the sensual experiences I was having: tightening chest, grabbing throat, as if
a feeling of pity; a shard of light across her face, a turn toward me with beaming smile
and a sense that beauty and purity had entered my world. She had come to life in reality
and I could doubt no more.”

“Dr. Jung, I am profoundly touched by your description of this memory and find
myself carried by your words into her presence. In my opinion this was art, for ‘all art
objects are sensuous and are produced by a process that is sensuous and not logical.
Art begins when we surrender ourselves to this world of images and their autonomy’
[Burroway, 2007, p. 4]. The people we work with in therapy are ‘actually sensual objects
and as we create this work of art we do it within the sensual experience of the character,
by getting inside the character’ [Olen-Butler, 2001]. There is an old saying: ‘God is in
the details. I would substitute that the human condition resides in the details, the sense
details” [Olen-Butler & Burroway, 2005, p. 14].

“Ja,” Jung replied, his head nodding, his eyes partially closed as if our discussion
had taken him reflectively inward. “You are saying that when we have a ‘loving and cu-
rious stance toward our experiences’ [Mindell, 1993, p. 85] and stay close to the sensory
details, then the soul comes alive and therapy becomes art. Yes, this was my experi-
ence in The Red Book, over and over again. My conscious cramp was strong at first,
but as it melted, this was surely what occurred. But now you are saying this can hap-
pen in our daily routine; saying there is a way to have this experience with yourself and
your patients. I also believe this a way to do active imagination all the time. Everyone
with their own Red Book, dreaming the dream onward, and moving toward my greatest
yearning—esse i anima—rto be in soul.”

Jung stretched his back and, slowly rising from his chair, said, “This has been a
stimulating experience speaking with you and could be described most succinctly by one
of the great words of my native tongue, betrachten. It means to consider and to be made
pregnant by [Humbert, 1984, p. 10]. I believe we have considered much today, and I for
one am pregnant with the ideas and emotions constellated by our discussion. But I am
tired now and even though I am dead, the dead still tire,” Jung said with one last hearty
laugh. “I will have to explain that little known fact to you at another time, but please
come back tomorrow; there is still much for us to explore.”

Suddenly I was alert and in my study, my dog still sleeping soundly beside me. A
deep breath came audibly pouring from my mouth and a sense of mental and physical
exhaustion coursed through my body. But even with the fatigue, a smile crossed my lips.
I thought of our wonderful dialogue and pulled my chair up to the computer to begin
its transcription, not wanting to take a chance of forgetting anything that had taken
place. I would rest for the night and, as Jung requested, enter imaginal reality again
tomorrow.

skskok

I awoke late on a crisp, blue-skied Saturday morning, having stayed at my com-
puter until the day’s final hour, trying to squeeze out every last word from my fantasied
Bollingen visit. A vivid dream had been my alarm to the day, but before I had a chance to
write it down, my dog’s pleading eyes caught my gaze, imploring me to tend to her daily
constitutional. We set out on our favorite forest path, the yellowed and rust-colored fall
leaves crackling beneath our feet, as she enjoyed every compelling smell, and I enjoyed
musing about yesterday’s conversation with Dr. Jung.

The familiar “ding” of my iPhone pulled me quickly from my reverie to the incoming
text message from my wife. She was already at work, taking pictures of newborns at the
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local hospital, and just saying good morning with a smiling, heart-eyed emoji and a copy
of the weekend “honey do” list following close behind. Realizing I wanted to make the
crossover to the world of fantasy before starting the chores, I gave a firm tug on my dog’s
collar and turned a clearly disappointed girl toward home.

Sitting in the study cross-legged on my zafu, breathing slowly in deep, relaxing,
meditative breaths, I tried to hold the image in my mind’s eye of Jung’s vacation home
and the massive wooden door through which I had entered so easily just the day before.
But I was losing to the countercurrent of wandering focus and the building frustrations
that became evident in a tightening back and stiffening shoulders.

