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Chicken Little:
Messiah, Meshuggeneh or Metaphor?

“The sky is falling!” cried Chicken Little. “Theky is falling!"—
and everywhere she went people laughed. They hawdrkrthe
gloom and doom of recession, depression, inflatieflation, stag-
flation and so on. They saw recovery in sight amideaready for a
joke.

But Chicken Little wasn't interested in economite was con-
cerned with the imminent collapse of the heavem® Jurvival of
the monetary system was not her business. Her bjpticavision
was much grander than that. Indeed, today sombeseas the first
environmentalist.

“The sky is falling!” cried Chicken Little. A simie declarative
sentence: article, noun, verb, gerund. And everyladghed.

Now, that's not literally true. A few featheredeinds took her
words at face value (giving rise to the popular $sxanania” the-
ory) but in the end they shared her fate. Likehthpless Cassandra
in Greek mythology—nblessed by Apollo with the gift prophecy
and then cursed by him because she spurned hiarphtd em-
brace—Chicken Little was saddled with the forekremige that
whatever she said would not be believed.

Some commentators believe that Freud's pioneevimigy Stud-
ies in Hysteriais a thinly veiled analysis of Chicken Little. Otke
aren’t so sure. C.G. Jung, in a long essay charimgjotihe inner
voice, wrote:

The individual will never find the real justificath for [her] exis-
tence and [her] own spiritual and moral autonomywdnere except
in an extramundane principle capable of relatigzine overpower-
ing influence of external factors. The individudiavis not anchored
in God can offer no resistance on [her] own resesito the physical
and moral blandishments of the world. For this Jsteeds the evi-

* Meshuggeneh is a Yiddish expression for crazyquers

1 For a clinical study of this syndrome, see Lauréyton Schapiralhe Cassan-
dra Complex: Living with Disbelief.
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dence of inner, transcendent experience which atare protect
[her] from the otherwise inevitable submersionhia masg.

Did Chicken Little feel the hand of God, then? Wes shrill
warning really an apotropaic attempt to protectshkragainst the
mass? We don’t know. Only one thing is sure: Chckitle could
not contain herself. Believed or not, she had ®akput, that was
her destiny. Which is to say, she did what shetbatb.

To my mind she is a perfect example—perhaps dweotiginal
model—of the woman M. Esther Harding describesoa®e-in-her-
self”:

The woman who is virgin, one-in-herself, does whla¢ does, not
because of any desire to please, not to be liketh be approved,
even by herself; not because of any desire to gaimer over an-
other, to catch his interest or love, but becaubatvehe does is
true3

The heart-wrenching saga of Chicken Little, like heroic epic
of Gilgamesh and Enkidu, has been passed down dexmaration
to generation. No one knows exactly how old ititiirst surfaced
some three hundred years ago on seven stone tdidetsrered in
Lower Kraznac, deep in the Carpathian Mountainsa liyaveling
monk looking for succor. Some tablets are wholeers are merely
fragments. There are huge gaps. The first seenssatd in mid-
story, and the seventh ends so abruptly that onaatahelp but
think that others are still to be found.

It took 73 years to decipher the Kraznac tabletsed genera-
tions of astute hermetic linguists working 10 hoarday, 7 days a
week, 365 days a year. Indeed, their labors haea betly com-
pared with the construction of the pyramids, medaliesathedrals
and the Great Wall of China. It is true that mod€tricken Little
scholars dispute some of their interpretations,adubonor is due
these diligent pioneers, for they did lay the gebwark and gave
us indisputably rich insights into the fowl psyche.

2 “The Undiscovered SelfCivilization in TransitionCW 10, par. 511.

3 Woman's Mysteries: Ancient and Modem,147. This theme is further devel-
oped in Marion WoodmanThe Pregnant Virgin: A Process of Psychological
Transformation.
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An alchemical scribe by the code name of Marcugchaus
recorded Chicken Little’s vision, albeit disguisaed with a rather
optimistic hue, on a medieval illuminated manusdcrip

Heaven above,
Heaven below.

Stars above,

Stars below.

All that is above

Also is below.

Grasp this and rejoice.

That memorable gem came to light in a French cslibtrary in
1745. It subsequently passed through many handsaasdauc-
tioned off in London by Sotheby’s as recently a83ung him-
self quotes it in “The Psychology of the Transfemif though he
fails to track its source back to Chicken Little.id also cited in
Marie-Louise von Franz’'s classieper Aeternuswhere she uses it
as a stepping stone for all sorts of arcane sptona like inter-
preting the stars as archetypes of the collectiveonscious—nu-
clei, so to speak, in the dark sky of the unconsstd am a long-
standing admirer of Marie-Louise von Franz, andtipalarly of
that book, but she too fails to acknowledge Chickitle’'s semi-
nal influence on Western culture.

Needless to say, | have a thing about ChicketeLilit goes back
to when | first heard about her at the age of Aixthat time | still
believed in Santa Claus and the Easter bunny, ahduight God
made all the houses. Those fantasies died, but ntgresst in
Chicken Little survived.

Apparently I'm not alone. Since the tablets wereearthed,
Chicken Little’'s story has been told and retold gnéimes, often
with variations but always in the vernacular. Astlaount, | have
personally read thirty-seven versions. The detafilen differ but
the essentials are the same.

I've also read pretty well all the Chicken Littteholarship—
Chickle Schtick, as we call it—and I've been prgied to examine

4 The Practice of Psychotherap@W 16, par. 384.
5 Puer Aeternusp. 143.
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authenticated replicas of the Kraznac tablets. Eotime definitive
study is still Adam Brillig’'s essay, “A Non-Euclide Perspective
on Ms. Little.® Professor Brillig, a Zlrich-trained analyst, is a
well-known Chickle Schticker. To my knowledge heswhe first
to ponder in print whether the modifying monickaiittie” was
sexist. Why not Chicken Big? he asked. Denigratbrthe femi-
nine, he pointed out, has long been rife in theigahal West and

it would be no surprise to find it in the barnyard.

| shall often refer to Brillig's views in this pap for they have a
patina of psychological truth, buttressed by peas@xperience,
that is hard to refute.

Chicken Little’s story is simple enough, at leastthe surface. |
shall tell it now, interspersed with my own obseiwas.

Chicken Little was on her way through the wood&eo grandmoth-

er's when something fell on her head. She pickedétieup and

shrieked, “The sky is falling!” Then she gatherest kkirts and ran
off in all directions. “Help! The sky is falling!’she cried. “Help!

Help! The sky is falling!”

| have mentioned variations. There’s an Indiae tahere the
impending apocalypse is announced by a hare. IiL&8rka a bat
gets the nod, in Borneo a mongoose, in Australiaralicoot.

Stephen Kellogg's well-known illustrated versioatually be-
gins not with Chicken Little but with a fox—Foxy kg—Ilurking
behind a hedge. Foxy sees Chicken Little and imatelji thinks
of supper. The fragmentary line giving rise to tphssibility, on
the first broken tablet, is traditionally read as *eat her up.”

Of course, Kellogg's telling is also based on khewn fact that
foxes are natural predators of chickens, but Adamfid gives
short shrift to his interpretation. After a devdisig attack on Kel-
logg’s academic credentials, he asks:

Why “up”? “Down” would make more sense. Chickentleitwas a
bird, after all®

6 Journal of Forensic Ethnologypl. 12, no. 2 (1968), pp. 24-46.

7 For the purpose of this paper | have focused erbtire-bones story that unfolds
in the Kraznac tablets. Sorting out complex frochatype in modern versions can
drive one mad.

8 “A Non-Euclidean Perspective,” op. cit., p. 29.
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Now doesn’t that echo the old alchemical sayiny) that is
above also is below”? Brillig continues:

If we accept the word “up” here, we are in all hokoiven to in-
quire, as some already have, whether it is to kentas an adverb or
a noun. If the latter, we are obliged to ask wipeint of the body it
refers to. | can only compare it to the old oxymmojournalism stu-
dents are alerted to—"A police spokesman said Msvas shot at
close quarters and the bullet is in her yet.”

Only in Chinese acupuncture is any part of the druranatomy
designated as “yet,” namely a tiny bone in the inea&r. Although
the time frame of the Kraznac tablets doesn’t eljtinegate this cor-
respondence, it stretches one’s credulity to imagifox licking his
lips over a chicken’s inner ear. Of course, we migke “up” as an
early variant of, or shorthand for, “pudendum,” bgtuggest we es-
cape what threatens to become a precipitous destenabsurdity
by leaving Foxy Loxy ouf.

In some accounts Chicken Little is hit by an acamrothers by a
falling coconut, a piece of ripe fruit or a bran@ariously a limb
from an acacia tree, an elder or a Japanese m&pie)study sug-
gests she was struck by lightning, which, in acanog with Jung’s
thoughts in “A Study in the Process of Individuatid® would
point to a strong message from the Self. Anothéth weak sup-
porting evidence, questions whether she was haryhing at all
and implies it was all in her mind (the hysteriadty). Adam Bril-
lig accepts that Chicken Little was felled by agai®f tree (though
of indeterminate flora) but questions just abowdrgthing else.

For instance, how old was Chicken Little? The etbhre quiet
on this point; yes, they imply pubescence, but ipbsghat's a
modern projection. And was her grandmother’s rel#ly destina-
tion? Perhaps it was simply a plausible excusdé@ing out at all.
Indeed, Brillig raises the possibility—more thinkaldioday than
twenty years ago, thanks to the recovery movemdmit-ghe was
escaping abusive parents.

The feminist Chickle Schticker Janet Marble, inaaticle com-

9 Ibid.

10 “Lightning signifies a sudden, unexpected, and owsguing change of psychic
condition.”(The Archetypes and the Collective Unconsci@QW, 9i, par. 533)
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missioned forCosmopolitantoys with the idea that Chicken Little
was on her way to a romantic assignation. She svrite
| cut my scholarly teeth on Alice B. Toklas. A dkém is a chicken is
a chicken. Red blood flows in the veins of chickgust as it courses
through ours. The entire animal world, which indigbly includes
chickens, is subject to this coursing of blood #mel flood of com-
pelling desire occasioned by its wake. We canmghitly assume that
Chicken Little, alone of her genre, was immuneh® forces of na-
ture. My gut feeling tells me she was feeling hatse-hot to trot, so
to speaktl

Marble then suggests thi#tMs. Little was married, and her
mate was, pardon me, a “foul fucker,” she’d havelanmotive for
a fling. Writes Marble:

All power to her. I'd do the sanié.
A.G. Grandize goes further:

The traditional characterization of Chicken Litde “innocent” has
not been proven. Indeed, what if she were pregngh& wouldn’t
be the first youngster to panic at being knocked lopwhich case
due consideration must be given to the possibiligt she was on
her way to what then passed for a family plannilitga; or the local
midwife, or even, in light of pre-Christian moralsheugh God for-
bid—a fetal egg plucked

Such speculations may appeal to the prurient,tdouhy mind
they go over the top. For if Chicken Little realgd a lover, who
was it?

Well might one ask. As we shall see, the Krazrasdotets men-
tion only three male presences: the pompous Turkeley (a pa-
triarchal buzzard), the gardener Ducky Lucky (polgsgay)14 and
Gosling Gilbert (a tad)® Yes, subjectively they are animus figures,

11 september, 1978, p. 168.
12 |bid.
13 American Journal of Chickle Schtickgl. 17, no. 3 (1964), p. 138.

14 The authoritative work in this field is Graham Kisan, The Secret Lore of Gar-
dening: Patterns of Male Intimacp, 103.

15 purposely leave out the aforementioned Foxy Ld&tephen Kellog's shady
invention. For if Foxy Loxy, why not Rodney RabbBily Beaver? Willy Whip-
pet? We might as well ignore the tablets altoge#mat write our own soap opera.
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but does any fit the bill as a potential sex paffighink not. One
can't entirely discount the possibility, psychologjly, of a demon
lover 16 but, and more to the point, nowhere in the tabketeere a
shred of evidence that Chicken Little was capalfidust. Of
course, this raises the whole body issue, whickadlyg leave to
those more qualified?’

Personally, | can live with Chicken Little as ummed, in her
early teens, and the grandmother as her goal. Aftewe find the
same motif in Little Red Riding Hood and in Russfairy tales
(where the grandmother figure, Baba Yaga, is arguall). The
natural process of development in women beckonshaps
obliges, them to make contact with both positivd aagative sides
of the Great Mothe¥ As often as not, along the way, something
hits them on the head. Goodness knows, | have aorejuwith
that. What | question is the skif.

Carbon dating of the tablets places their origitween 5200
and 4800 BC. Authoritative sources point out tHatts were not
even thought of at that time, and in fact were pr@valent until
1805, when to celebrate Napoleon they suddenly aappeevery-
where on the streets of Paris. On this issue Indefy side with
Adam Brillig. After exhaustive research he wrote tbllowing:

The glyph on the Kraznac tablets commonly integutes “skirt” is
more accurately translated, at least in this cantex“shit.” | do not
propose this lightly, only to set the record stndidNothing is more
abhorrent to me than scholarship based on ignordzgenen on a
day’s etymological jaunt, all jovial and carefreapre concerned
with self-serving twaddle than the truth, may begieen such
gaucheries. Genuine Chickle Schtickers have nosexdn this light,
my considered opinion is that the phrase “gathdred skirts” is

For similar reasons | cannot take seriously thedias theory that Chicken Little
was actually anale transvestiteyr at best a not too fastidious cross-dresser.

16 See Marion Woodmarddiction to Perfectionpp. 135-155.

17 see, for instance, Deldon Anne McNeélpuching: Body Therapy and Depth
Psychologyand Marion Woodman;The Owl Was a Baker's Daughter: Obesity,
Anorexia Nervosa and the Repressed Feminine.

18 see Sibylle Birkhauser-Oeffhe Mother: Archetypal Image in Fairy Tales.

19 see above, p. 10: “Then she gathered her skidsamoff in all directions.”
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more accurately translated as “got her shit toge'te

Now there’s something to get your teeth into. Makemistake
about it: Brillig's insight reveals this apparenilynocuous little
tale for what it really is—no less than a thinlggliised paradigm
of a woman’s need to integrate her shadow.

To continue with the story:

Chicken Little’s cries were heard by a neighbornkie Penny, who
asked, “What's the matter?¥

“The sky is falling!” cried Chicken Little. “A piee of it hit me on
the head!”

Henny Penny was horrified. “Call the police!” stréed, and ech-
oed, “The sky is falling!”

Here is the first mention of an authority figuv&hile the Freud-
ian school has traditionally fastened on the poéisea personifi-
cation of Chicken Little’s superego, | think a Jiamgis obliged to
see the cry for help as an instinctive plea toSbH. When the ego
is in disarray and the persona in tatters, thenrther authority of
the Self, in whatever guise deemed necessaryweilk toward a
balanc€?2 As Jung writes:

The psyche does not meregact, it gives its own specific answer to
the influences at work upon4#.

Now, right here is where Adam Brillig’s insightsegparticularly
valuable. It was Brillig, you see, who first suggesthat Chicken
Little’s doomsday warning need not be interpretedrally; it
could be taken as a symbolic expression of her immar plight.
Which is to say, whether the sky was falling or ¢aeth was rising
up, she would be caught in the middle. And isréttihe asks rhet-
orically, a fitting image of conflict? Stage “twoh the ever-

20 A Non-Euclidean Perspective,” op. cit., p. 33.

21 Numerous modern versions have Henny Penny asettoénle, with no mention
at all of Chicken Little. These are certainly abéons—like the frequent misno-
mer “Chicken Licken"—not supported by a close regdif the stones.

22 see mylung Lexicon: A Primer of Terms and Concetfelf-regulation of the
psyche,” pp. 120-122..

23 “50me Crucial Points in Psychoanalysis (A Corresfemce between Dr. Jung
and Dr. Loy),”Freud and Psychoanalysi€W 4, par. 665.
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intriguing Axiom of Maria?—

One becomes two, two becomes three, and out dhiftecomes the
One as the fourt®?

From there, according to Birillig, it is but a shetep to Jung’s
theory of neurosis, his views on psychic energy, tue mysterious
tertium non datuor transcendent function. | conci®r.

The clamor reached Ducky Lucky, working in his gard“What's
this cackling all about?” he demanded.

“The sky is falling!” cried Henny Penny. “A piecef it hit
Chicken Little on the head!”

“That’s terrible!” squawked Ducky Lucky.

And together they all three wailed: “Help! PolicEhe sky is fal-
ling!”

Their alarums were heard by Goosey Lucy and Ggétittbert.

“What's that?” asked Goosey Lucy and Gosling Gilbe

“The sky is falling!” cried Ducky Lucky. “A pieceof it hit
Chicken Little on the head!”

“That’s terrible!” squawked Goosey Lucy and Gogli@ilbert.

And now all five wailed: “Help! Police! The sky falling!”

What a tight concoction. Three new characters-agtlects, psy-
chologically, of Chicken Little herself. Ducky Lugkwhatever his
sexual proclivities, is easily seen as an instialcainimus, close to
the earth; Goosey Lucy is perhaps a symbolic a@itusd the flighty
feminine; and Gosling Gilbert, well, what else abtie be but her
neglected inner child, the potential source of tiveaenergy, yet
still buried in an avalanche of civilized accres@nAnd all seeking
help. In Jung’s words:

Too much of the animal distorts the civilized [wam too much
civilization makes sick animak$

—aqiving further credence, | think, to Brillig’'s sémal notes on

24 5ee JungPsychology and Alchem@Ww 12, par. 209. My own interpretation of
this alchemical dictum is presented @etting To Know You: The Inside Out of
Relationshippp. 86-87.

25 5ee my outline iThe Survival Papers: Anatomy of a Midlife Crigp, 11-29,
andJung Lexiconpp. 133-136.

26 “The Eros Theory, Two EssaysCW 7, par. 32.
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Chicken Little as a dissociated neurotic.

Just then Turkey Lurkey appeared, strutting, strpkiis handsome
comb.

“You sillies,” he said, “you winged stick-headsathered furies,
stop your fussing and squawking and wailing. If@mgy is to call for
help, I shall.”

And with that he stalked off to the village.

And there the tablets end.

Were the police fetched? We don’'t know. Did thg &KI? Ap-
parently not—though there is chronological evidetweconsider
analogies with the Biblical Flood.

Let Chickle Schtick fill in the gaps. For alreadyqu see, we
have all we need to support the orthodox Jungiaw ¥hat the end
of the world is an archetypal motif; that is, it yriae constellated
by circumstances (inner or outer) in anyone orng aulture, at
any time and in any place.

As it happens, this was synchronistically confidniey two per-
sonal incidents while | was preparing this paper.

First, my dentist confided to me that mankind \@ese for.

“Decay,” he said, changing drills. “| see it ewshere. We're all
going down the tubes.”

And then, the very next day, | spoke to my broker.

“Your stocks are down because the Dow Jones isdmezause
the whole world is,” she said. “I'm down too. Goddws where it
will end.”

Chicken Little and others have been predictinglbnfy sky for,
what, 7,000 years, and it’s still there.

That says something.

27 See A. HeidelChicken Little and Old Testament Parallgip, 78-132.
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Into the Fire
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Alchemical image of the transformation of Mercurius
asprima materia,n the heated, sealed vessel
(BarchusenElementa chemiad,718; National Library, Paris)

“Instead of arguing with the drives which carryavgay, we prefer to
cook them and ask them what they want. That catidmvered by
active imagination, or through a fantasy, or thtoegperimenting in
reality, but always with the introverted attitudeobserving.”

—Marie-Louise von FranZlchemy: An Introduction.
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The Letter

I got back from the bank just as Rachel was puling She rolled
down her window.