“Damn,” I said, realizing that none of the usual entry methods into the world of
imagination would be of any benefit today. But I knew I had other ways in, though I
didn’t like to use them unless necessary. I seemed to be a body type, as Jung might
have called me in his 1916 paper “The Transcendent Function” [Jung, 1960b, p. 84].
It was in this paper that he first began to write about a therapy style he was later to
call active imagination. He already was hinting at different channels for accessing the
unconscious, depending on a patient’s talents and disposition. He called these visual, au-
dioverbal, and body types and also suggested entering proprioceptively through clay or
sculpting. I had always loved this essay as well as his earlier, less quoted one, “Associ-
ation, Dream and Hysterical Symptom.” In both papers he shows the beginnings of his
later thinking on how the soul is alive in the moment through body, mood, and image
[Jung, 1973, pp. 3563-407]. I was hoping to speak with Jung later about my intuitions re-
garding these early writings and how they might apply to our thoughts late in yesterday’s
conversation about active imagination being available all the time.

But first, I had to find a way into his world, and the body channel had never failed to
provide a quick entry to the imaginal. My hesitancy was due to how strong, overwhelm-
ing, and sometimes frightening this path could be for me. I had been experimenting for
years with various body techniques, including Mary Whitehouse’s authentic movement
and the Kalahari dance methods for altering consciousness [Keeney, 2010], but no mat-
ter how often I used them, they still packed a power of the numinous that was quite
shocking. Either of these, or other body techniques, could be choices today, but instead
I decided to follow a recent dream. In it I was whirling like a top, and began to see visions
of a small native man leading me into the woods. As I was somewhat familiar with the leg-
end of how Rumi discovered the whirling dervish method, I decided to try this practice
in my office.

I got up from my meditation pillow and moved to the center of the room. I placed
one arm over my head and the other extended outward, as I began turning clockwise in
a tight circle with my left foot stable as a pivot for balance. My eyes slightly open, I began
to spin, slowly at first and then a bit faster until the room started to blur; all at once what
looked like a large V, cutting into gray concrete, came into view. I lay down on the floor
to stop the dizziness, my attention now pinpointed on this letter; suddenly the words of
a sentence followed and drew sharply into focus.

VOCATUS.ATQUE.NON VOCATUS.DEUS.ADERIT. I was at the entrance to Jung’s
family home on the Seestrasse in Kiisnacht, staring at the famous Latin saying carved
above his front door, its English translation coming instantly to mind: “Called or not
called, God will be there.” I took a breath, gathered myself and knocked, hearing the
scrape of a chair and the creak of floorboards, as someone rose and moved slowly toward
the door.

“Ah, it is you,” Jung said, clearly happy to see me. “I was hoping you would ar-
rive today. Come, the garden will be the perfect spot to continue our conversation, and
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expecting you, I already placed a pitcher of lemonade there for us to enjoy.” I followed
behind as we walked around the right corner of his home toward the garden and its mag-
nificent view of the lake. Coming into sight as well was his beloved sailboat, tethered in
the harbor area beside the boathouse, rocking gently with the waves. Jung noticed the
direction of my gaze and said, “I have already been out for a morning sail, but maybe we
shall go again later.”

We sat at a small table Jung had set up on the circular terrace in the upper garden,
partially shaded by a young and spreading elm tree. We both arranged our chairs so that
the snowcapped Alps were easily visible across the lake. I poured our drinks and we sat
quietly for a moment, reverent of the beauty, before Jung began to speak.

“As I was looking at the mountains and their reflection on the water, I began think-
ing of sailing and its wonderments. Nothing is better for the practice of opening oneself
to the rhythm of the spirit, to geschenlassen—or in English, to let happen [Humbert,
1984, p. 9]. This is so hard for modern people, even more now than when I was alive.”
He softly chuckled as he remembered something. I waited. “I used to test people in my
office on this very thing,” he said, “when they first came to see me. I smoked my pipe
most days and before a new patient would come into my study for the consultation, I
would put ‘a still smoldering match from the lighting of my pipe into the small antique
bronze mortar I used for an ashtray.” There in the mortar would also be the tiniest bit of
paper, and suddenly a match ‘could flare up again and consume everything in the vessel.
Anyone who solicitously tried to blow out the little conflagration was gravely rebuked.
Don’t interfere! I would say’ [Jaffé, 1984, pp. 102-103].

“It was here I had my chance to teach my patients about geschenlassen. How is
it they first could not just give it attention, consideration, or as I called it yesterday,
betrachten. To just let it happen as long as there was no immediate danger? How did
they know ‘that life may not know better than the correcting mind?’ I tried to instruct
my patients that the ‘aim was to understand the hidden intentions of the organizer and
to penetrate its secrets’ [Jung, 1963, p. 526], that life may know better; that one needed
to consider the hidden intentions of the organizer and if not interfered with, where they
might flow.”

Jung’s words, as if canon fire, echoed throughout my mind. Then, with a sudden
spark of realization, I said, “This is the key, isn’t it, Dr. Jung, to what you discovered
and practiced in The Red Book? You ‘took whatever arose, you operated with it. You
gave it your special attention, concentrated on it and observed its changes objectively.
You spared no effort to this task and devoted yourself to the soul and her ways. You
questioned her, had it out with her, tried to come to terms with her, no matter how she
showed herself in fantasy. You did this carefully and attentively. But even more than this,
you disciplined yourself and didn’t allow anything in that did not belong.” You didn’t di-
agnose her and call her reductive names from a diagnostic and statistical manual, or
revert to childhood dynamics or to biological formulations. For in the end, you had
the courage ‘to believe that the fantasy image had everything it needed™ [Jung, 1963,
p. 526].

“Ja, what you say is true and you say it so beautifully,” Jung replied with a tone
of appreciation. “I can hear that my lament is becoming ever clearer to you, as this way
of being with the soul is sadly fading, even in so-called Jungian circles. It is barely heard
of, let alone taught, in most current schools of psychology. In much of the Jungian train-
ing around the world, a patient must jump through innumerable hoops of development
before this method is considered ethical in its recommendation. But I remember from
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yesterday that we both thought there was a way to a Red Book for everyone. Tell me
more of your ideas in this vein.”

“Well,” I began eagerly. “First I would start with the current dream research that
shows we are actually dreaming all the time, twenty-four hours a day. In fact, one of your
students, Arnold Mindell, calls this subterranean flow the dreaming and connects it to
both the wave function in quantum physics and to ancient Aboriginal mythical beliefs”
[Mindell, 2000, pp. 3, 8-9].

“That is quite fascinating,” Jung
replied. “It hadn’t yet been proven in my

lifetime that the dream world was avail- The new Way Of

able in other mediums than in dreams of discriminati ng the SOUI’S

the night [Bosnak, 1996, p. 15]. It is also . . . ..

validating to see some of my intuitions VOICE . . . lies in reathng that

about thSiCS, which I would discuss with therap I Sts are sens ual iStS/ an d

Pauli, now beginning to bear fruit. It was

clear to me even then that, in any pe- If they fO”OW What iS
riod of abaissement du niveau men- happening Wlth Careful

tal, or the lowering of consciousness, the

world of fantasy and dream could break AWaAlr€nNeEss th rough the bare
through. I maintained that while awake, boneS Of their SenSOry

one could allow the soul to speak through

free association and active imagination Chan nels - then flgu res
[Humbert, 1984, p. 15]. However, I like begin to be discovered
/

this idea of calling the ever-moving, con-

stantly creative lava flow of the collective ariSing in the CondUitS Of the

unconscious the dreaming. This naming sou I/S ChOOSi ng
would more readily imply that all ther- )

apy is ‘the stuff of dreams,’ and accessing
the dreaming world, the goal. Also, wasn’t
Mindell a student of my nephew Franz Riklin, Jr.?”

“Yes, he was,” I answered.

“Ah, not a surprise, then, that with Franz as his mentor he would think in this way.
Franz always had a foot in the other world, sometimes both feet, but he never failed
to bring back the most amazing things. I remember one time watching him work after I
had died. ‘A woman had been brought to see him by the psychiatric emergency group,
as she was in a catatonic stupor and couldn’t talk or move. That was in a time mostly
before medication and he was a psychiatrist and occasionally saw patients like this in his
office. She was completely mute and therefore he had no verbal way to make contact
with her. Instead, going deep within himself, he connected to the dream world or what I
might have called the psychoid level of the unconscious. There he saw her dead husband
banging on the window to his office, saying his final goodbye. The banging was so loud
and caused such a racket, that it could even be heard in the waiting room by his next
patient. Suddenly, the woman came out of her catatonic state and ran from the office,
quite thrilled and screaming happily” [Mindell, 2013, pp. 62-3].