“Sunny hasn’'t had her walk,” she called. “Oh, &nelre’s a spe-
cial delivery letter on your desk. Don’t know wtitsifrom, | didn’t
open it. Gotta fly!”

And she blew me a kiss, off to her class.

| waved and went in, instantly pleasured by famnisurround-
ings: old sunglasses lined up on the radiator,h&epprints in the
hall; the scuffed mat and stack of slippers; amighandelier, cut
glass door-knobs throwing rainbows; a view from frent door
straight through to the back garden.

I've lived here ten years and I'd only been goa# an hour, but
was | glad to be back.

Sunny pranced to meet me. She’s quite a large atmgyt eight
years old. She looks like a wolf; she may be ashetween a Col-
lie and a German Shepherd. We don’t know anythbauaher for
sure. Rachel picked her out at the pound last y@anny barks a
lot when people come to the door, but she onlyslsteange work-
men in the garden, when they bend over.

| hung my coat up and went upstairs, mentally tyngethe sol-
dier elephants in the window box.

My office was flooded with the afternoon light. glance told
me everything was in order. | checked the fax, édroff the an-
swering machine and picked up the special deliledtgr.

The handwriting on the envelope was unfamiliarefBhwas no
sender’s name or return address. The few pen stioke been ap-
plied with a flourish, slanting upward from left t@ht. An opti-
mist, | thought, or perhaps just somewhat inflat@d.the back flap
were the initials A.B.

| weighed the envelope (it was light) and feltusmicus sense of
excitement. | became somewhat heady, as if | weresd.

Well now, | thought, what'’s this? It's almost twglyears since |

20
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had a joint. The feeling grew until | was grippedduch a power-
ful presentiment that | had to sit down.

“My life is about to change,” | thought.

The idea was immediately disturbing, for | amnzesy by now
be clear, a creature of habit. My life is carefudiyanged to keep
interruptions at a minimum. My energy is thougHtfubarceled
out. Anything new is filtered through Rachel—welf, she’s
around—who prepares me, if necessary, for the worst

All'in all, | felt distinctly apprehensive.

And yet, at the same time, from deep within theefled up the
admission that my life had become all too stagniawas comfort-
able, yes, and quite satisfied with what | had,gmrbaps | was go-
ing to seed. An adventure might be just the ticket.

Thus, when at last | opened the envelope, | cooldat first be
sure whether its contents affected me like a breathesh air or a
disagreeable draft.

It contained a single sheet of paper. The samenflhand that
graced the envelope had written as follows:

Sir:

| have read your paper on Chicken Little. BravaitiUnow | had
believed myself the only person who believed in éxéstence of
more tablets. Now there are two of us! Tomorrowhpes ten! |
know their location and have a plan.

Let me not mince words. We have more than a littleommon
and there is much work to be done. We must meetdel contact
me as soon as possible.

Adam Brillig, D.Sc., Dipl. Analyt. Psych., DipC.S28

There followed an address and several phone nantogyether
with an elaborate timetable indicating where hehhige reached
during any given day for the next three weeks. st very bottom
there were neat block letters: MS. LITTLE LIVES.

It is difficult to give an accurate descriptiontbe effect this had
on me.

In the first place, | had thought Adam Brillig wdead. | knew
he had received his Diploma in 1956. It was a matteecord that

28 Diploma in Chickle Schtick.
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he had established a practice in Boise, Idaho fitlse and last
Jungian, | believe, to do so). By the time | ardivie Zirich, in the
fall of 1974, his reputation as a conservative wasl estab-

lished?® No one | knew had seen him at conferences, bad Irbad
his articles in various journals, both Jungian #mase devoted to
Chickle Schtick. To my knowledge, nothing writteyp him in ei-

ther field had been published since his landmarkr{&uclidean
Perspective” on the estimable Ms. Little in 1968.

That was now twenty-four years ago, and sincdt|4érich in
1978 his name had not appeared in the InternatiDivatctory of
Jungian Analysts.

Where had Brillig been? Was he still practicingHuid could
he be? These questions whirled in my head.

As well, and to be perfectly honest, | had alnfosgotten the
paper of mine to which Brillig alluded. It was ady two years
since | wrote it and over a year since it had badnlished. It was
my very first contribution to the world of Chickdnttle scholar-
ship. | believe it sprang from a feeling that someeshould try to
bridge the lamentable gap between Chickle Schtiwk d&ungian
psychology—and the grandiose idea that | was hesbne to do it.
I was full of it at the time and had eagerly lookedvard to what-
ever response might come. None did.

Now, although flattered by this belated but dramslow of in-
terest by someone whose work | had the highesrdega, | was
more than a little uneasy that my, yes, let me admsomewhat
whimsical piece, which had already faded in my memehould
be taken so seriously.

I dug my paper out and read it through, noddingyself. | had
to smile at the bits attributed to “Janet Marbleidd'A.G. Gran-
dize.” As | recall, they were Rachel’s doing.

“It has something,” she’d mused, reading my ihitiaaft, “but it

29 There are different interpretations of what a ‘senvative” Jungian is. Person-
ally, I understand it to mean someone who adhd@sely to Jung’s expressed
views. | have no reason to doubt that Brillig thke same. When he was criticized
by Kleinians, Kohutians and so-called post-Jungifmsbeing “too doctrinaire”
(i.e., not open to new ideas), he replied: “I seeneed to reinvent the wheel. It
isn't that Jung was never wrong, rather he was ydweght.” [American Journal
of Analytical Psychologwol. 13, no. 4 (Fall 1965), p. 145]
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could use some spice.” And she made a few suggesstio

| was reluctant at first. Whimsy is one thing, pilaying with the
truth is something else. On the other hand, Raishéb some ex-
tent, “She-who-must-be-obeye#l”In the end | met her half way,
which is to say | took her advice.

Now | focused on the passage that had apparentisngied
Brillig to write me:

. . . stone tablets discovered in Lower Kraznac.Some tablets are
whole, others are merely fragments. There are Igags. The first
seems to start in mid-story, and the seventh emdbruptly that one
cannot help but think that others are still to dxenid.

God, | thought, where did that come from—"othems still to be
found”? | wracked my brain and came up empty. Iswathrow-
away line, surely, just to show | knew my Chickighfck.

Now here was the expert, calling my bluff.

| was not happy.

| got Sunny’s leash, stuffed a plastic bag in rogket—being a
conscientious stoop and scooper—and took her dhetpark.

Arnold came at my call. He kicked off his galoslzesl threw
his coat on a chair. | showed him Brillig’s lettéte borrowed my
glasses and read it through without comment, tlzam gne a great
clap on the arm.

“Don’t panic,” he said. “Let’s have a drink.”

Arnold’s a bear of a man. We’re more than close. $Mared a
house in Zirich when we were training. Now we gcactogether
as colleagues. He sees things in ways | don't,vacel versa. He
designed my garden and taught me to appreciate Vieese. |
showed him how to sew and make cookies, read nfixpemps.
He taught me that being late, or not showing upliatwasn't a

30 This is a phrase Jung lifted from the writer Ritterggard to describe the au-
thority of a man’s anima, his inner woman. (SeejristanceTwo Essays on Ana-
lytical Psychologypar. 189.) | was amused to see it echoed recanthei popular
PBS television series, “Rumpole of the Bailey,” wh&®umpole’s wife, entirely
innocuous to the viewer, is routinely referred % Him as “She-who-must-be-
obeyed.” | use it here, of course, somewhat torigugheek. Rachel is flesh and
blood, my anima isn’t. | know the difference, omltytimes, like Rumpole, I'm li-
able to forget.
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criminal offense. | instructed him in how to makermamon toast
and boil an egg! Arnold and | have had our disagreements, for
sure, but being with him puts me in touch with sidé myself that
are otherwise a closed book. Projection, | supgosee would call
it. The power to constellate, says Arnold.

Come to think of it, he had had a significant hanchy Chicken
Little paper.

“Well,” said Arnold, crashing on the sofa with tHaoyish grin
he has. “Looks like you're on the line, old boy.”

“It would help if you said we,” | replied.

Rachel came back about six. She found us facacw®ih the liv-
ing room, going at it. Arnold was on his third tuebof straight
Scotch choked with ice. | was sipping mint tea &z my head
clear. There were papers everywhere, notes onatiisthat. A
good half of Jung'ollected Workswere on the floor, sharing
space with von Franz, books on mythology, cheesk aacker
crumbs and writings on Chicken Little.

| greeted Rachel and rolled my eyes.

All afternoon Arnold had been pushing possibifiti¢ had lis-
tened intently, taking careful notes, as usual,leviesisting, as
usual. Okay, so he’s intuitive and I'm not, butd'bbeen bewitched
by Arnold more than once and I'm gun-shy. He'd bsaggesting
things that would certainly disturb my life and wkamore might
ruin my reputation.

Now he threw up his hands.

“So it's not entirely safe. But don’t you see? Tha&xactly what
you need!”

“Thou sayest!” | shot back.

That's one of Arnold’s favorite rejoinders, meamifiThat’s the
way you see it, withyour complexesyour typology, your back-
ground,” and so on. | sometimes use it just to nflakemad.

“I have quite enough on my plate, thank you,”itlsa

| followed Rachel into the kitchen, where she ywasring her-
self a spritzer. | dished some food into Sunny'wiband told Ra-

31 These few lines do scant justice to the authargyistanding association with
Arnold, which is a recurring theme in n8urvival PaperandDear Gladys: The
Survival Papers, Book 2.
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chel about Brillig's letter. She shook her aubuair land smiled.

“l wouldn’t dismiss it out of hand,” she said.

| have a lot of respect for Rachel. She has augtt@ddegree in
Fine Arts and is quick witted. She’s ten years ygmirthan me. On
tip-toes she barely reaches my chin. She’s devagpjpito quite a
good painter. After only two years on the market'skalready self-
supporting. We met at a mutual friend’s party, year after | re-
turned from Zurich. We danced together and thatitvas

Rachel and | have been through a lot. We're natiethand we
don’t live together, but we've had six children, rabw out on their
own. Thinking isn’'t her superior function, but itet bad. Her in-
tuition is pretty good and | trust her feeling. \Wave a workable
relationship. She’s interested in what | do, ancewersa. She’s
rather more extraverted than | am, but we shareaatiy apprecia-
tion for life. And we're friends.

We hugged and Rachel went to freshen up.

Arnold joined me in the kitchen and opened a batflthe wine
he'd broughtCanepaa cabernet sauvignon from Chile. We talked
about baseball while | put a meal together. Arrola’fervent fan
of the Toronto Blue Jays. He told me the Jays hatl \yon the
World Series, of all things, and wasn’t that fatitis

| pounded the wall and jumped up and down. | dideélly care
one way or the other—I prefer cribbage or scrablidet-Arnold’s
excitement is infectious.

Over dinner Rachel told us about the new printingklass she
was teaching. Arnold plied her with questions. RacHrew
sketches on napkins to describe various techniduetened and
made a comment or two, but on the whole my mind e¥sswhere;
it kept reverting to Adam Brillig.

Rachel cleared the table and made a pot of teat dn a Bach
flute concerto and rolled a cigarette. Arnold ndrge Drambuie.
Sunny prowled the room, hunting for scraps.

“l was just wondering,” | said, “if Frau B. was #te Institute
when Brillig was there.”

Arnold hooted.

Frau B. was the Administrative Secretary, an ajtis woman in
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her late sixties. We called her Baba Yaga. Shedsdolyou for
whatever you did or didn't do. She would not behd tules; she
insisted on following rigorous procedures to theele and when
you finally thought you had everything in order 'shénd some
obscure regulation to prove you'd forgotten to doti or cross a t.
She treated everyone as naughty children. If yaddcstand up to
her, it was said, you could get through the trajnin

The male trainees had an especially hard time Bdétha Yaga.
It took all our courage to approach her, cap indhabout any-
thing. Doctors of divinity, English professors, miig-aged physi-
cians, we all left her office cursing and sweativigu knew you'd
get a tongue-lashing at first, but if you were virgky you might
leave with a pat on the head.

“Do you remember what happened when | first wentegis-
ter?” said Arnold. “She told me my name wasn't ae tist, I'd
have to go back to Canada and reapply?”

“Yes, you spotted your application filed under ydChristian
name—but then you couldn't find the Swiss visa ranyou stu-
dent status and your receipt for lecture fees.”

“She closed my file and turned away,” said ArndltEs tut mir
leid,” she said, patting her coif. ‘I'm sorry, you're jusbt ready.
I'm very busy,danke,thank you very much. Come back when you
have yourself in order.” ”

Arnold fumed. Baba Yaga pushed him out and lodkeddoor
in his face. He found his visa and receipt in Hiaving kit and
went back the next day.

“Herr Arnold?” She squinted from him to her lisichts. No-
body by that name.”

Arnold stabbed the desk. “That’'s me,” he growl&hd if you
don’t like it you can piss up your sleeve.”

Baba Yaga smiled and stamped his application.

“You're a nice boy,” she saidViele gliick.”

I learned a lot about myself from having to deahwrau B. My
analyst helped, he gave me the right perspectieevét on the Cu-
ratorium, the governing body of the Institute.

“That woman is mad!” | raged. “Why don't you géd of her?”

“It's not her,” he said, “it's her animus. You niugarn to tell
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the difference. She herself has a kind heart. iHenas does not.”
And he read to me from Jung:

No matter how friendly and obliging a woman’s Emay be, no
logic on earth can shake her if she is ridden byathimus. Often the
man has the feeling—and he is not altogether wrathgit-only se-
duction or a beating or rape would have the necggsaver of per-
suasior??

“Think of her—or him, if you like,” said my analys“as the
dragon that guards the treasure. A sharp tonguikeisa dragon
breathing fire. It's the hero’s task to outwit tthegon. Frau B. is in
the right place, she separates the men from the’boy

Indeed, and in the end | even came to like her.

Arnold and I like recalling the old days. It remdgus of where
we’ve been.

Meanwhile, Rachel had been rooting around in tesgron the
floor. Now she came up with one of Brillig’'s eapgpers and mo-
tioned us to be quiet.

“Listen to this,” she said.

It is common knowledge that the Grail is not orilg fabled “lost”
container of Christ’'s blood, but also a powerfuingpl for the high-
est aspirations of Western man. Though | am nothéstian and
have little time for the arguably spurious revelati of the Gospels,
| accept their metaphoric weight. Unfortunatelythmog of the sort
has been historically accorded to Ms. Little. Oa tntrary, she and
her poignant tale have been virtually ignored.his evidence of a
sexist bias? Racist? Chicken phobia? Even, pertepstriarchal
plot?

| urge Chickle Schtickers to pursue these ingsivigh vigor. We
have nowhere to go but dp.

Arnold laughed and helped himself to an inch dinspps.
“Brillig must be over eighty by now,” he said.

32 «The Syzygy: Anima and Animus,Aion, CW 9ii, par. 29. I've never really
cared much for that interpolation (“and he is nibégether wrong”). Still, | think
Jung accurately captured a man’s primitive readiioan abrasive woman.

33 “Innocent Icon: C. Little and the Holy Graillhternational Journal of Chickle
Schtick,vol. 12, no. 2 (Spring 1958), p. 108.
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“Here’s another,” said Rachel, and read:

Nothing so beguiles the mind as the manner in whibltken Little
came into the world, except perhaps the enigmadig iw which she
left it. She comes from nowhere and goes nowhehat Ts the
beauty of Ms. Little34

“Sounds like he was heavily invested in this stugaid Rachel.

“From his letter,” said Arnold, “he still is.”

| nodded.

“Where Chicken Little is concerned, it would setrat Brillig is
what we’d call complexed,” | said. “A cognitive gologist might
say his reactions are ‘over-determined,” but it esno the same
thing: he can't leave it—or her—alone.”

“Obsessive-compulsive, perhaps?” suggested Arnold.

“Call it what you want, I've been there—utterlynrsumed by
thoughts of Chicken Little. Before that, when | was, it was my
stamp collection, then Captain Marvel, then scieficion, then
girls, then Kafka, then Jung, then elephants, Rachel, then . . .”

“What's lu-min-ous, is nu-min-ous,” sang Arnolde thad found
a bottle of Cointreau I'd been saving for my fateeirthday. He
poured himself a healthy shot.

“The point is,” | said, “we all have complexes.era’s nothing
wrong with that.®>

“I don't think that’s in dispute,” said Racheldking at Arnold.

Arnold yawned.

“The question is,” said Rachel, “will we cooperat&h Bril-
lig—collude, encourage, whatever . . . ?”

She looked at me. “Well?”

Silence fell on our party of three.

I don’t know what was going on in them, but perdbnl was of
two minds.

| am not adventurous. | hew to known ground. ldmélvcamped

34 “The Kraznac Tablets in Light of the Dead Sea #sfoHarvest Historical
Reviewyol. 14, no. 3 (Summer 1960), p. 38.

35 | trust this bald dinner-table remark among frigngb make a particular point,
will not be held against me. In fact, complexes@abably the root of all evil. See
Jung, “A Review of the Complex TheoryThe Structure and Dynamics of the
PsycheCW 8, or myJung Lexiconpp. 37-39.
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since the morning in Brittany when | was faced ayldeak by a
cow. | don't like hiking. My life was already full.had the publish-
ing business, a small practice and a few closeddea garden to
work in and a summer retreat. The books took afdtme, but |
could usually manage a few hours off to play snooke

Though Arnold might characterize my life as “a tght'—as
that very afternoon he had—I liked to think of & micely con-
tained. To me, Brillig's proposition spelled chad/hat if he
wanted to haul me off to Carpathia? | didn’'t everow where it
was.

Nevertheless, the feeling that overtook me befgpening his
letter was still around: Maybe | did need a chargany mind’s
ear | heard Jung saying what | myself have quateotiiers more
than once: “The good is always the enemy of théehet. . If bet-
ter is to come, good must stand asiéfe.”

Rachel spoke first.

“He’s an old man. Don’t we at least owe him theurtesy to
hear what he has to say?”

| looked at Arnold.

“You know where | stand,” he said, fumbling forshshoes.
“Say, could | trouble one of you to drive me home?”

| didn’'t phone Brillig because | wanted more titoechew on it.
Rachel and Arnold were clearly interested, but §wtll ambiva-
lent. True, | respected what | knew of Brillig'shedtarship, but
what if he was nuts? Being an analyst is a guagaatenothing.
Like Chicken Little, Jung attracts a lot of wierdodrillig had a
Diploma, so what? | have reservations about manyngf col-
leagues. Arnold goes further: “They're all crazycept you and
me. And I'm not sure about you.”

On the other hand, even if Brillig was quite saway would |
put my energy into something so . . . so open-@hdan a dis-
tinctly linear man. Going from A to B in a straigite is just my
cup of tea. Oh, | wouldn’t deny the value to othefsneandering,
the goalless pleasure of the byways, going witHflthe and so on.

36 “The Development of PersonalityThe Development of PersonaliigW 17,
par. 320.
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Good luck to them, | say. But that's not me. ’'mhaime on the
beaten track.

Besides, my interest in Chickle Schtick was, aétikrat a low
point. My current studies in that area were desyltat best. And |
had more than enough to do without going off on ik, ,wvell,
chicken chase.

The whole business kept me awake for ddyldn afraid even
Rachel became impatient.

“You're a grown man,” she grumbled, as once adairawled
over her in the middle of the night and got dreskedo home.
“Make up your mind.”

Arnold was marginally more sympathetic.

“Here’s what Jung says,” and he read out loud:

The stirring up of conflict is a Luciferian virtua the true sense of
the word. Conflict engenders fire, the fire of afieeand emotions,
and like every other fire it has two aspects, tfatombustion and
that of creating ligh8

“You see?” said Arnold. “It's good for you.”
| finally wrote to Brillig, as follows.

Dear Sir,

Let me say first of all that | felt honored to hdé@m you. | still
remember your remarkable thesis, “Archetypal Mdtif&xistential-
ism,” which | had the opportunity to read in thetitute library. It is
an impressive study, which | often heard studentste) passages
from in colloquia. You will not be surprised, I'nui®, to learn that
the profs were not always pleased! In fact, | ostm®d up for you
myself in a discussion of Jung’s philosophical aatients. (I was
slapped down unmercifully, to my mind, but thatether story.)

| have to tell you, too, that your letter took owmmpletely by sur-
prise. My little piece on “Ms. Little,” as you sdarmingly refer to

37 For the record, this has happened to me beforelagt time, | forfeited a $500
deposit on a new car. The salesman was quite pedwhen | told him | couldn’t
go through with it. “Makes no sense to me,” he satts a fine machine.” “I don’t
doubt that,” I blushed, “but my dreams do.”

38 «psychological Aspects of the Mother Archetyp@Hle Archetypes and the
Collective Unconsciou€SW 9i, par. 179.
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her, was written at a time when | naively believdashew something
about the subject. My studies in that area hawveedepsed and | had
almost forgotten it.

I must also confess an embarrassing truth: | Imavielea whence
came my seemingly confident observation that othielets “are still
to be found.” My original notes have long sinceagigseared, I'm
afraid. My colleague Arnold, who assisted me in thsearch, be-
lieves it was an intuitive leap. | frankly doubighsince | am pre-
dominantly a sensation type. Personally, | thinkd\d slipped it in
when | wasn't looking, though he denies this. (Wteat you do, he'’s
a friend.)

Finally, | have to tell you that | am averse tavel. | get home-
sick going to the corner store. | do not like clingpmountains and
avoid reading about them; even small hills makenagseous. Years
of analysis have not stilled my terror of heigfitke thought of trek-
king bores me.

| also have a pretty full agenda these days, witatmy practice
and the books (catalogue enclosed).

The bottom line here, though | might wish it othise, is that |
don't see how | can be of any help to you.

| sent this off with a heavy heart. That told m&dsn't sure I'd
made the right decision. | should have stewed nioeld the ten-
sion longer, waited for Jung’s “transcendent fumci—a solution
from within, not from the head.

“Never mind,” soothed Rachel, “you tried.”



2
The Meeting

It was a slow week. Arnold came by a couple of st shoot the
breeze or talk about his dreams. | ask his advicenime too. Being
so unalike, we can often spot each other’s bliraisp

Rachel was busy with her classes. Business was tsleslug-
gish. | cleaned up the mailing list and culled fikes. | raked the
leaves and canned beets. | made long lists of shiaglo when |
felt like it. | walked Sunny and watched old movaestelevision.

| kept my own counsel and slept a lot.

Brillig's fax, late on a Monday afternoon, woke mp. My ap-
prehension grew as it rolled slowly out.

Dear Friend (if | may be so bold),

My heart leaped at your reply. Nothing could haneede me hap-
pier! | shall be arriving late Friday afternoonwéuld be obliged if
you would arrange accommodation. | implore you reefyourself
for the weekend.

Adam Brillig, D.Sc., Dipl. Analyt. Psych., DipC.S.
P.S. | shall be with my assistant. He’s green hats potential.

| could write here, in pulp-fiction fashion, sorietg like, “My
heart fell,” or “I was dumb-struck,” but nothingosle to adequate
comes to mind.

Rachel found me in twilight.

“He’s coming anyway,” | said, showing her the fax.

She read it and giggled.

“Put them in the attic with the squirrels.”

| grimaced, but in truth | was grateful to Raclal trying to
lighten my mood. What she didn’'t know was thatd theen scared
to death that Brillig wouldn’t take the hint, tha¢ might follow up
with something else to keep me awake.

| called Arnold to give him the news. He laughed.

“What are you worried about?” he said. “You codiéck him
back and tell him to go fly a kite.”

32
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Well, strictly speaking, | could.

But to tell the truth, by then | had realized thaspite of every-
thing, some part of me deep down firmly believed in thstence
of more tabletsand indeed, that part of me was considerably more
excited than scared.

Both Rachel and Arnold were invaluable in the rfext days.
Rachel offered to put together a file of Brilligasticles on Chicken
Little; Arnold said he’'d help. It was left to me twoss-reference
these with Jung'€ollected Worksind to assemble what was pub-
lic knowledge about Professor Adam Brili$gWe worked at all
this late into the night.

On Thursday evening | asked, “And where will tis¢gy?”

| eyed Rachel, who had just done up her basementld lived
in one large room.

Rachel said it made her nervous to have strangetsr her roof.
| suggested she might make an effort for my sakel vhy should
she? she said—I had loads of space.

| reminded her of my near-pathological need favaury and that
house-guests were anathema to me. So book thera mtel, said
Rachel. | said that would be insulting. Rachel gaitthey felt in-
sulted that was their problem. | said well, mateywouldn’t feel
insulted, but I'd feel bad. Rachel said maybe | adroblem in
that area—being liked. | said | had no problemllaingbeing liked,
it was more a question of what was politically eatr Rachel said
that was really a laugh.

Arnold said, In for a penny, in for a pound, andKed at the
ceiling.

It was finally decided they would stay on my thftdor. | put
clean sheets on the beds, vacuumed, made the mgafiectable
and turned the heat on.

Everything was in place by 5 p.m. Friday. Thedieze was laid

39 With limited time, my major sources were, obviguaVho’s Who in Chickle
Schtick, 1940-199@&nd proceedings of Jungian conferences. | turnecenplittle

| didn't already know. Brillig seemed to have dreppout of sight about 1970.
Only after considerable time with him was | ableflash out the early gaps and
later years. Interested readers will find a comensive dossier iThe Compleat
Brillig (in preparation).
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and the dining room table was set; Rachel had adortrwith im-
ported lilies and daffodils. Five candlesticks weeady in their
Mexican brass holders.

My prime rib, glazed with mustard and honey andvilg laced
with garlic, was on low heat, dripping its juicetomoast potatoes,
button onions and carrots. Rachel had preparedit@ pif mixed
cheese and biscuits, with olives, sweet radish dithgickles on
the side, garnished with parsley. Arnold was dueramute.

| lit the fire. Rachel talked about the meetindhalier agent, at
which they had worked out details for her next showold her
where | was in my book, well, as much as | thougtauld risk; it
was still pretty fragile.

Sunny lay at our feet with ears perked, lookingrfrone to the
other. Rachel says that when Sunny’s not asleegating, she’s
studying for her Ph.D. in us.

Rachel worked on a sketch. | finished off a crassiwpuzzle
and then fidgeted.

“Supposed to snow tonight,” said Rachel.

“Early for snow,” | said.

“That's what the papers say t00.”

“Do you suppose there’s time for some Scrabble&kied.

We both jumped at the knock. Sunny barked up arstRachel
collared and soothed her. | opened the door. Awas pulling out
of the driveway.

Two men in dark cloaks stood on the porch. One limped fakwar
slight build, little taller than a dwarf; elderly, thick salhd pepper
goatee, almost entirely bald. Definitely gnomish. He lookedtume
with a calm, penetrating gaze and vigorously grasped my hand.

“Adam Brillig,” he bowed slightly, proffering a tge bouquet of
iris, then turned, “and this is my assistant, Namrha

A tall, lean man with dark hair, mid-forties, spey into the
light. | recognized the face immediately. Normany goodness,
what a surprise. He'd been in analysis with mevayears back®
We'd lost touch when he went off to study in Ziri¢te greeted
me warmly, with a firm grip.

40 our time together is the subject of Byrvival PaperandDear Gladys.



The Meeting 35

“Rachel,” | said, “you remember Norman?”

“l sure do,” said Rachel, smiling.

She took the flowers to the kitchen and | helpedtnhan carry
several large suitcases into the hall. Sunny sceeddeom pillar to
post, sniffing.

At that moment Arnold arrived. More introductiomgook coats
and hung them in the closet. Norman was wearintpekliurtle-
neck, Brillig a tartan waistcoat, white shirt anduwae bow tie. Ar-
nold had on a track suit, he’d just come from tiimgRachel and |
weren't dressed that casually.

| ushered them into the living room, where the wdire dis-
pelled the late autumn chill. Brillig was immediBt struck by Ra-
chel's paintings and my elephant collection. Ragheihted out
two of my prize pieces, the one I'd found on ayailay in Zirich,
on my way to James Joyce’s grave, and a 300-yeasadid ivory
bull given to me by my very first analysand. Normaoted that |
had a few new ones since he’'d been here, then edgsmold in a
discussion of Pethick originals, of which my hosperts severdait

| took requests for drinks and left Rachel to loe guided tour.

It was a lively evening, not to say boisterousndd had
brought several bottles of French burgundy. Britkgognized the
cellar and regaled us with tales of gastronomicgtés in Dijon
and his experience motoring along tReute des Grands Crus,
which he said passes through many of the finestyards in the
world.

Appetites were robust; my simple meal was lauded.

“The food, the flowers, the setting!” enthusedIlgyi He stood
up and proposed a toast.

“l thank you”—his nod including Rachel, Arnold amd-“and
feel honored.”

Norman seconded that. We drained our glasses amald®went
around the table with refills.

41 3. pethick is a Canadian artist known for his iiwe three-dimensional illu-
sionary devices. Examples of his work may be seerthe covers of mpear
Gladys; Joseph HendersorCultural Attitudes in Psychological Perspective;
James Hollis,The Middle Passage: From Misery to Meaning in Mfd:land
Carole Chamberstill Life Under the Occupation.



36 Chicken Little: The Inside Story

The conversation ranged from painting to psychpltmgethnol-
ogy, interspersed with philosophical reflectionsppets of arcane
Chickle Schtick and travel anecdotes. Brillig haérs some time
in his youth roaming the lower slopes of the waldreat moun-
tains. Rachel had toured Tibet for several weeksydmar before.
Brillig said he knew it well. Norman and Arnold davered with
glee that both had ancestors who'd lived in Wales.

Flushed with meat, fine drink and good compamglaxed. My
apprehension vanished. The nature of the relatipnbbtween
Norman and Brillig was not immediately clear, thbutpey were
obviously close in spite of the difference in agefirst | kept get-
ting flashbacks of Norman as | used to know hint, these were
soon blotted out by how well he carried himselftuitned out that
he had stayed in Zirich for only a few months.

“The lectures weren’t to my taste,” he said, solmgvapologeti-
cally, “and | felt lost without German. But"—and rieehis eyes lit
up—"1 was very taken with the Niederdo#?’

He had returned and gone back to school to stadyography.
For the past few years he had made a good livinkking free-
lance. | gathered he had met Brillig while on assignt for the
National Geographic.

On the whole, Norman held his own on practicaléss but oth-
erwise was deferential to Brillig. | didn't wondethy. Adam Bril-
lig took my breath away. It was clearly his evening

There was evident in Brillig’'s manner of thinkirgg in his out-
ward appearance, a singular combination of seltatnad maturity
and the openness of a child. His mind was a foscpadpable as
heat or light or wind. This was manifested in aneptional faculty
for seeing ideas as external objects—and vice veasal for es-
tablishing striking connections between concept&ciwibo me ap-
peared totally unrelated. One moment he treatechhuistory as a
logical progression akin to a problem in quantunciaaics; in the
next breath he expounded on the method of divinatising
chicken entrails, and convincingly linked this withe essentially
religious search for meaning.

42 The “lower town” area in the center of Zirich, knofor its night life.
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“May 1?” he asked, moving toward my bookshelf. pidled out
Jung’s Psychology and Religioand leafed through itAh, here
we are,” and he read:

We might say . . . that the term “religion” desitgsathe attitude pe-

culiar to a consciousness which has been changexpmsrience of

the numinosunt3

“Well now, we know all about that, don’'t we?” haid.
| threw a finger at Arnold; he threw it right back

At one point Brillig jumped up and motioned to N@an. To-
gether they pulled their largest case—virtuallyrenk—into the
living room. Brillig opened it and unceremonioustymped its
contents on the floor.

There emerged a most disparate collection of ¢hjeonstitut-
ing a veritable encyclopedia of what passes fordnuknowledge:
cards or diagrams of plant cells, Mendeleev’s mkcitable of ele-
ments, a key-code to Chinese brush-strokes, thes-@®ection of a
snail, Lorentz’s transformation formulae; sheetsMayan hiero-
glyphics, economic and demographic statistics, oalisicores, the
ground plan of the Great Pyramid; phonetic chageealogies,
road maps of major cities; small fossil remaingnplspecimens in
amber, delicate watercolors of termites, axolatgée marsupials;
several pocket dictionaries, illustrated guide€hartres Cathedral
and the Vatican, a Tarot deck, yarrow stalks fer ktChing, star
charts, labeled knots of rope; paint brushes amiamoire palettes,
a joke book, postcards of fine art.

Everything, in short, bespeaking the mental agibt a twenti-
eth-century Leonardo.

Brillig eyed the pile with satisfaction.

“I don't travel light,” he said.

The cornucopian display made me quite giddy. Raghee a
delighted cry and settled down for a closer look.

43 “Psychology and Religion,” CW 11, par. 9. The batuminosunrefers to a

dynamic agency or effect independent of the comnsciall. Its English derivatives
are “numinous” and “numinosity.” Needless to saxerg complex carries with it a
degree of numinosity; otherwise it wouldn't be angex, it would be something
else. Exactlywhat else it might be is the subject of considerabkaglieement,

even among Jungians.
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“Mind you,” said Brillig with a sardonic smile, t's all fake.
One can't say with any certainty of any item hdrattit contains
the ‘truth.” In the whole lot there is nothing buystery and error.
Where one ends, the other begins.”

Returning to the table and helping himself to nmoast beef (he
chose only the rarest bits), Brillig confessed hd great difficulty
with intuitions not backed by concrete reality. Asvattentive be-
cause I'm in the same boat myself.

Norman coughed.

“I call it the Brillig Principle: ‘Whatever is natupported by ex-
perience is not true.””

“That is my belief,” said Brillig, “hence | am s@atimes over-
whelmed by whaimighthappen.”

He emphasizenhight, he said, because he didn’t trust his premo-
nitions, even though some had subsequently pravee true.

| got quite excited.

“But that’s just the way people reacted to Chickétie!”

“Yes,” nodded Brillig, stroking his goatee. “Iraniisn’t it?”

Then he leaned toward me so we were cheek and jowl

“Ms. Little, you know,” he whispered, “personifiéise repressed
side of God.”

Rachel, still on the floor, overheard and gasped.

Arnold stopped chewing and looked up. “What wat2h

Brillig waved his hand.

“A heavy subject. Let us leave it for another tinWge have
grave decisions to make, decisions which | beligite have far-
reaching consequences for all our lives. First wistnget to know
each other. Latef)eo concedentaye shall have the opportunity to
act and suffer together. This evening it is enotagimake one’s ac-
quaintance, as they say.”

Over a freshly-ground mix of Columbian coffee akrdbian de-
caf, served with real whipped cream on Rachel’'deappumble, |
put Brillig on the spot.

“Professor Brillig, | looked you up. | could findothing by or
about you since 1970. Have you retired, then?”

“Please, Adam will do. Retired? Norman, did yoahthat? Oh
my goodness no! | do contract work in various fae a moun-
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tain-climbing goods store, a chemical laboratorghato-engraving
shop. In each place | undertake the apparently $sipte. I'm paid
badly, of course, I'm too old to bargain, but | othre patents to
whatever | invent. | must keep active, you sees dhe way to
know who | am.”

“When | was about six,” | said, “I fell asleep fhe bathroom
and dreamed | woke up dead, wondering who I'd Been.

“A case in point,” said Brillig.

He went over to the pile on the floor and pulled a book that
had obviously been well-thumbed.

“This is Mount Analoguepy the French writer René Daumal,
whose untimely demise in 1944—qgracious, he was tntyy-six,
my own age at the time—was a tragic loss to litest

Brillig read:

| can admit to you that | fear death. Not what wegine about

death, for such fear is itself imaginary. And not death as it will be
set down with a date in the public records. But theath | suffer
every moment, the death of that voice which, ouhefdepths of my
childhood, keeps questioning me as it does you:d\&im I” Every-

thing in and around us seems to conspire to steaihgince and for
all. Whenever that voice is silent—and it doespéeak often—I'm

an empty body, a perambulating carcass. I'm aftla@id one day it
will fall silent, or that it will speak too laté#

“We all wonder in the early years,” said Brillithut you know
how it is; as we grow older we lose touch with itteeer life. Over-
whelmed by practical matters and the opinions bér, we forget
the mystery. Just as in your dream, we might, draspwake up to
find ourselves dead.”

He gently closed the book and lowered his eyes.

Rachel was quite moved. So was |.

“Do you still do analysis?” asked Arnold.

“No one since—.” Brillig nodded at Norman. “Not ngyeatest
success, I'm afraid.” He laughed uproariously. “A&éll, | think we
get along.”

Norman smiled. | gathered this was a private joke.

44 Mount Analoguep. 35.
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“But why did you stop?” pressed Arnold.

“My dear fellow, there is a time for everythingwas not born to
be a sounding-board for others. | was not a psydistl by training
or inclination. | became an analyst purely by clgneor so it
seemed at the time. As we know, there is verelittl one’s life
that happens fortuitously.”

“Would it be presumptuous,” said Arnold, uncorkiyet another
Auberge de Jeunes§#982), “to ask if you went to Zurich on your
knees?”

“Dear sir! Indeed | did. | went there to save nifysé/hen | left,
re-membered, as it were, | was somewhat betteppgdithan be-
fore to weather what Shakespeare euphemisticdllgdctine ‘slings
and arrows of outrageous fortune.’” | was certaimy whole, of
course, but who is?”

The old adage came to mind and | threw it out.

“In the land of the blind, the one-eyed man iggKin

“Quite so,” nodded Brillig.

He accepted Rachel's offer of another helpingrofble.

“| practiced for many years. To those who canggve my best.
Executives, housewives, taxi-drivers, teachergracpoliticians—
truly a cross-section of the human soul. | beligvey got their
money’s worth. You understand | was not interestegeople en
masse, only in individuals. There were many wortlayses for
which others marched in the street—as once | digetfiy-but | no
longer had energy for that. Analytic work was esdlg fascinat-
ing—who has ever seen the same dream twice?—babwke |
didn’t do it only for them, it was important to rteo.”

He fell silent.

“And then?” prompted Rachel.

“Ah yes, and then,” said Brillig.

| must say here that this was one of the thirldeetl most about
this engaging old man. He had no glib answers. He mot afraid
to keep silent when there was nothing to say, moefiect at length
before speaking. In this report of the evening,ould not like to
give the impression that he just ran on to a cepéivdience, as it
were; there were long periods when he seemed rhare dontent
to listen to someone else.
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Arnold furtively slipped his plate to Sunny. Normtoyed with
a spoon, eyeing Rachel. Rachel’s attention wasskatwn Brillig,
who finally spoke.

“To my mind,” he said, “Jung’s basic tenet, to ai have al-
ways adhered and God help me always will, is"—amdghoted
from memory:

What is it, at this moment and in this individuddat represents the
natural urge of life? That is the question [whiok]jther science, nor
worldly wisdom, nor religion, nor the best of advican resolvé®

| knew the passage well. | looked at Arnold, wiodded back. It
was our feeling in a nutshell.