Barely able to contain my rising excitement, I asserted, “Dr. Jung, this is just what
I meant earlier by taking whatever arises and working with it. Dr. Riklin could not en-
ter through the typical verbal or auditory method of most conventional therapies, so
he followed what was the strongest signal for him in that moment, which was an inner
feeling. Not letting anything else in, and concentrating on this feeling, it spontaneously
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transformed into a vision. This is the method that we spoke of yesterday and the new
way of discriminating the soul’s voice. In my opinion, it lies in realizing that therapists
are sensualists, and if they follow what is happening with careful awareness through the
bare bones of their sensory channels and do not leave prematurely for interpretation
or explanation, then figures begin to be discovered, arising in the conduits of the soul’s
choosing: visual, auditory, proprioceptive, kinesthetic, countertransference (which could
be called the relationship channel), and lastly the world, as synchronicities” [Mindell,
1985].

“Ach so, I see,” said Jung. “I was gifted in my life, as is evidenced in The Red Book,
by working with this ‘dreaming,” as you call it, in a mostly visual and verbal way, but
many others must enter through a different route. This I can easily believe, as so many
patients and therapists get caught in the intellect, and the work never takes on the quality
of the numinous. But what I also see is that you are adding a precision to the work; by
giving scrupulous and methodical attention to where the libido is flowing, figures begin
to awaken. As I said during my alchemical studies many years ago, you could start with
any of these aspects of the prima materia: a spontaneous fantasy, a dream, an irrational
mood, an affect [Jung, 1963, p. 526]. However, now we are saying: Take any one of these,
but stay aware of the sensory channel in which they occur and start there; then follow
with exactness and it will lead to the soul.

“This makes me rethink some of my case memories and how I was doing much
of what we are now describing through my intuition,” Jung continued. “In fact, some
current-day Jungian analysts write off many of my therapy successes to what they believe
is my great but unteachable intuition. Now, however, we are imagining that it may have
been trainable all along, through a rigorous practice of awareness that focuses on the
flow of sensual energy.”

Jung smiled to himself for a moment, caught in a remembrance of a case from
years past. “She came to see me on referral for a one-time consultation—a young school
teacher who had traveled a great distance from her village in the Canton Solothurn. She
suffered from almost complete insomnia and also terribly from the feeling of not meeting
the demands of life. I asked her to find some means of relaxation, but I could see from
her face she did not understand. I told her of my sailing on the lake, and of letting myself
go with the wind, but again her eyes said no to my entreaties. I was saddened, as I so
wanted to help with only this one meeting together. Then, as I talked of sailing and of
the wind, I heard the voice of my mother singing a lullaby to my little sister, as she used
to do when I was eight or nine, a story of a little girl, on a little boat, on the Rhine,
with little fishes. And I began, almost without doing it on purpose, to hum what I was
telling her about the wind, the waves, the sailing and relaxation to the tune of the little
lullaby. I hummed those sensations and I could see she was enchanted. Years later,  met
her referring physician at a conference, who told me that her insomnia had been cured
during this one visit, never to return” [Jaffé, 1984, pp. 106-107].

“What a lovely story, Dr. Jung,” [ responded. “It is a wonderful example of what we
have been saying about awareness and the senses. You followed her facial feedback and
the clues in her eyes, noticing that with the intervention you were providing, there was
no connection to her psyche. You did not interpret resistance, but were open to trusting
what was happening, to geschenlassen. Now you responded with careful consideration,
betrachten, by assiduously following the spontaneous arising of the auditory channel
in the voice of your mother and the lullaby. You allowed yourself to be thrown into the
moving river of psychic energy. You didn’t stop and stand on the riverbank of explanation
and speak about the lacunae of her mother complex or a missing self-soothing object, but
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instead picked up the rocking of the waves in your body and the humming of the song.
It was then that the soul came alive as the archetypal comforting mother flowed through
you, not interpreted by you, and the little girl in her was cured.”