“That's just how we feel—in a nutshell,” | said.

“So you see,” said Brillig, “when | found my mineandering in
analytic sessions, | had to ask myself: What wdulather be do-
ing? Where does my energy really want to go?”

He paused as Arnold refilled his snifter from ftegon of four
star Napoleon brandy Brillig had earlier producedh a flourish,
from one of their bags.

“Thank you. As you know, the answer to that quests not dis-
covered overnight. Even a seasoned professionathwy that
time | could fairly claim to be, may find it necesg to go back into
the fire.”

“l reckon,” said Arnold, “that even the most thogh analysis is
only good for about ten years.”

“Oh,” | teased, “that’'s why you've been so cramdely. You're
way overdue.”

“As are you, my friend,” grinned Arnold.

“You may well be right,” Brillig nodded to ArnoldSomething
new and unforeseen is always coming up. We havéotbls, yes,
we certainly have the tools,” he sighed, “but wesgecaught up in
using them in the service of others that we fotgetise them for
ourselves.”

| squirmed, though without letting on, just asskd to when my
analyst hit the mark.

45 “The Structure of the UnconsciousTo Essays on Analytical Psychology,
CW 7, pars. 488-489.
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“Naturally I thought of working with a colleaguesaid Brillig,
“but there was no one who commanded my respecasl ebliged
to fall back on my own resources. | resumed recgrdny dreams,
which | had woefully neglected. | spent hours retfleg on the im-
ages, amplifying them, recording my thoughts arelirigs. Well,
you know the routine—all those things one does ama#ter of
course in analysis. | got back into active imagorat | started
painting again, playing with clay, carving wood.dnort, | became
totally self-absorbed.”

“No offense,” said Rachel, “but | know people wivould call
that narcissistic.”

Brillig smiled.

“My dear, who can deny it? To some extent selblagment al-
ways is. But unconscious narcissism is a far coynfla conscious
act of self-preservation. | dare say you will ré¢zthrist’'s admoni-
tion to the poor soul he found working his gardentlee Sabbath?
‘If you don't know what you are doing, you are dadnif you do,
you are blessed.’ | knew | was in trouble, you seeepschtuck,
as some would say—and when that happens, in myrierge the
best way to get back on track is to turn the sgltlon yourself.”

“l think it's to your credit that you recognizeke problem,” of-
fered Norman.

“That's as may be,” said Brillig. “In any casetobk on no new
patients. My practice slowly diminished, by attiti When | had
found my way, | closed the door on that chaptemgflife. That
was, let me see ... Norman?”

“Twelve years ago?”

“Yes, so it was. Oh, I've kept my hand in, herel dhere, now
and then. Norman, for instance. We still work tbget though not
in the usual way.”

I looked at Norman. He gave nothing away.

“And your interest in Jung?” asked Arnold.

Brillig shrugged.

“That has not flagged.”

“There is much talk these days of going beyondgJuhsaid,
“of breaking new ground.”

“My dear fellow,” said Brillig, “There is talk three days of many
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things, ‘of shoes and ships and sealing wax,” awiseCarroll
said46 Depth psychology has become a free-for-all, therkttle
discrimination. | find it difficult to take seriolysthe undergraduate
gropings of those who don’t know Jung. Why breaw geound, |
ask, when his topsoil has barely been tilled?”

“Perhaps it is a matter of opinion,” said Arnold.

“Opinions,” said Brillig “are as plentiful as tups and worth
about as much. | have a great respect for factesdtso-called
New Agers simply muddy the waters with their crist@nd chan-
neling and, oh horror'—vision quests. You underdtahave noth-
ing against visions that come unbidden—goodnesw&rwe had
enough of them myself—but | don’t see the poingamg out look-
ing, like some great Easter egg hunt.”

| agreed. “There seem to be groups and workshmgsit about
everything. Do you know, | recently received a oetabout an or-
ganization dedicated to the recovery of lost foiresk

“I remember that,” laughed Rachel. “It didn't evemrention cir-
cumcision.”

“The soul is a delicate flower,” said Brillig. “ftourishes in soli-
tude, in nature and in intense work, one-on-oné) &imentor; it
seldom manifests in groups.”

“l do think there is a legitimate desire for charig said, “for
some kind of personal transformation.”

“Yes,” said Brillig, “I dare say, and I'm sure wal welcome
that. Alas, | fear there is a tendency to mistakaporarily height-
ened awareness for rebirth. As Jung pointed out—kendias cer-
tainly not the first—the group experience doeslast.™’

“‘The fates guide the willing,” ” chipped in Ariteh quoting one
of Seneca’s aphorisms, “ ‘the unwilling they drag?

Norman said that reminded him of Jung's obsermatithat
“anyone who is destined to descend into a deepautbetter set
about it with all the necessary precautions rathan risk falling
into the hole backwardg?

46 Through the Looking Glass, and What Alice Foundr&ye 78.

a7 “Psychology and Religion Psychology and Religio W 11, par. 226.
48 Epistola, 107, IL.

49 Ajon, CW 9ii, par. 125.
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To which | added one of my own favorites: “The gisylogical
rule says that when an inner situation is not n@mhescious, it hap-
pens outside, as faté?”

After that pot pourri the conversation turned tdiscussion of
contemporary art. This was Rachel’s forum. She Fatith at some
length on why she did what she did. Then she gdixely demon-
stration of how she did it.

| listened and watched and was happy for her.

It was well after midnight when | showed Normarm &rillig to
their quarters. My third floor consists of a battmoflanked by two
small rooms. It did used to be an attic, but afteasteful renova-
tion it's quite cozy.

We paused on the landing.

“l believe the squirrels have decamped,” | salin*still work-
ing on the mice.”

Brillig smiled and held out his hand.

“It has been a most enjoyable evening,” he saiih wndis-
guised emation. “I thank you for putting us upm anindful of the
inconvenience and trust you will have no causerdgret. Tomor-
row we shall get down to brass tacks.”

He bowed in that engaging old world manner andetdothe
door. Norman said he was thankful to have been aonly re-
ceived and disappeared into the other room.

In bed | snuggled up to Rachel. She respondedaentad our
way. Drifting off to sleep, | was full of thoughts.

“Thanks for all your help tonight,” | murmured.

“It was fun, he’s a real charmer,” yawned Rach&brman too.
Boy, he’s really changed. But you know what? Wg dtin’'t know
why they’re here. How come your letter didn’t puillgy off? Do
you know where this is going?”

| had to admit that | too was in the dark.

50 bid., par. 126.
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An Unveiling

| awoke at 5:30. That's about when | usually get Hpen when
there’s not much to do, | like to get a jump on dag. Some week-
ends | force myself to sleep in, but that Satunsi@yning my mind
was seething. In spite of all the drink—I think Wween us we fin-
ished four bottles of wine and fully half the Nagah brandy—my
head was clear as a bell.

Arnold was asleep on the couch with Sunny. Shelszmban eye
and closed it. | crept past them and put on a poofiee.

To my surprise Brillig emerged from the basement.

He was nattily attired in a brown suede vest wibhd snaps, an
open-neck shirt and those penny loafers styligherfifties. A thin
silver chain circled his neck.

“Pardon me,” he smiled, “I am an early riser,sita good hour
for exploring.”

While he inspected my wall-hangings, | put thefeefand cups
on a tray with a basket of sweet rolls and croitssautter, straw-
berry jam and honey.

Brillig turned away from the French doors to tlerden. It was
still dark outside.

“You have published a good many books,” he said.

| beamed. They were piled high in the basement.

“Why only Jungian analysts?” asked Brillig. “Dowthink they
have a monopoly on the truth?”

I heard Arnold stirring. Sunny padded in and litkay feet. | let
her out in the garden and scooped food into hér. dis

“It's pragmatic,” | said. “There are only two o§uWe couldn’t
cope with a flood of manuscripts.”

| outlined the work involved—invoicing, packingc@unting,
foreign rights, mailing lists, marketing and so on.

“And that's where your energy goes?”

“Yes,” | said. “I have a few analysands, but ottiee I'm in-
volved with the books. | work away in my room amohd stuff into

45
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the world. Every morning at eight o’clock | go dowm the post
office to see what comes back. So far it's beegiraefikchange.”

Brillig nodded, as if he already knew.

| added knives and spoons to the tray and ledviheupstairs to
the sun room, Sunny at our heels.

We munched in silence, overlooking the garderdaagn broke.
There was a slight sprinkling of snow on the déck.had formed
on the plastic blanket covering the pool. The loaecoon | called
the Garden Bandit crouched forlornly on the feriglack squirrels
played hide-and-seek among the cedars. Two casdpeached in
the maple. Sunny rested her nose on my foot.

Brillig began to speak of his past life.

“While still quite young,” he said, “I had alreadperienced
virtually every pleasure and disappointment, evsappiness and
every suffering which can befall a man. | couldegixou chapter
and verse, but the details are tiresome to anyreuand ultimately
of little consequence. The repertory of possiblppeaings in a
human life is fairly limited; it is enough to reatige the pattern.
Suffice to say that one day | found myself compietiésaffected, a
victim of high living and what | thought of as thely trinity of the
North American ethic: ambition, competition, succes

“I had entered the work force with an energetial zeot uncom-
mon among my generation, added to which was aaésitead a
meaningful and productive life. In short order ufa that there
were precious few outlets for its fulfillment. Ihase days it was
child’s play to make a living. Anyone with a hakaknt education
could do it. For my part, | yearned for ‘somethiglge,’ but | had
no idea what that might be. Is this, | asked myselfat turns men
into hermits, vagrants, sheltered academics, ngysactists? Of
lucre there was no lack, it flowed like water frgolden spigots,
but food for the soul was harder to come by.

“I quit the teaching post | held in a small towmdgourneyed to
the city. | was appalled to find it even worse. Idure you know
the opening lines of Rilke’'®Notebook of Malte Laurids Brigge:
‘People come here, then, to live? | should rattemehthought they
came here to die.’ | took this as my credo. Neverdnthat Rilke
was a Dane in Paris and | was not. | too had beeth® streets. |
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had been through the mill and knew it all to begagtic hoax.

“l took to siding with the underdog—the have-naise will-
nots, the outsider. Fortunately | had a substalggdcy, for it was
an expensive habit.”

“And that's when you went to Zirich?” | asked.

“Oh goodness no,” said Brillig, “this was long bed. At that
time, like many others, | had never heard of Jumdeed, there was
no Institute until years latét.

“For a time | fancied myself as a writer. | tosseffi several
plays, two full-length novels and a bushel of sajfiteous poems.
| produced a large quantity of screeds, social mpide, which |
hawked in the market. ‘What a lot of progress thistel cried,
‘and how it defeats itselfl’ ‘What a lot of stetilj and how it mul-
tiplies!” ‘Did you ever wonder,” | harangued perfestrangers,
‘why there is Something instead of Nothing?’ Thartt ®f thing.

“Few listened. On the street | garnered sympathetbks and
the odd coin, and from publishing houses a few dazsgection
slips. | didn’t have what it took, the right stuff.

“I became increasingly restless. | traveled, fissEurope, then
to India and on to the Far East. | studied someaadlmgible subjects,
learned several trades, became fairly fluent inuenlver of lan-
guages. | fell in love with a few cities, some wanand more than
one man, but | did not find my rightful place, ntyome.” | know
now that others had, and still have, the same propbut with the
arrogance typical of youth I felt unique. And vevgry lonely.

“On the whole, | felt life was dealing with me sewhat like any
vital organism treats a foreign body: it would eitloverwhelm me
or shoot me out the back end.”

“The poor me syndrome?” | said.

“Yes,” nodded Brillig, “I had a surfeit of it.”

He replenished his plate.

“For a while, | believed | had found that ‘someitpielse’ in reli-
gion. | became attached to a humble monastic Oreadquartered

51 The Jung Institute in Zirich was established i#8.9Until then, becoming a
Jungian analyst was a process of apprenticeship.

52 This is outlined in mySecret Raven: Conflict and Transformation in tife bf
Franz Kafkapp. 97-98.
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in the Catskills. The name does not matter, yolivat have heard
of it. It was heretical, to say the least, withtom the Gnostic tra-
dition. The way of life suited me, for | was seakisurcease from
the materialistic world—the avarice, the joylesssit of pleasure
by waves of unthinking people who, in Nietzschetwds, ‘register
their existence with a dull astonishment.” ”

| looked at Brillig, for | had used that very limeyself in one of
my books.

“Eh? You like that?” he smiled. “But perhaps yaefer parson
Kierkegaard’s bizarre query—‘Which is harder: toeecuted, or
to suffer that prolonged agony which consists im@perampled to
death by geese?’”

I laughed, recalling it from Brillig’s thesis.

“In the monastery,” he continued, “l found releds®en all that.
I loved everything about the cloistered life—straiscipline and
holy matins; solitude, chanting, regular chores sintple food.

“After acquitting myself as an acolyte | applieor,fand was
granted, a foreign posting. Along with several othkewas sent
across the sea, to Carpathia.”

| started. “Kraznac? Chicken Little?”

“The same general area, yes, but rather clostretdiungarian
border. | was there several months before | becaweee of her,
except, as you will appreciate, by implicationwias the late thir-
ties, storm clouds were forming; the end of theldvetwell, as we
knew it—was in the air. Which is to say, the argpet of Ar-
mageddon was constellated. | had several apocalyisions simi-
lar to those Jung had before the First World Wat, df course |
didn’t know that ther¥3

“It was in Upper Kraznac that | first heard of Msittle by
name. Upper Kraznac was a bustling market townef@é\Broth-
ers—drawn by lot, for it was a privilege to be ssed from daily
chores—journeyed there weekly for provisions. Onesit was

53 SeeMemories, Dreams, Reflections, 175: “I saw a monstrous flood covering
all the northern and low-lying lands between thathN@ea and the Alps. . . . |
realized that a frightful catastrophe was in pregrd saw the mighty yellow
waves, the floating rubble of civilization, and tdewned bodies of uncounted
thousands. Then the whole sea turned to blood.”
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six hours there and back. After we had made ouchasges we
were free to wander the streets and stalls forcam ar two before
setting out to return.

“On one of these trips | chanced into a dingyeighop that ap-
parently specialized in precious stones and artiggui The mer-
chant was eager to show me everything. | let hittheran until he
produced what he declared to be his prize possessiemall piece
of lignous rock, roughly an inch square, with cusanarkings the
like of which | had never seen. | inquired as ® drigin and he
proceeded to tell me the story of Chicken Little.

“Of course he knew much less of the facts thagaloand I, for
he was illiterate and his knowledge was no more thad been
passed down to him through generations of peasgnisord of
mouth. You know how these things become embroidaredpre-
dominantly oral culture. Perhaps because of all, thes account
was especially vivid. | was immediately entrancediust pursue
this, | thought.

“Seeing my interest, the merchant pulled me intormer.

“‘Sir,’” he said, in that conspiratorial way thatso ubiquitous in
the marketplace that one might call it archetyppdiave more.’ ”

“Whereupon he disappeared behind a tattered oydainoment
later he emerged with a small leather pouch, outwbich he
spilled perhaps a dozen similar shards.

“The effect on me was remarkable and hitherto omkn In
light of my subsequent knowledge | would have tp thee experi-
ence was numinous. It seemed to me that those sioaks emit-
ted an eerie light. They glowed.

“I was desperate to have one. Alas, | was persil@sir Order
adhered to a strict vow of poverty and we werevatid no funds of
our own. The coins we returned with were alwaysugiously
matched with the cost of the vittles. Thus, whea therchant
turned aside to serve a group of soldiers, | setizesdpportunity.”

| looked at Brillig with my mouth full.

“Simply put,” he said, “I stole one.”

| almost choked.

Not, certainly, at the confession of theft—I amst@nger to the
shadow—>but at the thought that he might have inplissession
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one of those very tablets “still to be found"—iretphrase I'd so
blithely tossed off in my paper.

My mind was full of questions, but Brillig was full flight and |
was loath to interrupt.

“Had 1 lingered,” he said, “lI would surely haveepecaught.
However, | was able to slip out, smiling and bowingurmuring
my thanks, before the merchant could realize wkdtdbne. |
dashed back to join the other Brothers and we metuirto our
mountain retreat without incident.

“Alone in my room, | gloated. | tucked the storrdar my pil-
low and spoke of it to no one.

“Some few weeks later we were hastily evacuatest, to War-
saw, then via Hamburg to Rotterdam, where we englohdn a
freighter bound for New York? | later learned that the area we had
left, including both Kraznacs, was totally destrdyie an Allied
bombing raid the following month.”

| shook my head at this close call, but did natnpeehend its
full import until later in the day.

“From New York | returned to the home base of nrgdéD, but |
stayed only a few months, due to a pernicious custat had been
instituted in my absence. Every morning Father bdnit each of
us—we were about twenty in all—a slip of paper éldwice. One
of these slips bore the words “You're It—meanih@itthe Brother
so designated, unknown to anyone else, would playpart of Li-
lith all that day. Only Father knew who had recdivie Perhaps on
some days all the slips were blank, but, since molmew, the re-
sult was the same, as you will see.”

It was now getting on for eight. | heard someong&eng the
bathroom. Sunny left to see what was up.

| scratched my head and looked at Brillig.

“Lilith? . . . The legendary first wife of Adam?ididevilishly

54 This truly frightful journey in the shadow of trpanovements and fleeing peas-
ants is here passed over lightly. Brillig’'s extemshotes at the time, which Nor-
man is in the process of editing, will be includadThe Compleat Brilligln the
meantime, interested readers will find the flavérsoch a trip dramatically cap-
tured in Sigrid McPhersorThe Refiner's Fire: Memoirs of a German Girlhood,
pp. 101ff.
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sensuous mate before Eve?”

“That is Hebrew folklore,” replied Brillig. “Accating to other
Semitic traditions, Lilith is simply an evil spinho habits lonely
places and takes possession of men'’s souls. Psgpbtally, | sup-
pose, it amounts to the same thing: the persotiificaf Dionysian
ecstasy, unbridled lust.”

Brillig paused and helped himself to another rdié buttered it
and spread a dollop of honey.

“I know of some rather horrible savage rituals¢ tontinued.
“Indeed, | have witnessed a few among certain pireitribes—
human sacrifice, cannibalism and so on. But ineligious sect or
elsewhere have | ever encountered so cruel a cussdins institu-
tion of the daily Lilith.

“Imagine twenty determinedly pious men living coomally,
entirely deprived of female company, already hatzed by im-
pure thoughts, knowing that one of their BrothersChrist had
been specially sanctioned to test the strengthhefr tcelibate
vows—the breaking of which was punished by insthsrmissal.

“To the constant terror of sinning was added suspi It was
truly diabolical. Moreover, it did not even achieit® end. Furtive
acts of venery still took place, only now it waeeliplaying Russian
roulette. You never knew which Brother was ‘It.’

“I need not dwell on the extent to which this figsh practice
encouraged shadow projections and the severe sipmesf the
anima. Of course, | did not think in Jungian temhghat time, but
these are well-known features, by any other narhgjrwally all
fanatical religious groups. Let me speak rathewbét was to me
the worst aspect of this custom, namely, that netamong us ever
refused to accept the role of Lilith. No one, wheés turn came,
had the slightest doubt that he was up to playiegoart.

“More than once, | am ashamed to say, | too aeckttte role of
agent provocateurl caught several, though | could not bring my-
self to turn them in.

“This all came to a head, and occasioned my |ggathie Order,
the day | realized the trap we had all fallen inthat the desig-
nated Lilith was himself the victim of a monstrotesmptation,
namely, to dredge up from within the most lascigigide of him-
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self and to activate its counterpart—or ‘hook,ves now call it—
in his neighbor. In truth, of course, the one wasnore guilty than
the other. Until then | had always spotted thossosd-hand Li-
liths. They were so naive, always trying the salim@afious tricks,
poor mincing devils. They were simple fellows, afedl, quite
lacking in subtlety or imagination.

“Then came the day when | was caught off guargolA new
recruit, rough-hewn with big blue eyes, strolledtopme in a se-
cluded grove during a rest period.

“‘The devil take this hair-shirt”” ” he said coegially. “ ‘It doth
irritate my privates.’”

“Whereupon he loosened his regulation suspen@srghe time
his bottom was exposed | was half out of my britche

“Suddenly | stopped. ‘This is ridiculous,’ | thdug’

| smiled. Brillig laughed.

“l trust you understand that | had, and still havething against
homoeratic love. Indeed, | have always encouragetiraspected
warmth between men. It was the shoddy exploitaiotinis natural
urge that suddenly struck me. In the time it tdok beefy charla-
tan to rehitch his braces and forge a sanctimorsmisk, | was al-
ready stomping off to see Father.

“The head of our Order was not a bad man. We tzatdrhany
intimate talks and | respected him. The worst | sap of the old
fellow—he was close to eighty—is that he was igngrar, in ret-
rospect, unconscious. Although | always felt himbw a faithful
servant of the Almighty, he was directly answerabl@anonymous
higher-ups in Rome, obliged to enforce whatevekanwamie di-
rectives they saw fit to hand down. He was in nsitn to ques-
tion them, nor indeed—and fortunately for him, ppase—was he
inclined to.

“He heard me out, as | knew he would. He claspsdéinds and
bowed his head. | saw his honest effort to think.

“ My son,” " he said finally, “ ‘“There is in yowan incurable
need to understand. This is not a desirable tnadur Order, nor
can it be satisfied within it. | release you froouy vows. We shall
pray that God calls you to Him by other paths.’

“That night | packed my bags. | kneeled by the,ded | was
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still devout, and asked God'’s forgiveness. Lookimg | pleaded,
‘Show me the way.” Overcome by emotion, | imagir@od defe-
cating on my head.”

“Something like Jung'’s vision?” | asked, moved.

“Very much so,” said Brillig, “only in my case Wwas certainly
chicken shit.”

“Holy cow,” | said.

“Well,” said Brillig, “that was it, my epiphanynlthat moment |
knew what was meant by grace. God was$ deac®® Nor was he
out therehe was inside.”

“But . . . but the droppings came from above,dired out.

“Only figuratively speaking,” said Brillig. “Nottmg actually fell
on me. It was a vision. It all took place in my Hga

“Isee. ..

“Most of all, perhaps, | felt an enormous reli¥gs, | was sin-
ful, but | was not alone. God was with me. And tove his hu-
manity, to let me in on his little secret, as itresehe graced me
with a bit of his shadow. It was also the clue tpdirection.”

| raised my eyebrows.

“You see,” said Brillig, “in all the turmoil sinceeturning from
Europe | had quite forgotten the piece of stonad fun off with in
Upper Kraznac. Struggling to make sense of my misicsuddenly
saw the connection and dug it out of my trunk.skkid and fondled
it and swore to honor its mystery.

55 Jung’s vision came to him at the age of twelveilavhe struggled with dark
and sinful thoughts. He imagined God sitting faragvin a clear blue sky on a
golden throne, judging him. He prayed to know Gaslil, then realized that God
was testing him and he must think for himself:

“I gathered all my courage, as though | were attoueap forthwith into hell-
fire, and let the thought come. | saw before me[Basel] cathedral, the blue sky.
God sits on His golden throne, high above the weddd from under the throne
an enormous turd falls upon the sparkling new rsbftters it, and breaks the
walls of the cathedral asunde(Memories, Dreams, Reflections,39)

56 Brillig was alluding, of course, to Nietzsche'srfaus remark inThe Gay Sci-
ence:“God is dead.” In a subsequent conversation natrcked here, Brillig said
that years later, after reading Jungisswer to Jobit came to him that Nietzsche's
declaration was never meant to be taken literdllyt, was merely foreseeing the
decay of the traditional concept of God, “due [sBidlig] to more and more peo-
ple withdrawing the projection of their inner diitynonto an external authority.”



54 Chicken Little: The Inside Story

“In one way or another, Ms. Little has been adapart of my
life ever since.”

I lowered my head, feeling how frivolous by cormipan was my
own interest.

Brillig stood up and stretched.

“Cut loose from the monastery | slowly readjustedsecular
life. During the war years | put aside my persar@micerns. | was
too old to be drafted, of course, but | did my doty the home-
front, working behind the scenes with various fedigencies.

“When the war was over | used my abilities to eektmy dimin-
ished fortune. This was not difficult if you knewawr elbow from
your backside. Meanwhile, | resumed my search feamng, im-
mersing myself in what scholars now are wont td ‘tiad modern
European mind.” That was when | discovered JungsBme years
he was only one among my many treasured ‘guides vMben once
again | came to a dead end, | knew where to go.”

He turned his face to the sun and fell silent. ptisfile was suf-
fused in a golden light. A few wisps of white helung to his skull
just above the ears.

The door opened and Rachel poked her head in.

“Pancakes and bacon in ten minutes. You guysdated?”

“Dear lady,” smiled Birillig.

“We'll be right down,” | said.

Rachel closed the door and | turned to Brillig.

“I am fascinated by the things you say, but ted, mvhy did you
come? My letter was not exactly enthusiastic.”

He shrugged.

“I read between the lines, my boy. Had you comtdeche imme-
diately—as | asked you to, my little trap—I wouldve been suspi-
cious. | counted the days till your response. Exiy | didn't hear
from you was to my mind a plus. You were not tcebsily lured. |
liked that. When your letter arrived it was framdao the point. |
knew immediately that | had found a kindred souhférmed you
of my intention, giving you several days to callafs—just in case.
You didn't.

“Meanwhile, | had obtained some of your other warktruth it
is an odd collection.”
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| felt a twinge of hurt. Seeing my crestfallen kod3rillig was
quick to modify his words.

“Pardon me, | didn’'t mean to insult you; rathee thpposite, for
your writing does not denote one faint of heart. iéed not pre-
tend, man to man, that it is all good, but it wasniediately clear to
me that you have followed your daimon, as it wevkatever the
cost.”

Brillig now seemed more gnomish to me than evdooked at
him with a feeling close to adulation. Had he askey | believe |
would—and could—have walked with him on water.

“And so, you see, by the time Norman and | arrivedyour
doorstep | had deduced a comprehensive, thougatiwest profile
of what makes you tick. Our evening together coméd it.

“Of course, with all due respect for your excetleompany, |
would not be here except for my long-standing lhefiethe exis-
tence of other Kraznac tablets. Until now | haverb&ustrated in
attempts to prove this. But the very fact that ¢hare now two of
us changes everything. The task doesn’'t simply fnectwice as
easy;after having been impossible, it has become passibl

“It's as if one set out to measure the distanoenfa star to our
planet, with only one known point on the surfacetted earth. It
can't be done, of course; one needs at least twady@nd then the
distance can be found by triangulation.”

| was completely bemused and could find nothingap, except:

“But Norman—surely he too believes.”

Brillig smiled.

“Norman? It is difficult to say. | think he woulike to, but his
education and typology mitigate against it. Heds comfortable in
the world of abstract thought, nor does metapheonec@asily to
him. My impression is that Norman is waiting to tenvinced.
Meanwhile, he is along for the ride, as they say.dl that, he is a
good companion. | have also brought him for prattieasons; as
you will see, he has skills that could prove uséful

Fixed by those clear dark eyes, | felt | wouldidet anything
Brillig said. My belly rumbled, as if to concur. &ver | had come
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across one who had achieved what Jung called “paligpn”>7 this
man was it. And yet, at the same time, | imagires reaction of
friends and colleagues to an account of the coatiers that had
just taken place.

Rachel might appreciate it, and maybe Arnold tag,from oth-
ers | could readily hear sarcasm, cynicism, perragn pity. |
feared their searing wit, their scorn. Crowding awt instinctive
esteem were such phrases as “gimpy old coot,” twkizd monk,”
“daffy inventor,” “not playing with a full deck.”

Brillig touched my arm.

“Come,” he said, “let us not keep the others wigiti

57 “personality is the supreme realization of theateridiosyncrasy of a living be-
ing. Itis an act of high courage flung in thedanf life, the absolute affirmation of
all that constitutes the individual, the most sssfel adaptation to the universal
conditions of existence coupled with the greatestsiple freedom for self-deter-
mination.” (“The Development of PersonalityThe Development of Personality,
CW 17, par. 289)
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Search for the Self

After we’d cleared away the remains of breakfasilli§ spread
some papers on the dining room table. | was religeesee they
were not maps of mountains. Walk on water, yesltiio a great
height, no.

Before sitting down to eat, Norman had pulled siderand said
he wanted to apologize.

“Whatever for?” | asked.

“I was really nervous about meeting you again,’coafessed,
“what with never writing and all.”

| admitted to having occasionally wondered abduot %

“I've always felt a little guilty about not lettgnyou know what
happened. Last night | couldn’t get to sleep fonkimg about it.
You saved my life and I've often had occasion taatke your
words. | wanted you to know that.”

| told him not to sweat it, it was enough to h&im back.

“And your wife . . . Nancy?”

“Oh, she finally married a plumber. We're all gré@ends.”

Now Brillig paced the room, lips pursed, rubbirig hands. His
brow was deeply furrowed and | fancied the soundreft gears
grinding. He'd asked if there was an easel he caisliel Rachel
found an old one of hers in the crawl space offttie floor and it
was set up near the window.

Norman had opened one of their cases and was rgimgn it,
putting things aside. He was singing to himseltalght a few
lines, which sounded like: “Here a little, therbtte, everywhere a
little little.” My attention was then captured byilg rapping a
pencil on the table.

58 This was a face-saving understatement. The teuthat | spent months hoping
to hear from Norman, and when there was no wordrtinto a severe depression.
This had never happened to me before, nor hasdési

57
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He struck a stance that | imagined dated backste#rlier days
in a classroom.

“Gentlemen, Ms. Rachel,” he said, “we all knowrthare many
ways to look at the story of Chicken Little. On asion | have
fleshed these out, as has our friend here"—smitihgne—"but
what is the central point, the nub, as they say?”

My brain was still somewhat addled from our ear@&te-a-téte;
| couldn’t come up with anything. Rachel shook head.

After some moments Arnold spoke.

“That it's apocryphal?”

| looked daggers at Arnold, but Brillig only lausgh

“Dear sir,” he said, “we live on one side of a narcurtain, in
an age where anything one cannot see, hear, touelste is more
or less apocryphal.”

Norman nodded. “A corollary of the Brillig Prindg”>°

Arnold made what seemed to me a petulant gedBuridig no-
ticed it right away.

“My friends,” he said, “excuse my little self-inideence, | did
not mean to turn this into a guessing game. Thei&dhicken
Little personifies that fear lurking in us all, naiy that the jig is
up, we've had it.”

“She was certainly pessimistic,” noted Rachel.

“Dear lady, when gripped by the shadow of deatip wan jump
for joy? Only the very young, who feel immortal,dathose who
heed nothing. I call them closet Chicklers: theypwnthe end is
coming but they refuse to acknowledge it. The odsis are stuck
with the truth: we are mortal. Life is simply a fmoged stay of ex-
ecution. Whether it ends naturally or with a sudaehitrary swing
of the Scythe, one day we will be dust.

“As we know, it is the most natural thing in thend to project
this awareness outside; which is to say, rathem fha our own
house in order, we imagine the world itself is cognio an end.
That, | believe, is essentially what Ms. Little dihd it is what
regularly happens, especially when we lose somelose.”

No one gainsaid him.

59 see above, p. 37.
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“Jung spoke of such matters, though rather obljgusaid Bril-
lig. He turned to Norman, who was ready. Brilligokothe open
book and read:

There is a fine old story about a student who céma rabbi and
said, “In the golden days there were men who sawfdabe of God.
Why don’t they any more?” The Rabbi replied, “Besaunowadays
no one can stoop so low.”

One must stoop a little in order to fetch watendrthe strearfi®

| did not know what to make of this, but thereswa time to
ponder, for at that point Brillig produced the stasf which he had
spoken in the sun room.

Actual size

We gathered round for a close look. At first sighwas not im-
pressive, indeed quite ordinary, but within a fegands it seemed
to glow. My mind turned to jelly. | stepped baclefloddled, and
busied myself with Sunny.

Brillig gave Arnold and Rachel a brief accountha$ sleight-of-
hand in the marketplace, already indelibly etchrechy mind as the
Carpathian Caper. No doubt Norman had heard itrbefo

“Only later,” said Brillig, “after considerable search, did | real-
ize that | had one of the few Kraznac tablets,df the only one,
outside the Smithsonian where, as we know, thersthave been
safely stored in an air-conditioned vault since890

Arnold and Rachel fingered it, apparently unaféelct

“Who else knows about this?” asked Arnold.

“Only those in this room. | have been reluctanspeak or write
about it before having more to say. As | remarkaed hight, there
is a time for everything.”

“How do you know it’'s genuine?” asked Rachel.

60 Memories, Dreams, Reflections,355.
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“A sensible question,” said Brillig. “Of coursehdre was no
guarantee that | hadn’t been duped. For all | knignat merchant
had a kiln in the back yard and turned them outhigyhundreds. |
had to consider that possibility. As well, | mayweaulled myself.
One man’s numinous experience, as we well knowgnisther’s
wishful thinking. On both counts, | assure you &l no effort in
discovering the truth.”

He then explained at some length how he had edrtiis catch.
I was still in such a state that | could not follaedl the details, but
it amounted to a close comparison of his stone thighseven genu-
ine articles under guard in the Smithsonian. Thés wot easily
done, for a covenant with the donors—descendantiseofmonkish
Order whose member had made the original find—s$ipady re-
stricted access to accredited archaeolo§ists.

“| called in a few markers,” said Brillig.

Arnold left the shard to Rachel and sat back.

“Professor Brillig,” he said, “clearly you are eamof some in-
tellectual discernment. | am therefore at a losartderstand your
preoccupation with matters that to many—and | cssfi® leaning
in their direction—might seem rather trivial.”

There, he was at it again.

It was just like Arnold to get me into somethingdathen shift
his ground. One time in Zirich, on a pub crawl,cbavinced me
that the ugly one would be more interesting. The day | showed
him where she bit me.

“It's your own fault,” he said, “you should knovetter.”

| rolled my eyes at Brillig. He winked at me anddeessed his
remarks to Arnold.

“l could remind you of what Jung got out of playiwith stones,
so to speak? but under the circumstances your comment is not en
tirely unfair.

“Perhaps | have given you the wrong impressiaamlcertainly

61 That is still the case. The claim in my Chickettleipaper—to have seen “au-
thenticated replicas”™—was a bare-faced boast. e really Xeroxes of cov-
ertly taken photos of hazy, dimly lit objects.

62 seeMemories, Dreams, Reflections,175.
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concerned to uncover the truth about Ms. Little, that is inextri-
cably linked with a much larger issue—one in whyclu may have
somewhat more interest.”

“Namely?” pushed Arnold.

But Brillig was not to be hurried. He looked pastthrough the
French doors and contemplated the falling snow.eHilakes fell
and glistened, melting on the glass.

“Rather early for snow, isn’t it?” he said.

“That's what the papers say t0o,” said Rachel.

| blinked, for the exchange was eerily familiahad the growing
feeling that Brillig was to some extent presciengre, that at times
he was speaking in some secret code that onlytbeot us could
understand.

“I have always thought of snowflakes as messagesn f
heaven,” said Brillig. “Like Iris, that sweet-termed goddess of
the rainbow, who brings a light we only dream of.”

He turned back to Arnold. “I could tell you thahat | have in
mind could lead to, among other things, the disopwd a law
governing the behavior of feathered bipeds unableotceive the
numbern . . . But | fear that something of that scope wostretch
your credulity to the breaking point. | might jusd well stand on
my head and recite a verse or two from one of thsters.”

Which he proceeded to do:

‘Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogroves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.
Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
The frumious Bandersnatéf!

Rachel smiled across at me. Arnold was nonplussed.

Righting himself and making some adjustments ® diothes,
Brillig became serious.

“Well, we could banter all day,” he said, “as | @ih the slow-

63 Lewis Carroll, “Jabberwocky,” iThrough the Looking Glasp, 22.
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witted fellows | work with in factory and store—nu¢o our mu-
tual entertainment, to be sure. However, that iswitat we are
here for, and our time is short. Pray listen sonmavbnger before
you pronounce me a fool.”

Arnold reddened.

“My great pleasure these past many years,” saitiggrand my
major preoccupation, of which Ms. Little has beesrall but inte-
gral part, has been the scholarly investigatiorthat elusive con-
cept known as ‘the self.” Of course, this is tiggdwith what is to
me, as | recall alluding to last night, the centyakstion of life,
namely, ‘Who am 1?’

“This query has haunted me for as long as | carereber. What
does it mean when we use that extremely persormalopn, ‘I'?
How very hard it is to grasp, this idea, this fegliof ‘I'! Indeed,
there often seems to be more than one ‘I, foa not the same
with different people, in different places—or alo@»uld there be
a common denominator? If not, perhaps there ised imthis who
holds us all together?”

He let that sink in and then continued.

“In the beginning, my studies were not concerndti discover-
ing the truth or otherwise of what others thoughsvat the bottom
of our sense of personal identity. Rather | soughtthose thinkers
and writers whose idea of the self was more or ¢esdral to an
understanding of their work. There are a great masyou know,
and | was quite at sea until | focused on justehdean-Jacques
Rous-seau, Soren Kierkegaard and D.H. Lawrence.

“These illustrious gentlemen piqued my interestcisely be-
cause they were apparently as diverse as coulBdgsseau, eigh-
teenth-century French paranoiac; Kierkegaard, aargh-century
Danish religious introvert; and Lawrence, twentieémtury En-
glish iconoclast. Indeed, the only thing they segrt® have in
common was an interest in exploring the implicadioh their par-
ticular understanding of ‘the self.’

“l was easily able to characterize Rousseau’sonetas pertain-
ing to thenatural self; Kierkegaard’s were clearly related to the
ligious self; and D.H. Lawrence’s stories and poetry illnated
what | thought of as theital self.
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“l also saw that their concerns overlapped.”

Brillig paused then and grasped the back of archaiould not
tell if he was about to do a hand-stand or was lsirgpthering
strength. | did wonder if at his age he was reaiyto this.

Presently he inquired as to the possibility of somater. | ran to
fetch a glass from the kitchen. Brillig thanked rued wet his
throat before going off “Rousseau and Kierkegaard were opposed
to most of the values upheld by their contemposarighe name of
‘progress.’ Both viewed material advance as evidesfe—and fac-
tors contributing to—moral and spiritual declineccéarding to
Rousseau—whose thinking was of course much infleeéry the
prevalent eighteenth-century ideal of the unfettei@oble sav-
age'—society was an evil influence that denied es@®s self-
realization in accordance with his true natthénstead of follow-
ing the dictates of his own inner promptings, hadated, man had
become a slave to his social self.

“Kierkegaard, out of a similar concern for perdoagthenticity,
deplored the influence of ‘the crowd,” and whatdadled variously
the leveling process or the tyranny of equality.”

He took the book Norman handed him and read:

To battle against princes and popes is easy comhpéte struggling

against the masses, the tyranny of equality, ap#iesgrin of shal-

lowness, nonsense, baseness and besfility.