“Your analysis of what took place in this case is quite fascinating,” Jung said. “I can
see how this is an important addition to my method and allows the soul more room to
communicate in whatever way she is choosing. It would be exciting to do this work in
person. Do you think you might have a dream we could work with?”

“It just so happens,” I said with a look of surprise, “after our penetrating discussion
yesterday, I awoke with the most unusual dream but without any chance for reflection
yet.”

“Please, tell the dream,” Jung said.

“l am in a house with an unknown woman of foreign descent, perhaps Eastern
European. She is showing me a silver dinner knife. It has the name Igor Petrokovic
engraved on it. [ awoke perplexed, with no real sense as to any personal associations. I
did tell my wife the dream and made an unconscious slip and said ego instead of Igor
when recalling the name,” I said, chuckling.

Jung enjoyed a robust laugh himself over my comment and as I gazed at his unin-
hibited, childlike enjoyment, I remembered reading about how he had been adamant in
his teaching that a therapist must have and allow all his or her emotions to be present
when working on a dream. “Well, that gives us a good start, ja?” he said, with a titter
still in his voice. “It most definitely has to do with your current ego being sacrificed to
something greater, to the silver, the metal of the soul, very powerful, very important. Our
discussion of the soul’s lament has touched you deeply.”

As Dr. Jung was making his comments about the imagery, I noticed the slightest
changes occurring in my body—a mild tightening of my throat, as if sadness were about
to visit ... a quickly passing feeling of dizziness, so fleeting I could have easily denied its
existence. Observing the change in my focus, Jung commented, “I see you are noticing
something other than my continued work with the images and symbols. I would typically
go on with associations and believe that the touch of emotion you are experiencing was
a positive aha that indicates we are on the right track. But I think this is the moment,
as you might say, that the soul is beginning to emerge in a different channel” [Mindell,
2001].

I nodded my agreement, trying to keep some attention on the tiniest
“flirts”—Mindell’s term for whatever catches one’s attention—now attempting to come
to life. “Dr. Jung,” I said, “Let’s follow these diminutive signals and not talk any longer at
this moment.” Jung nodded his acceptance. I stood to follow more closely the strongest
and yet evanescent feelings of dizziness. I had done this many times in the past and knew
I had to slowly amplify or increase the signals in the channel in which they were occur-
ring. Because it was both proprioceptive [a body sensation] and also a sense of movement
[kinesthetic channel], I decided to focus on the movement and see where it might take
me. [ shut my eyes to eliminate visual aspects of self, as the visual channel was closest
to my primary identity, which, according to the dream, was being sacrificed. This was
also the reason for cutting off the audioverbal channel earlier, as it would prevent a com-
plete entering into the language the soul was choosing for communication, which at this
moment was the body. As I did this, I noticed the same dizziness, now increasing, and a
feeling of being pulled or pushed to the right. I followed this pulling with increased focus
and attention, when suddenly I was as if thrown to the ground. Jung was quickly on his
feet to see if [ was all right, but I silently waved him off and continued, now quite caught
in the aliveness of the imagination.
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I was down on my knees now, feeling the concrete of the terrace beneath me,
my body wracked with an overwhelming sense of sadness and loneliness and plaintive
sobbing, and yet, amazingly, it didn’t feel like my tears or my sadness. It was as if another
was having me feel his pain. I began to crawl from my position, noticing immediately my
crumpled body, as though my right leg were dragging from paralysis, right arm crippled,
right facies contorted. I took up more consciously these body positions and slowly it
became clear that a figure was emerging through me. He moved me toward Jung and
began to rub “his” head on Jung’s leg while the garbled word SLOW came from my mouth
over and over again.

For a moment I came out of my reverie and looked up at Dr. Jung. He was rubbing
my head and tears had come to his eyes. He spoke, not to me, but to the other in me.
“I see that you have finally come to this man, and I cry with tears of joy and sadness for
your arrival—the sadness for your suffering from being ostracized for so long, the joy
that you can finally be welcomed as other and your voice heard.” We sat for what seemed
minutes, Jung on the concrete bench surrounding the terrace, me on the ground in front
of him, all the while he continued to rub my head as an inconsolable longing remained
my companion.