“For Rousseau, it seems, salvation lay in a wdtai into one-
self, the tapping of so-called natural resourcerkégaard too
saw the fulfillment of the individual as strictlypivate affair, but
he challenged men to become individuals ‘before.Gdde whole
development of the world,” he wrote, ‘tends to theportance of
the individual; that, and nothing else, is the pipfe of Christian-
ity.' 67

“Dear old D.H., on the other hand—and what a hamdsfellow

64 During the following dissertation, as it seemee,Had frequent occasion to do
the same, and | was quick to refill his glass azgasary.

65| trust my readers will not cavil at Brillig’'s use the generic “he.” There are
still many who use it without disrespect for women.

66 The Journals of Soren Kierkegaardntry no. 1317.
67 |bid., p. 116.
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he was!—saw personal growth and vitality in terraghrer of self-
absorption nor in a direct relationship with Goa. @e sure, there
is in his view of nature and natural forces sommegtakin to Rous-
seau’s peculiar brand of mystici$hput Lawrence believed em-
phatically that everything, even individuality ilsedepended on
human relationship.

“‘What are you,’ " he demanded, “ ‘when you'vesagtied your
grand independence, broken all the ties, or “bdraisd reduced
yourself to a pure “individuality”?’ And his uneoical answer is
echoed in much of his work: ‘Extremely littl6¥

“All the same, Lawrence—like Rousseau and Kierkeda—was
critical of the actual society he lived in. Whilelieving in the ne-
cessity of communion with others, he too cautioagadinst the
dangers to the individual self inherent in what heslitionally
been called the civilizing process.

“In a broad sense, | saw all three as rebels agagason, for
each was opposed to the contemporary mainstreamthibthey
denied the importance of reason or spurned itsNisgbut each in
his own way questioned the assumption that repsoiseis man’s
most precious asset: Rousseau by attacking soc#titutions;
Kierkegaard by stressing the primacy of faith andjective truth;
and Lawrence by proclaiming the potential vitality renewing
contact with a ‘lower’ consciousness.

“Each in his own time, you see, was an odd manaudissenter
from a collective climate of opinion that had itsots in the En-
lightenment and which to this day, | believe, deii@es the nature
of Western society.”

The discerning reader will have heard in the foneg, as did I,
echoes of Brillig’s earlier revelations in the stoom. | do not
mind saying that at this point tears sprung to ygsel was filled
with an entirely new feeling. | could think of n@ame for it—
something between mystery and hope.

68 “The element of organic union is strong in botbgid Brillig later, “but Rous-
seau’s approach to nature is gentle, almost sentathewhile Lawrence seems to
embrace nature with a fervor approaching physicstl’

69 “wwe Need One Another,” ifPhoenix: The Posthumous Papers of D.H. Law-
rence,p. 189.
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| looked at Arnold and Rachel. They were motiosleBored?
Enthralled? | could not tell. Norman had left tlm®m. Sunny was
asleep in the corner.

For another half hour or so, Brillig continuedexxpound on the
differences and similarities between these threw-kins, as he
called them, turning now and then to Norman, whoviged him
with a text to quote from? Sometimes he used the easel to support
a book to which he referred, though | believe thigs merely for
show, since as often as not it would be upside down

“For a long time,” said Adam, “I put all my effgrinto a com-
parative study of these gents, with only an occeaditoray into the
work of others. It was a thrilling enterprise uritile day finally
came when | realized | had no ground of my own.

“l knew what others thought | was or should be, taw the old
guestion, ‘Who amt?’ came back with renewed vigor and grabbed
me by the throat. | succumbed then to a severdemgthy depres-
sion, during which time | became familiar with Ju@nly then did
my research assume a psychological dimension, ansiderably
more depth.”

Here Brillig took a healthy swig from the glasshand.

“Gentlemen, | think you know what | mean. | neadspell out
to you the many ways in which Jung was balm to roytiled soul.
Suffice to say, in terms of my personal quest, thatfundamental
distinction between Self and ego was an eye-opdaiett, is a dis-
tinction that everybody else either blurs or doesmake at all. |
was astounded at the idea that what | had alwaysgtit of as ‘I
was merely the dominant complex of my consciousdmiand
moreover that this ‘I’ was both answerable to, degendent upon,
a greater, transpersonal power, namely the 3&lf.”

Arnold stirred. To his credit, he had been quigtdver an hour.
Of course, he may have nodded off; you never knatv Arnold.

“You would like to say something?” said Brillig.

“Jung’s Self is as close to God as dammit,” saidoid.

70 This account is deliberately abbreviated, sincedited transcript of the com-
plete oration (which Norman had the foresight feeawill appear in a later vol-
ume of Brillig’s collected papers.

71 Jung originally capitalized Self when using itls sense, as do I.
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“Yes, in terms of experiential reality,” agreedilly, “but of
course the traditional idea of a Supreme Beinggddam, or it,
somewhere ‘out there.” Jung’s Self, as regulatiegter of the per-
sonality, is inside.”

Norman handed him a book, from which Brillig read:

The Self is not only the centre, but also the whateumference
which embraces both conscious and unconscious;titei centre of
this totality, just as the ego is the centre ofstimusnes$?

He looked at Arnold and me.

“l won’'t presume to know how anyone else has ehathen
they've come upon Jung’s views, but to me they weteemely
radical. To accept them meant a major shift in ryspective—
like thinking the earth was the center of the ssistem and then
finding out the sun is.”

“To begin with, for | was still tied to my researd looked up
everything Jung had ever said about my triumvirdteas sur-
prised, and more than a little disappointed, tal fihat they had
hardly caught his attention. The references are’few

He paused to consult his papers.

“From Jung's standpoint, ‘Rousseau is deceivédwhile
Kierkegaard (‘that grizzler’f is neurotic, if not actually a psy-
chopath’> and furthermore lacks ‘meat®’D.H. Lawrence, whose
Weltanschauungeemed to me to be close to Jung’s own—for both
had a high regard for personal experience and itieirict for
life’—is never mentioned by Jung at all.

“I don’t mind telling you that this occasionednme some mental
distress. But that’s to put it mildly. Let us cdlby its real name:
conflict. The difference between what | had hitberelieved and
what was presented to me by Jung threw me into. avell, a tizzy
is perhaps the appropriate word, and that's howanhe to have a
limp.”

72 psychology and Alchem@W 12, par. 44.
73 psychological TypeSW 6, par. 123.

74 | etters,vol. 1, p. 331.

75 bid., pp. 331-332.

76 | etters,vol. 2, pp. 102, 145.



Search for the Self 67

Rachel looked at me. | shrugged.

“No doubt you know the Biblical soap opera of Isaand his
sons Esau and Jacob. How the duplicitous Jacob kislbrother's
birthright and became a rich merchant who regretisgast? And
then wrestled with an angel? . . . Ah, | see yoteHargotten.

“Norman?”

Brillig took the Bible and read:

And Jacob was left alone; and there wrestled a witmhim until
the breaking of the day. And when he saw that revgiled not
against him, he touched the hollow of his thighd &ne hollow of
Jacob’s thigh was out of joint, as he wrestled with. And he said,
Let me go, for the day breaketh. And he said, | mok let thee go,
except thou bless me. And he said unto him, Whtityi;lame? And
he said, Jacob. And he said, Thy name shall beccalb more Ja-
cob, but Israel”

“My own experience was similar,” said Brillig, ‘dugh not
nearly so cosmic. But like Jacob | held on to myeinturmoil until
I knew its meaning. | emerged from it humbled ahdroughly
convinced of a presence more powerful than my puhy could
have dismissed the whole thing, | suppose, wenmetifor the diffi-
culty | subsequently had in walking. | took it tedrt and changed
my name from Boris to Adam, for | felt reborn.”

He stopped speaking, perhaps as much for ourasakés. | saw
tears in Rachel's eyes and hid my own emotion lzklairhanky.
Brillig went on as if he hadn’t noticed.

“That was some forty years ago. . . . My, timegloal along!
Well, when | came out of my black hole—or dark riighthe soul,
as some call it—I realized that what Jung broughtnly research
was immeasurably greater than any mere belief,iapior per-
sonal prejudice. First, he had sixty years of msi@nal involve-
ment with the human mind. And second, he awakenedona dy-
namic model of the psyche, of which the Self is owly the regu-
lating center but also the archetype of wholeness.

77 Genesis 32: 24-28 (King James Version). The pdgdial significance of Ja-
cob’s tussle is dealt with at length in John Sathfdhe Man Who Wrestled with
God,pp. 41-47.
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“It became clear to me that beside Jung the othersluding,
alas, the three close to my heart—fell far shoidekd, the primary
limitations of every other commentator on the sabtjeand | think
this is still true—were two-fold. First, they digthdiscriminate be-
tween ego consciousness and the unconscious; eoddsehey did
not take into account the difference between thehdt bespeaks a
socially-conditioned persona and a potentially manthentic ‘I’
behind it. This is not to mention the added nuaoicthe ‘I' who
nightly participates in dreani§.

“Of course, there was also the matter of confldbjch every-
body else sought utopian ways to get rid of, winléung’s view—
amply supported by my own experience—conflict wasemely
positive in terms of the relationship between tighér Self and
what we think of as ‘179 We needn't, | think, go into that today.”

It was early afternoon as Brillig concluded antdvigal sketch
of depth psychology—from shamanism to the presenth—a
thumbnail analysis of Jung’s profound theoretidffiedences with
Freud and Adle®? “I trust that by now,” he said, “the analogy be-
tween my pursuits and those of the alchemistsheilbbvious.”

He pulled a large red and white handkerchief fiuishtrouser
pocket and blew his nose. “I thank you for beintertive,” he
bowed. He drained the water in his glass and alyrdett the
room. No one said a word as we followed the saoinBrillig’s
halting steps mounting to the third floor.

Sunny heaved to her feet and shook herself. Shednover to
Rachel, begging for a scratch. | looked at my nateswondered if
they’d make sense laté&¥.

“I expect he’s going for a nap,” remarked Normauitting
things away. “He tires easily these days, you kiow.

78 There is a section on this in James A. Halingian Dream Interpretation: A
Handbook of Theory and Practigpp. 107-108), a book Brillig may well have
chanced upon in his early morning jaunt in the bes#.

79 SeeMemories, Dreams, Reflectiong. 344ff.

80 Much of Brillig's source material was familiar toe, being readily available in
Henri F. EllenbergeiThe Discovery of the Unconscious.

81 They didn’t, but | didn't need them anyway, thartksNorman’s tape (see
above, note 70).
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“You could have fooled me,” said Rachel.

I looked at Arnold.

“He’'s either completely mad or a good actor,” s&ichold,
shak-ing his head.

| didn't think these were mutually exclusive, butook it to
mean he had some doubts.

“Well, | was impressed,” | said.

“How about a sandwich?” asked Rachel brightly. r&Raoast
beef smattered with peppercorns and horseradistuf? dilb pickle
and white radish on the side?”

| was full up to here, so | left them snackinghe kitchen while
| went out to clear the driveway. What had staderhe hours ago
as a cheery fall of light flakes had become sometlilose to a
raging blizzard. It wasn’t anything out of the ordiy, and the con-
tractor | paid would soon be here with his ployjust felt like some
exercise after sitting for so long.

What a lot to take in, | thought, shoveling fitstone side, then
the other, while Sunny ran around in circles, sngrfip snow.

Car-dio-vas-cu-lar, | chanted, to pass the tinbewds heavy
work, but quite exhilarating.

Brillig’s monkish background and literary intergstraznac,
Chicken Little, Jung, the Self . . . and alchemytiGhe man must
have a mind of steel to hold onto his sanity.

And then, beating away at a knotty piece of iceuddenly saw
how they were all connected. Talk about epiphamgr$hing fell
into place. | tossed the shovel aside and leapejdyo

“So happy to be a tomato!” | hollered.

| threw snowballs at Sunny and she threw them bkt
week, | thought, I'll teach her how to make a snowd



Intermezzo

Two notes on the influence of Kafka

The Greeks regarded a problem like an apple: pestip away the
outer skin, the inessentials, and you come to tine, ¢he solution.
But life itself is a whole basket of apples. Th#icllty is to
recognize the proper apple, to particularize life‘eblems. A man
may spend years, indeed a whole lifetime, workimgugh a bas-
ket, hopes rising as he nears the bottom, skinscares piling up
on all sides, only to realize at last that it i€ boe of many, there
still await hundreds more baskets of apples, torsghing of all
the pears, bananas, peaches and oranges thatdrahmmght of.

*

You arise one morning and wish to mail a lettert B¢ nearest
post office is in a village several miles away. Bo@ is hot and the
road to the village is over a tortuous rocky wagpassable at this
time of year, beset with all manner of spring fle@hd other natu-
ral hazards. It is quite impossible, in fact, tadke this village, not
with all the good will in the world nor a complditetime to spend
in the journey.

If, however, by some unlikely chance, by somedstit stretch
of the imagination, and although it has never dewwn to happen
before, you should eventually come to the villageyould cer-
tainly be after dark and already the post officauldchave closed
for the night. And if you were to wait until the xtemorning, al-
though there are no inns, hotels or guest housesenyou could
find shelter for the night, when the temperatuilés fear below the
level at which anyone has ever been known to seyyeu would
find when you presented your letter to the posteraiat there
were no stamps. Indeed, not for many years, andwithin the
memory of a living soul in the entire village, hatere ever been
any stamps at this post office; and you would h@veend to the
nearest town, the road there being even more hazsrénd
unlikely of navigation than the way to the village.

But that is only the first step, for applicatiomshbe made at the

70
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town and sent to the city for inspection by thepemauthorities,
who are already overburdened by a thousand maifarsore im-
portance, unable to deal with even the most rowhministration
of the city itself, let alone the countless appimas that flow in
and pile up from all the towns and villages.

And if your children or your children’s childrerappened to be
still alive when, contrary to all expectation, yoaguest finally did
come up after all for consideration, they mighthagrs hear that a
stamp was on the way. This is by no means cefttaiwwever, since
there is no instance, not a single occasion irtha@lrecords of all
the villages, when anyone has ever received a steonpthe au-
thorities.

It is said that this might explain why people daget the letters
they expect.



BOOK TWO
Star Bright
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Alchemical library and laboratory
(Maier, Tripus aureus1618; Mellon Collection, Yale University)

“The double face of alchemy, laboratory and librargrresponds to
the twofold nature of the individuation process #ttive participa-
tion in outer reality and relationships, togethethwhe process of
inner reflection.”

—Marie-Louise von FranZlchemy, An Introduction.



5
Philosophers’ Stone

It was after six before we were back together.hia neantime, |
had been home to change.

D. was still shoveling snow when | left, whoopiagd singing
like someone demented. It's nice to see him happis usually so
serious and he works such long hours. Every morhaig down at
the P.O. box like his life depended on it. I'm mo&king fun, be-
cause for all | know it does.

Norman waved good-bye from the bookcase. | nudgedld—
he’'d gone straight back to the couch after luncthwi detective
novel—and he just snorted, which was typical. DissaArnold’s
mother complex is of the negative kind—unlike Dpisn, I'm glad
to say—and that makes him suspicious of women. Wealse me,
I never done him no wrong. | don’t actually dislikenold, but |
can't say I've ever been fond of him. | wouldn't berprised if he
feels the same about me, though looking for fediiogh Arnold is
like waiting for a peach to speak. | mean zee-dori’t know what
D. sees in him, but then it's not really my busmésit, and any-
way some of my friends drive D. up the wall as wktuess | put
up with Arnold because he’s D.’s friend. So maybm wersa and
that's all right too. The three of us get along whee have to.

| took Sunny with me, to give her a long romp he park | live
across from. She gets really down unless she lga®é run about
twice a day. It's always a thrill to see her raceuad, sniffing her
little heart out, peeing at every tree and postekt a lot of inter-
esting people that way; | don't always know thearmes but | rec-
ognize their pooches. It's such a friendly neighioad, so dif-
ferent from the posh area D. lives in. A lot of peoon my street
are immigrants—Italian, Chinese, Indonesian, Partisg and so
on; even some Americans. There are thyeecepits and a play-
ground in the park. We have a block party every mem with
races and games for the kids; pot-luck plates o fon trestles and
dancing till midnight. On D.’s street they hardigdw who lives

74
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next door. Still, he’s close to good shops andargsints. Together
we have the best of both worlds.

Walking Sunny gives me time to think. | do like fiig. | revel
in my house, my own time and space. | feel sotivezxplore what-
ever catches my fancy. My painting has gone int@etiting new
phase and I'm often so preoccupied | forget mdddsvs about the
world makes me sick. | read in the papers abouthalldisasters
and tear my hair. Television’s worse. My heart siak the sight of
starving children. | sign petitions to protect emglered species,
send money for orphans, give to local food banks. hmever
enough and | always feel guilty. So many peopld wiithing and |
have so much. I'd be a hopeless wreck without rhy ar

I'm glad D. doesn’t feel neglected. | suppose 'thhecause he
has his writing. Once he said he hoped | didn't fe# out when
he was absorbed with a new project. | told him vgh&i worry,
that's companionship; when I'm inside a paintinget lost too.
Sometimes | get so excited | want to do it all ate but of course
it's one step at a time and | forget half my ideassays it's the
same with him when he’s working on a book. It'sdsiéerent from
any other relationship I've had that | want to shibin the street. |
feel understood. We accept the way the otherkis;llidon’t expect
too much of him when | throw a party, and he doeget on my
case for the time | spend on the phone. We're wiffe no doubt
about that, but it doesn’t get in the way. He'seanly riser and I'm
not. He jokes about me being more extravertedabud matter of
fact I'm quite happy to curl up with a book for auple of hours
when he packs it in at ten o’clock; and let meyell, when he gets
going he’s the last to leave the dance floor.

Maybe the best thing about it is that we respectheother’s
boundaries. We're together, oh, three or four evghia week, and
that's enough. We both like time on our own and ve¢h have
things to do. It's not as cozy as togethernessjtlsunot as sticky
either82 Gives us a chance to miss each other, too.

I’'m not sure what to make of this “romance” hetdtgn us into.

82 Actually, | used this comparison {Betting To Know Yogp. 88), but | don’t
mind Rachel repeating it. Maybe it was even hethénfirst place.
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Chicken Little’'s been a laugh to me from day onés Paper had
me on the floor even before he added my two ceontshwBut now
look how it's ballooned. | think D.’s a bit nervoadout where it
will take him; he can’t stand insecurity and likiesstay put. He
says if it was up to him he’d live in a hole andyotome out to eat
scraps thrown to hirf® Sometimes | think a change would do him
good, but then, I like my life as it is too. Conwethat, | was at-
tracted to D. in the first place because he wasrgfed. | was fed
up with men who were up in the air. D. said he’érbéhere and it
wasn’t that much fun. He thinks maybe that's whydoesn't like
heights—if he lets himself go he’'d be in outer spagain in a
twink. So no wonder | was surprised, when the Eede said he
was coming—as if he’d been summoned with open armasd D.
let it happen. Well, | just hope he can hold itthger because I'd
hate to lose him.

| can only imagine what went on this morning ie gun room.
D. came down to breakfast looking like someone whallen in
love and wasn'’t quite sure what to do about it.

All the same, it's gone pretty well so far. Minduyy it isn’t any-
thing like what | expected, but | did enjoy lasgimi. D. puts on a
pretty good spread when he wants to. Norman's hs@grise.
He’s a lot more solid than when he used to comB.tb always
thought of him as a klutz, a loser; he snuck in ant like he
thought he was some kind of leper. M'am this anda’that,
when all | did was give him a cup of tea, whichgreceeded to
spill on his pants. Personally I've always beenadréo older men,
the less hair the better. D. hasn’t got much ejtiteruns in the
family.