Finally, as I got up and returned to my chair and Dr. Jung moved to his previous
and more comfortable seat, he was the first to find words. “I was deeply moved by your
work and glad we were able to experience the dream together in this way or I wouldn’t
have believed the numinosity possible with these methods.” Jung reached for his pipe on
the bench beside him and in an unconscious ritual that he had performed thousands of
times, tapped out his finished ashes and filled the bowl with tobacco; then as he blew the
smoke from its lighting, he turned toward me with a voice sounding of seriousness and
admonition. “No matter that we have found other ways for the soul to commune with us,
two things of old now become paramount: ethics and the auseinandersetzung.

“First on ethics, as this takes the front and center. It will be easy to go back to your
everyday life and ego. For though your work was powerful, alive and very real, unless you
ethically form an ongoing relationship with the figure that came to you, it will have all
been for nothing. It will drop from site as if a momentary wave in the ocean. It is one thing
to bring the soul forward, it is another to follow its calling. Without that commitment, all
is power [Jung, 1973, pp. 192-193].

“Secondly, we have spoken much about letting it happen, and of considering and
making pregnant,” Jung continued. “Both of these were on great display in your recent
dream work. But now, as I learned in The Red Book, comes the third thing, maybe the
most important of all, the ausetnandersetzung, or to confront oneself [Humbert, 1984,
p. 12]. You see, he is here, this man of yours, and you feel him in your body. Keep getting
to know him, but also confront him and push him. Give him life through drawing him with
pencil and paints or, in your case, clay or sculpture, for he needs your earth to stay real.
But remember this last advice, for I learned it the hard way. ‘A conversation is inevitable
because he demands it, that is if you don’t want to just surrender unconditionally to
him. Speak with him, ask him about his longing and sadness, stay close to him, because
you now know and feel ‘that he is an independent personality and you cannot expect
that he will accept your standpoint without further ado.” To not do this ‘would be to flee
and choose not to come to a deeper relationship and understanding™ [Jung, 2009, pp.
260-261].

A deep sigh escaped from my lips, as the feeling of longing from my inner compan-
ion continued to linger. I tried to take one more breath to relax before looking over at Dr.
Jung. “This was a day I did not expect,” I said. “I thought we might talk further of art and
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theory and ideas, but instead they came alive and became very real, like independent
souls in my psyche. I am very tired now, though not dead!” Jung smiled at my playing
with his words from the end of our time together yesterday.

“It seems as though we have come to the end of our conversation, at least for
the present time,” Jung responded. “I want to say that I am happy that you've had this
experience. I am speaking of the feeling realization of the reality of the psyche. It is one
that is crucial and in the end, sadly, one that very few people have, even therapists! The
Red Book taught me this. My experience there showed me ‘that I must take seriously
every unknown wanderer who personally inhabits the inner world, since they are real
because they are effectual. In the end, the real is what works’ [Jung, 2009, p. 260, fn 15].
I am glad to have taught you this and that you heard the soul’s yearning, her longing to
be taken seriously.” I mouthed a humble thank-you.

Jung smiled and continued, “You also heard my lament and through our discussions
reconnected me to the alchemists, the deepest roots of my work. I can hear them saying,
‘What nature leaves imperfect, the art perfects’ [Jung, 1973, p. 255]. Now I understand
what the soul was saying to me so many years ago. She was not looking for the literal,
scientific truth, as I was, but her ‘interest was in finding the artistic truth. Her intent
was to reshape the literal truth of the world into forms that reveal the deeper, universal
truths of our existence’ [Olen-Butler, 2001]. This is art!”

Jung slowly lifted himself from his chair. I stood next to him, ready to shake his
hand goodbye, but surprisingly he reached and patted my shoulder, saying, “I can now
do as my father did long ago: I can pat your shoulder and say thank you, for I know today
there are many trying to answer the questions rightly.”

George Mecouch, DO, is a board-certified psychiatrist living in Portland, OR. He was a stu-
dent at the Jung Institute of Chicago in the early 1980s before moving to Portland to study
with Arnold Mindell and later with Russ Lockhart. Dyv. Mecouch is currently the medical di-
rector of Commumnity Services NW, a community mental health center in Vancouver, Wash-
ington, where he also maintains a small, analytically oriented private practice.
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