Brillig’s a funny old guy, but there’s an air alidum that’s hard
to resist. | like his scen@Ild Mustl think it's called, though | may
be wrong, there are so many out there you canyhap#n a maga-

83 This isn't quite what | said. | think Rachel mislenstood a passage | read to
her from Kafka: “At bottom | am an incapable, igaot person who if he had not
been compelled to go to school would be fit onlgtouch in a kennel, to leap out
when food is offered him and to leap back when &g $wallowed it.(The Di-
aries of Franz Kafka, 1910-191p, 308) | haven't felt that way myself since | got
together with her.
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zine these days without falling over your nose.sHeéhd of tricky,
like one of those characters you read about inldodk just when
you think he’s going to reveal the secret of Ie,turns into a rab-
bit. But any eighty year old who has the chutzpalnecite poetry
standing on his head will get my vote.

| got back a little later than I'd planned. | $tiged a couple of
canvases and started a new etching, then Sunngtfadgere she
lived and | spent half an hour looking for her. Sinally slunk out
of a back alley covered in snow and the smell sii.fiShe knows
right away when she’s been naughty. D. greeted nt@eadoor
with a jolly big smile and even Arnold gave me aghusuppose
they'd had a few, but that's no big deal to mesBid he’'d spent a
couple of hours correcting page proofs and cleanimgorrespon-
dence, with Norman in a corner browsing throughpastfolio. D.
has a few pieces of mine in his office, includingedf-nude you
wouldn’t see in a family newspaper—"so you're alwayith me,”
he says. | like that. Intimate at a distance.

The four of us were gathered around the fireplacthe living
room when Brillig made his entrance. He was freshigwered and
his goatee had been newly trimmed. So he like®ak his best,
well who doesn't; | don’t mind a degree of vanityshows self-re-
spect. He was dressed in khaki shorts and a buithlshg woolen
socks and lace-up mountain boots. On his head wasobthose
Tilley Endurables you see in ads of people on topand dunes or
beside Land Rovers in the Alps.

D. gave me a weak smile, pointing to his kneesuldn't tell if
he was pretending or if they were really shakinghat possibility
of an expedition.

| blew him a kiss and would have jumped him thed there if
we’d been alone.

“Yes, certainly,” said Brillig briskly, responding Arnold’s in-
vitation. “A glass of claret frees the soul. Therizied followers of
Dionysus didn’t know the half of it,” he laughedléaring people
to pieces isn’'t nearly so satisfying as loving tliem

The old guy seemed in pretty good form; | guebtla rest was
all he needed.
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About seven the doorbell rang. It was a delivégar D., al-
ways planning ahead. He'd ordered a buffet tragssiorted meats
and cheese, smoked salmon, cognac paté, oystétsage rolls,
Caesar salad, rye bread, sweet biscuits and a iBavenocolate
mousse. You can’'t do much better than that; welguldn’t. There
were even a couple of beef bones for Sunny. D.laed it all out
so we could help ourselves when we felt like it.

For a while | got stuck with Norman and Arnoldading stories
about their escapades in the Niederdorf. Drinkind screwing—
borrr-ring. You'd think they had the 1.Q. of Turkéyrkey. | mean
who cares? I've been around too, | could tell s®of my own, but
what’s the point? You only give yourself away.

| was half listening when the corner of my eyegtduD. show-
ing my sketch book to Brillig, dangling his fedtdian elf in one of
D.’s leather armchairs. | went over to find thenokimg at the
drawings I'd done of us.

Brillig smiled up at me.

“Miss Rachel,” he said, “you have a remarkableral

| glowed with pleasure. The thought came to me ifhBrillig
was half my age, or me twice mine, I'd show himaad) time. It
was an amusing thought, but pretty surprising bezause it didn’t
fit my image of myself. Well, what can you do. [ys you're not
responsible for everything that goes on in yourdhealy for what
you do about it. So maybe he has fantasies of Wis. @ll the
same, it seems pretty dumb to think of hopping bed with some-
body just because they like your work.

Norman came and peered over my shoulder.

“I look like Sam Shepard,” he remarked.

“That's how | see you,” | said, “handsome in a theaed way.”

“How come I look like a gangster?” asked Arnold.

Brillig said it was absolutely the best likenegshonself he’'d
ever seen, and might he possibly have a copy te takne and
hang in his study. “I seldom find myself in suchrguatible com-
pany,” he said. “At my age you like to have a recof what's im-
portant. Please, do me the honor of explaining fioware able to
capture one’s inner essence with such grace.”

Talk about a cup overflowing.
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Conversation was lively, though more or less ramdontil D.
asked Brillig what he’d had in mind when he complanes work to
that of the alchemists.

“Well, as you know,” replied Brillig, “alchemy wathe chem-
istry of the Middle Ages, ostensibly concerned wilie transmuta-
tion of base metals, particularly lead, into goldterestingly
enough, it is sometimes spelled ‘alchymy,” derifeain the old
French, which in turn comes from the medieval Lasilcthemia’
and the Greek ‘cheem,” meaning to pour.”

I didn’t think that was particularly interestingut maybe it's
like painting: you have to start somewhere. Getfiogn here to
there isn’t as simple as it looks after you've diane

“It was Jung’'s genius,” Brillig was saying, “to sdiover in
what's been called the holy technique of alchenpagallel to the
psychological process of individuati®h.n those old Greek and
Latin manu-scripts he found the same images andfsntiat
turned up in myths and legends, as well as in pepplreams. He
felt right away that he was on to something impartand so he
was, for his investigations eventually led to hiscdvery of the
archetypes.

“What it comes down to is that the alchemists—apudi to work
under wraps, incidentally, due to some rather nessyrictions on
free thought imposed by the Church—were really ingkor emo-
tional balance and wholeness. Not much differeminfthe rest of
us, is it? Which is to say, the secret art of alchéay in the trans-
formation of the personality. | have always takkis to mean that
anyone involved in his, or her"—bowing to me—"psgtiyical
development is an alchemist, so to speak. Norman?”

Norman hadn’t been paying much attention—bless hienwas
brushing Sunny—>but now he scrambled and came up avliook
to hand to Brillig, who read:

The real nature of matter was unknown to the alé$terme knew it

84 This awareness informs all Jung’s mature writimgt, his three major works in
the area ar@sychology and AlchemgW 12; Alchemical StudiesW 13; and
Mysterium ConiunctionisCW 14. For those who find Jung intimidating, a good
place to start is Marie-Louise von Fradchemy: An Introduction to the Symbol-
ism and the Psychology.
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only in hints. In seeking to explore it he projetthe unconscious
into the darkness of matter in order to illuminatdn order to ex-
plain the mystery of matter he projected yet anothgstery—his
own unknown psychic background. . . .

. . . | mean by this that while working on his ofieal experi-
ments the operator had certain psychic experiewbésh appeared
to him as the particular behavior of the chemicaicpss. Since it
was a question of projection, he was naturally nscmus of the
fact that the experiment had nothing to do withteratself . . . . He
experienced his projection as a property of matiat;what he was
in reality experiencing was his own unconsciéus.

“Early on in my acquaintance with alchemy,” conta Brillig,
“my imagination was struck by the concept of thelddophers’
Stones6 and how similar it was to Jung’s idea of the SeHycho-
logically, the Philosophers’ Stone is an archetypege of whole-
ness. | immediately realized, as you probably h#vat the tablet
I'd snatched years before in Kraznac falls intoghme category.

“Naturally, having in mind Jung’s remarks, | hadtéke into ac-
count the possibility that the numinosity | expaded in that stone
was due to something in me. By then | knew theestgas genuine,
but what about me, was | authentic? What aboutwhe | felt?
Could | trust that? It was a new context, but esaliy the same
old question, ‘Who am |?’

“Well, | took care of that little item, thoughtibok rather longer
than I'd expected. In fact, the first two yearsno§ analysis were
spent differentiating my ego-self from that gregsetf, which I'd
identified with and then projected onto Ms. Littlfehat's about
how long it took for me to get a handle on persdmaindaries—
where | ended and she began was only the startamdfyst, nor-
mally a patient man, was more than once obligegktoind me of

85 “The Psychic Nature of the Alchemical WorlE5ychology and AlchemgWw
13, pars. 345-346. Those interested in the thet&papplication of alchemical
thought will find ample reason to rejoice in EdwdfdEdinger,Anatomy of the
Psyche: Alchemical Symbolism in Psychotherapy.

86 “Make a round circle of man and woman, extractéfrem a quadrangle and
from it a triangle. Make the circle round, and ywill have the Philosophers’
Stone.” (From theRosarium philosophorungited by Jung in “Psychology and
Religion,” Psychology and Religio W 11, par. 92)
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the difference between the Philosophers’ Stoneastbned phi-
losopher.”

D. was busy taking notes. Arnold was cleaningrags. Nor-
man was sorting things.

“It was a humbling experience,” said Brillig. “ladd, ‘deflating’
would not be too strong a word, for it meant haviagacknowl-
edge my limitations. | was all blown up, you seé&dught of my-
self as somebody special, a common affliction okthwho lack a
psychological perspective, and symptomatic, aswell know, of
that ubigquitous phenomenon we call the puer. Nofthan

He handed Brillig a tattered notebook.

“Here’s something | wrote from a lofty height”™—

Darwin’s Applecart: There is no essential physiological difference
between men and other animals.

Nietzsche's EthicSelf-realization. Man has a unique position in
the animal world because of his additiopatential. Anyone may
raise himself above the ordinary, the animal lebglcultivating his
true nature: “The man who would not belong in theseneeds only
to cease being comfortable with himself, he shdaltbw his con-
science which shouts at him: ‘Be yourself! You ao¢ really all that
which you do, think, and desire now.’”

Accepting Darwin’s view, Nietzsche recognized ttia signifi-
cant gap is not between ordinary man and the asjmdio differ in
degree only, but between ordinary man and thatehniédrm of man
who indulges in essentially human activities—agtjgion and phi-
losophy. This is the “supra-animalic triad” withimhich, claimed
Nietzsche, a man may most fully explore his pognti

“Well, there you are,” said Brillig, and stoppdde pulled his
Tilley over his eyes and began to chant.

| didn’t know what to think. A glance at D. andn&id told me
they were no better off. Norman was rocking onhasls, smiling.
Sunny gave me a quizzical look and rolled ontoldzaxk, legs flail-
ing; she does that when she doesn’t know whattelde.

“I'm lost,” | said, to no one in particulatWhere are we?”

Brillig peeked out one twinkling eye.

“Dear lady,” he said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

He stood up on the chair. Tossing his Tilley taman he did a
little jig. Then he sat down and pulled his legsagpthey almost
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circled his neck. Holding this position he spoke, softly that |
could hardly hear.

“Men deal with reality in any number of clever vgayall of
which prove nothing. Reality is no challenge, egaftbm man
nothing more than the will to survive, which is pessed by the
lowest animal. What is more important in the makafga man is
how he copes with thenreality of his life, how he handles the ab-
stract, the unknown, the merely possible.

“Here is where one’s highest abilities are brodgta play. Here
is where the individual is separated from the grdupthis area
man explores the intellectual, philosophical anditspal side of
himself, contemplates the dark side of the moomnephe atom,
probes the microbe, seeks the very answers tatdédf. The man
who opens these doors transcends his own mortaliyvery real
sense. For behind them lies a compelling refleatibhis own po-
tential.”

This was pretty exciting stuff. It seemed to nie &yes had
taken on a, well, maniacal look. D. was mesmerized.

“You may recall the words of that eminent pessir@iéline: ‘To
philosophize is only another way of being afraidl é@ads hardly
anywhere but to cowardly make-belie$é.’

“Well,” said Brillig, “it was no secret to me thae who would
construct a world of dreams risks living in a nigate. The more |
had become concerned with ideas, the less tolénaas of those
immersed in what | considered to be petty thingse Tonger |
sought the meaning of life, the reasons for itthk, more jealously
| guarded my personal truths and the more vulnerbbecame to
the cruelty and harshness of the world.

“But, | asked, the man who seeks protection indeif) through
philosophy, is he really a coward? While explorhrig own sense
of a deeper reality, is he not retreating, buttrencontrary, prepar-
ing to advance? Philosophy—which | was, and stil| anclined to
characterize as the awareness of, and search gomething
else’'—is more than a day-to-day refuge from the iliation it can
mean to be a social animal. It is also the way lvictv one builds

87 Journey to the End of the Nigipt, 126.
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stepping-stones to the future.”

Brillig unwound himself and beckoned to Norman,onthrew
his hat back. Brillig tipped it at D. “Your friendafka showed me
the way out of what threatened to become a small Remember?
‘Strange,’ he writes, as if in answer to Célinepthmake-believe,
if engaged in systematically enough, can changerislity.®8

He stopped speaking and wiped his brow with tés\a. | took
the opportunity to offer him a cabbage roll. Hertked me and
wolfed down two.

“Gentlemen, Ms. Rachel,” he said gravely, “I sweayou, there
is not one word of what | have just said that llyebelieve. That
is, | do believe it, perhaps, but at the same fifel and suspect
that | am lying like a cobbler®

| couldn’t help it, I burst out laughing.

Brillig smiled at me.

“You get the point,” he said. “The only troubletwiphilosophy
is philosophers. As Jung said about improving etiloicait is first
necessary to educate the educatéts.”

He paused, looking into space.

“l think it was not until my fourth year of analgs’ he said,
“that | realized there was nothing intrinsically omg with the
struggle to express an inner vision of a realigager than the indi-
vidual self, a reality that transcends the mundame | still be-
lieve that the struggle to understand and assimilaé essential
nature of man is more important in the long rumtHar instance,
making money—nbut it's not real, itreative make-believe.

“And that, dear friends, has become the govermpirigciple of
my life.”

He stood up and stretched his little legs. Thegdiedown on all

88 The Diaries of Franz Kafka, 1914-1938,210.

89 This extraordinary admission is almost exactly shene as Dostoyevsky's wry
comment inNotes from Undergroundp. 36). | believe it to be an example of
cryptomnesia, or “hidden memory,” whereby somethorge known but long
forgotten comes to mind, but without the originausce (so that it seems to be
one’s own). See Jung, “The Psychology of So-Caldedult Phenomena,Psy-
chiatric StudiesCW 1, pars. 138-148.

90 seg, for instance, “Analytical Psychology and Edien,” The Development of
Personality CW 17.



Philosophers’ Stone 85

fours and crept up to Sunny. She licked his faaktanlicked hers.
They grappled and almost rolled into the fireplaaich for-
tunately wasn't lit.

D. was looking pensive.

“What are you thinking?” | asked.

“l was trying to remember,” said D., “somethingdals Huxley
wrote.”

He went to the bookcase and ran his fingers atbegspines.
After a moment he pulled out an old paperback.

“Here it is"—

Most men and women lead lives at the worst so phiaf the best
S0 monotonous, poor and limited, that the urgestape, the longing
to transcend themselves if only for a few momestand has always
been one of the principal appetites of the §&ul.

“Yes,” said Brillig, plucking off dog-hairs, “anthat’s certainly
quite as true of me as of anyone else. But thinthist when you
lose the impact and personal immediacy of yourmezand ideals,
when you’re no longer inclined, or able, to invgsur mundane
history with the grandeur of a personal evolutithen might you
not just as well be dead?”

It came to me then that the old guy must havealedetty lonely
life. | said as much.

He inclined his head.

“Birds, animals, fish, and all manner of fruitsdamegetables,
have their prescribed cycles for growth and deddey may be
counted upon, with few exceptions, to adhere t@tem as sure
and predictable as the movement of the stars. Qs 'son the
other hand, is fitful and unpredictable; it canbetrelied upon at
all. Or, as Rilke says, ‘Friends do not prevent salitude, they
only limit our aloneness.’?

There didn't seem much to say after that. My niield like a
pretzel. It was late and it looked like everyoneswized. | took
Sunny out in the snow for a few minutes. When waeéack they

91 poors of PerceptionandHeaven and Hellp. 16.
92The Notebook of Malte Laurids Brigge, 85.
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were carrying leftovers into the kitchen.

Brillig was speaking to D.

“...so | dare say you're right about that, sine my knowledge
you and | are the only analysts who are also baha €hickle
Schtickers. The Jungian community does not, as@eylsare two
figs about Ms. Little.”

Arnold butted in.

“And why should they?” he asked impishly.

Brillig looked at Arnold as if he—Arnold—hadn’t bed a word
all evening.

“Because, my dear boy, Ms. Little holds the keytog's theory
of the collective unconscious.”

| looked at D. He didn’'t seem all that surprised.

“Come off it,” laughed Arnold. “Chicken Little cddn't tell the
difference between a cucumber and a milkshake.”

“Somebody, please sit on his head,” said D.

Norman laughed.

“In any case,” said D., carefully packing the disisher, “it's
not theory, it's fact.”

Brillig gestured.

“Yes, yes, | agree, but the world doesn’t. Eveoutih the word
theory derives from the Gredkeorein,‘looking about the world,’
somehow it has got round that Jung thought it pliruhis head.
People need proof. Indeed, | myself, with my penthiar facts, do
too. Without facts, | can fall back on personal exgnce; lacking
both, I'm as skeptical as the next man.”

| had to speak.

“And just where do you think these facts will cofmem?”

He yawned.

“It's been a long evening. Tomorrow is soon enoudiless you
for indulging the ravings of an old man and bid ymanne nuit.
Come, Norman, let us not outstay our welcome.”

They went up the stairs hand in hand.

Arnold said it was getting so crazy around heg tie was be-
ginning to feel normal. He thought he’d go home wehke’d be
safe. D. said he hoped he’d come back in the mgrAmold said
he’'d have to leave that to fate. D punched himhadrm and said
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how does it feel to have the tables turned, ehldrgrinned and
said watch your step, there’s a banana in your ear.

D. was restless in bed. Twitches and whimperghtgending.
About three o’clock he sat bolt upright and saifl:Chicken Little
were a man she’d be president of Procter and Gaimble

| pulled him to me and touched him where he lik&salk, talk,
talk,” | whispered. “I like it better when yaip.”

He did. And | did.



6
A Stitch in Time

The singing birds, the flowers that open their egash in their own
season; childbirth, sickness, pain; like an enigmanscription |
once found in a book—"“Thu 9.00"—what does it allam® What is
it all for? The longest road, even in the long risusually longer
than the shortest. That is obvious to most, thaaahe may deny it.
But that the longest road has the most delight#oEk, inviting tow-
paths, this is not so generally known.

Were every country lane to be swallowed up tomerreiped
from the face of the earth without a trace, birdsuld surely cease
to sing, flowers would close their eyes, out opees.

—Adam Brillig (from an old notebook).

Looks like the beginning of Creation out there. Moave snowed
all night. The trees are heavy with white. Quiet traffic. | see the
moon and can almost hear it. It's so cozy up hietieink I'll just
stay under the covers until the sun comes up. @nleese days it
will be my last.

The attic suits me. How very different from yeago, when as a
young man | thrived on the excitement of the str&@u never
knew who or what might turn up—just around the neatner.
Anything was possible. That feeling kept me goingoad times.
And when things didn’t pan out the way | wantethrk off a finely
crafted rant. In those days | imagined | could malkdifference. |
mingled, made speeches, directed committees; loftaa the life
of the party. All for nought. My pearls of wisdoritesh off the
press, fell like stools from a mule. | can’t rema&nmow why |
thought anyone would be interested. Vanity, | sgpavhat else.

My life then was little more than a show for otheSome of it
still is, of course; you have to go through the iomd or you'd be
all alone. Well, | don’t mind a few motions if treiwhat it takes. |
couldn’t do without solitude, but I like some compaoo; as long

88
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as | can say where and when. | don't regret thé, pdsat | was.
But it's a long time since | had much interest ihavgoes on out
there. So much fuss, so much noise; action andioea®lus ca
change, plus que la méme chose.

The only thing that matters to me now is what lesspinside.
Everything else is for the birds.

D.’s mice were out in force last night, scuffling the walls.
Very comforting. | shall recommend that he keeprthé took me
back fifty years, to when | holed up in a tenemient.ondon to
write what | was pleased to think of as my nextibda bang the
typewriter for hours, and when | ran out of ste&npress my ear
to the floor and listen to the rats. | imaginednth&owing away old
bulbs and seedlings for the winter. There'd beuayl of feet, then
silence—when | fancied they were listening to me .

For now and then they stop awhile,
Nothing much of value.

It's not as if the place abounds

In carrots, leeks and marrow.

Oh, that the rot would not set in!

I'd give a left or right arm

To stop it crumbling to the ground—
Quite a lot of value.

You forget so much if you don’t keep tabs. Howdistinguish
one day from the next; by what yardstick to meaqast sorrows
and gladness; how to select from the dross of meudi stream of
valid and significant recollections, memories nefated in the
retelling, experiences that retain their origindbvg when re-
counted to an unknown listener; how to recreaté witith and
honesty the atmosphere of fading emotions; howftasd sepa-
rate, file and classify, the trivial, the importatitie monstrous, the
repercussions of a chance encounter, the implicaited an unan-
swered invitation; how, in short, to relive a lifee—that is the
fate of the lonely, the old, the abandoned and/thentary exile.

Like a drunken sailor who has missed his boatfan$ himself
marooned in a hostile port, that's the man who ¢est away, or
lost, his connections with the past.
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I'd be writing this all down in my journal if | #t kept one. It's
where | always felt | came closest to the truttvals ten years old
when | started my first diary—a record of eventsthing more, but
how | prized my secrets!—and sixty-two when | stegpOver half
a century of intimacy with myself, whoever that waiken one day
| realized | was hedging. Somebody’s listening, tlink—or
should be. More vanity.

The unexamined life, said Jung, is not worth kivihdo agree, |
just don’t write it down any more. Nothing lostotigh, it's all
stored in my head.

Come to think of it, is the unlived life worth er@ing? | don’t
know if Jung said anything about that.

“Professor Brillig?”

| opened an eye to see Ms. Rachel in a long veblet, holding
a tray.

“Tea and cinnamon rolls,” she announced. “| thdugiu might
like something to hold you till breakfast.”

I mumbled thanks.

She set the tray on the side table. Bending ostee, brushed
aside my night cap and pecked my bald spot.

How sweet. She does get my blood going. If | walé my age
or she twice hers, I'd doo-wah-ditty.Guess there’s some spark in
me yet. Not that | do much with it these days, dedr me | had a
pretty good run. There was no getting away fromwvhat went up
had to come down.

She was half out the door when | found a voice.

“Ilwouldn’t mind . . . if you stayed . . . ,” | gh

“Thought you’d never ask,” she smiled, pullingaiphair.

There was an aura about her. Self-possessed,deaifithor-
oughly feminine. | clutched the covers to my chinwas years
since I'd been in such a situation. | didn’'t knouitg what to say.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked.

“Peaceful as the damned,” | said.

“Bad dreams?”

93 This is so like Rachel's thought (above, p. 78tthcan’'t help seeing it as an
example of how the unconscious flits about in tame space.
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“Good, bad, who can tell? Lots of them, thoughvétdt had a
dreamless night since my head exploded, what, fe#ys ago, and
| cried for three days. There were snakes lasttnighds and . . .
elephants? | forget.”

She poured some tea and buttered a roll.

“l do like your work,” | said.

“Thank you, some people find it too erotic.”

She stretched and yawned; her zipper slipped deshad | be-
gan to feel something was up.

“My dear, art is art,” | said. “The whole point being an artist
is the freedom to explore, to let your imaginatgm) that's where
you find your center.”

“Trust lust,” she said.

We sipped in turn from the one cup.

“I dream a lot t0o,” said Ms. Rachel, “but | caardlly ever un-
derstand them.”

“Well, you're in good company. Jung said the sabeut his
own dreams. There’s no Archimedean point, no obiji&gt That's
what an analyst’s for.”

“I dreamt of you last night,” she smiled, lickihgr lips.

“You did?”

“We were making love on a raft.”

“Oh?”

“Under a cloudless sky in the middle of the ocean.Now, why
on earth would | dream something like that?”

“An heroic journey, perhaps . . . the sea of life getting close
to your inner man, youyang. . . that sort of thing. I'd have to
know you better, and your associations to me.”

“You're . . . special, | like you.”

“How did you feel when you woke up?”

“Well, | can tell you, pretty excited. I'm glad Ovas there. He
got most of it.”

| was wondering how much was left, when she shippeder the
covers.

“Dear lady! . . . what about D.!?”

“Hush,” she murmured, snuggling close. “There’s moich dif-
ference between you and him. He has a little maie Is all.”
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My fantasies, what would | be without them? Andythwithout
me? Chicken Little, now, | wouldn’'t mind being qoither, but she
grips me so. Intransigent complex, obsessidé@e fixe,whatever;
I’'m more interested in what it means than whatctfied.

If I were fifty years younger and half as scrupugpl'd start a
religion. Or a cult, more likely. I'd aim to squesethe poor and dis-
possessed, those most vulnerable. I'd hire somegdirea com-
manding presence to go on prime time televisioma iblack robe
and cry out, HALLELUJAH!!! Ms. Little came to eartb save yo’
SOULS! The sky was fallin’ then and it still is! Boyou hear
them clouds clappin’? Frien’s, they is gettin’ rgadFALL!! An’
when they falls, you don’ wanna be unda them, dg?yidow, how
you gonna ‘scape a fallin’ cloud o’ horror and Hek damnation?
Well frien’s, all you gotta do is BELIEVE!—man, wan ‘n’ chil’,
you gotta believe in the worda Ms. Little!! And jughat’s all that
about, you ask, just what's this I'il Ms. Little gthat you ain’t got
and ain’'t never had? Well, I'm here to tell ya wkhe got that you
ain’t; I'm here to tell ya WHAT SHE GOT that yourAiNEVER
HAD. And that's SOUL! Brothers ‘n’ sisters, the $aWs. Little is
available to alla you, no single man, woman or @guhna go with-
out. It's a BIG SOUL an’ a piece of it's there ftre askin’. All
you gotta do is BELIEVE!—Come forth now, march tigip, don’
be shy, she loves ya all and nobody gonna be lgfivbo truly BE-
LIEVES! An’ out there in the big wide worl’, | heaa, ya wanna
come up the aisle like these true believers, oayain't here! So
how you too gonna be saved? Well, I'm here toyi@/lya gonna be
saved jus’ the same when ya send yo' MONEY! Mstld.iain’ no
high hoss up on no hill; she ain’ makin’ you coraénér, she gonna
‘cept yo' true belief from WHERE YOU IS!! . ..

| couldn’t do that now, of course. Thanks to assyor that. It
brought my chickens home to roost, so to spegkutitan end to all
sorts of delusions, like the belief that | knew whwas doing; that
| could survive alone; that | could grow, feedinglyoon myself;
that | was particularly different. Hasn’t all bersses, though. Lost
a few angels as well as devils. Just when you gkt bf a really
good fantasy, reality hits you in the eye. Isnattthe shits. Still, |
don't trip over myself as much.
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The prodigal son. Once the myth got under my dkiare was
no question about it, | had to return. But firdtdd to leave. My
mother cried at the boat: “Come back and be onesdfl did go
back, but not to be one of them. | let them watehfrom a dis-
tance, bending here and there, picking up the dsred a finely-
woven myth. Perversely, | would not stop until dhadelivered it
raveled.

The big question then was how to make freedontige=eCould
| realize my potential by plunging head-first idife? Should | pro-
ceed with caution? Opt out? How to make a choioefthe limit-
less possibilities—that was the biggest questioallpfand to some
extent it still is. The purpose of life could regelthe issue, but
then whais its purpose? Jung believed the purpose of hurfaisli
to become conscious. Maybe that'’s true. But conscidwhat®4

How little we know of all this. Born infants, weedas children,
hardly mature enough to cope with ourselves, letallead whole
nations. If we could live as long as Methuselahylat age would
we begin to profit from our mistakes? A hundred &ml? A hun-
dred and fifty? When would we escape the familiaie of growth
and decay and truly begin to evolve? At what ageldvave solve
the mystery of our own existence?

Or is it not simply a matter of living longer tederstand more?
Do we reach a plateau, as Kierkegaard believedraveerything
is reversed, after which the struggle is to realiz many things
can’'t be understood at all? That's Socratic ignoeare said: we
continue to mature until we become children again.

Oh, | did love Kierkegaard’'3ournals,l could live on one of his
nuggets for days. For instance: “A life which ig etear about it-
self inevitably displays an uneven surfaée.”

“One cannot reap immediately where one has sown. One

94 With all due respect, | am at a loss to understeowl Brillig could have missed
Jung’s point, which is that consciousness is anient$elf, and moreover is use-
ful: “The reason why consciousness exists, and tlibye is an urge to widen and
deepen it, is very simple: without consciousnegggthgo less well.” (“Analytical
Psychology andVeltanschauung,” The Structure and Dynamics of Risgche,
CW 8, par. 695) Jung'’s essential views on thisettlgre presented in Edward F.
Edinger,The Creation of Consciousness: Jung’s Myth for Modéan.

95 journals,p. 47.
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does not begin feasting at dawn but at surf§et.”

“For the rights of understanding to be valid onasinventure
into life, out on the sea and lift up one’s voiaad not stand on the
shore and watch others fighting and strugglitxg.”

“During the first period of a man'’s life the great danger isaot
to take the riskWhen once the risks have been really taken then
the greatest danger is to risk too much. By nddng at first one
turns aside and serves trivialities; in the secwek, by risking too
much, one turns aside to the fantastic, and pertagsesump-
tion.”98

It was a piece of luck to chance on D.’s papehink they're
hooked, at least he is for sure. Poor boy, he dltmad a fit when
he saw me in my safari gear. The others?—well, lvge¢. | think
there’s a piece of Ms. Little in everyone; you jhsive to coax it
out. | do hope it works because | could never pull off on my
own. All these years, looking for just the rightanDf course they
don’t know what's in store, but all in good time.

Oh | do love secrets; they're the life blood o goul®®

I’'m now exactly three years older than Jung wasmhe died. |
wish | could say | was half as wise. | don’t fel but Ithink old. |
look old too, but | don’t mind that. People makeyvead don't ex-
pect so much. The pressure’s off. Well, from owdsid@here’s al-
ways the inner heat, of course; once the fire;sybu can’t get rid
of it. Who am |, indeed.

| think I'll wear the harlequin outfit today.

*

After breakfast D. asked my views on Ms. Littleypology100

96 |bid.

97 |bid., p. 68.

98 bid., p. 192.

99 Jung thought so too. Sttemories, Dreams, Reflectiong. 342ff.

100 According to Jung’s model, there are four basitcfions by which we orient
ourselves in the world. Brieflysensationestablishes that something existsnk-
ing tells us what it isfeelingevaluates what it's worth to us, and througtuition
we have a sense of its possibilities. See “Gergeakription of the TypeRsy-
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“Well,” | said, “there are many imponderables.rice thought
she was a sensation type, for at least she kneld been hit. A
weak thinking function could lead her to mistakieranch, say, for
a piece of sky, and inferior intuition would tentpr to fasten on
the dark possibilities. On the other hand, supersition could
have alerted her to a bleak future others don't-seeskyless
world, as it were. Or did a well-developed feelfaogction spur her
to run off, so as not to risk getting hit again?efhthere’s the
shadow, which distorts everything. In short, I',sidclined to label
anyone typologically, let alone Ms. Little, whosehlavior patterns
are so ambiguous.”

Then Ms. Rachel brought up my remark yesterdayalying
like a cobbler. “I gather you meant it as a jokehe said, “but it's
such an odd simile. In fairy tales shoemakers lzaxeputation for
humility and integrity. They can be trusted.”

“Good public relations, my dear,” | replied. “Tlvebbling fra-
ternity has made the best of an oft-repeated retmardesus: ‘The
last shall be first?1 Then there was that toad-in-the-hole Gepetto,
who conned Pinocchio into growing up. Personallyal’e never
been unduly impressed by those who work with anskads. Their
shadow is just as likely to take over as is anyalee’s.

“Symbolically, of course, shoes are associatedh whe stand-
point. ‘If the shoe fits,” we say, ‘wear it.” Talgna stand is said to
be the measure of a man. To be sure, shoes, uelteare not
something we’re born with. We can choose. At finst choices are
guided by others, then by our own experience. Yaheough life,
what fits one day may pinch the next.

“Take that Marcos woman, now—750 pairs of shoége @r
take a few. Some would say she has a problem—bbiape she
has the answer. The personality is not homogeribbas as many
facets as a diamond. Otherwise we'd know who weswight off
the bat. We wouldn’t have to wonder.”

“Gepetto . . . ,” said Ms. Rachel. “Wasn’t he apemter?”

Trust her to catch that one.

chological TypesCW 6, pars. 556ff, and Daryl Shamersonality Types: Jung’s
Model of Typology.

101g g., Mat. 20:30.
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“Watch it grow,” | smiled, pointing to my nose.

Arnold burst out.

“You mean you say things you don't believe?”

Really, coming from him this was laughable. Arnddda born
mocker, | knew it from the start. However, it'sriry nature to take
people at face value. They seldom know what thgy &ad gener-
ally I don't tell them what | hear unless they'raying; otherwise
there’s no fair exchange. So | answered impersgnall

“ wish it were that simple,” | said. “I long agealized that
whatever | said, the opposite was equally true—tdeast worth
considering. Perhaps you will recall the way theiamt Greeks felt
about the people of Crete—they were thought taketerate liars,
but you could never be sure.”

“Oh!” exclaimed D. “The Riddle of the Cretan Liar?

“Yes, the same. One Cretan put it this way: ‘I #dimat | am a
liar. Therefore nothing | say is true.’

“Naturally this begs a question or two. Was héirtglthe truth
only when he lied? Or was his admission itselieaaind he was ly-
ing only when he told the truth?

“This malicious conundrum exercised the ancieatssbme cen-
turies. It has survived to the present for goodsaeait taxes the
brain cells. Of course, the Greeks knew of onlyatwescious mind,
which we now know is only a fraction of the whokes Jung said,
‘Consciousness does not create itself—it wells ngonf unknown
depths’302 namely, from the unconscious.

“Indeed, the real significance of the Cretan’sfession—which
to my mind is only exceeded by the riddle of thehiBglo3i—is
only apparent in light of Jung’s idea of the shadewereby the
good and honorable intentions of our right hand @etinually
being out-foxed by our left.

“l believe there are more than a few Cretans infamyily tree,

102 “The Psychology of Eastern MeditatiorPsychology and ReligiofGW 11,
par. 935.

103 see Jung, “Flying Saucers, A Modern Mytgivilization in Transition,CW
10, par. 714: “How are you fulfilling your life’'sask . . . youraison d'étre,the
meaning and purpose of your existence? This igtlestion of individuation, the
most fateful of all questions, which was put to ed in the form of the childish
riddle of the Sphinx and was radically misunderdtbg him.”
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as | dare say there are in yours. Only an outihlarliatan sets out
deliberately to deceive. The rest of us"—and hel@oked point-
edly at Arnold—"do it willy-nilly.”

| turned to D.

“To whom was your paper on Chicken Little addre&sBid you
write it for Jungians or Chickle Schtickers?”

He thought a minute.

“Either . . . no, both . . . maybe neither . he'fumbled. “Well to
tell the honest truth, | don’t remember.”

“Exactly,” | said. “The cobbler’s children go béwet.”

There was more small talk, which | didn’t mindadit 1 was in
no hurry. | enjoyed the company and | knew it wotide long
before | was on my own. | felt somewhat like a gewho’d been
let out of a bottle: soon I'd be stuffed back in.

Yet there was D., getting restless. Funny thinguathim, he
says he likes things the way they are, but getdtarted on some-
thing new and he won't let go.

Finally he couldn’t hold back.

“Professor Brillig, Adam,” he said, “I don’t medn rush you,
but you did say you knew the location of other K@z tablets.”

“Indeed, and | do.”

“And where might they be?”

| pulled the stone from my pocket and held it aphte light.

Dear Ms. Little. Normally a dull shade of mousy¥n, | had
cleaned her earlier with salts of ammonia. Shegiidm and her
finely etched glyphs stood out like canyons.

“Here,” | said,"in potentia.”

D. gasped. Arnold snorted. Ms. Rachel wrinkled tremw.

| must admit | relished their consternation. Myrd® hung in
the air like balloons. The only sound was the sgftistling escape
of gas from the blesséd dog.
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Adam does love a little drama. If it had been upni® we’'d have
got to this point the first night and be home byndhat's what |

suggested on our way here. Give it to them straigtdid, no beat-
ing around the bush. Adam tsk-tsked and said tfe wasn't all

that important, we might never get there; so Ipt&t relax, he said,
and enjoy the journey.

Well, it wasn'’t for me to say, was it? It was ldea, after all,
and it's been his show from the beginning.

I’'m not sure how | got into this. Chicken Littlen’t really my
cup of tea. | don’t mind playing stagehand, thougtlam usually
knows what he’s doing, but even flying blind hefdeztaining. He
says he’s an introvert; so then where does the stlaowcome
from? Persona? Shadow? Anima? Puer? | used to kmyargon.
When | worked with D. he said it was important teega name to
my different parts—so they stop possessing yousdid. Well, it
worked; at least | found my way. | owe D. a lotwiasn’t exactly
his doing, of course, but he was there.

D. was so excited when | went off to Zurich. Maytewas hop-
ing I'd relive his past. | don’t know; at the tinhéhought it was my
own idea, but maybe | did go just to please himylathat's why,
when it didn’t work out, | couldn’t bring myself tell him.

Shopping around for an analyst in Zirich was deresting ex-
perience. The Institute handed out a list of almtiundred, with
the languages they worked in. You picked a few @aitkd them to
set up interviews. And then you got together withieo candidates
and heard the gossip.

“Frau M. is hard of hearing. Speak softly and snaillot.”

“My analyst hardly says a word. | squirm but it nk® for me. |
have to think for myself.”

“Dr. N.? Let me tell you about Dr. N. He lives atowith a hun-
gry Alsation. If she doesn't like you, forget it.”

Dr. P. was my first choice, but | couldn’t see hight away so |

o8
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had a session with Frau B., just in case.

“Ja, you are lonely without your family, but who isn'fthe
guestion is what to do. Hmm? Hmm? We fix.”

Dr. P. was a balding Englishman in his sixties. el left a
medical practice in England in 1950 and never vibak. Left his
wife, too. We hit it off right away. He was a ldké D.; | had the
feeling he could empathize with my situation.

“What do you hear from your children?” he asked.

He had none himself, but he didn’t flinch whenried. | was
sorry to leave him after only a few months, bwvits clear by then
that | wasn’t cut out to be an analyst.

“Accept yourself,” he advised. “You're more comntfle with
the outside world.”

Anyway, maybe | did grow up, more or less. At tdam content
now with what I've got. Before, | was always loo§ifior some-
thing better; | only felt happy when | was stonédating from
place to place, moment to moment. | went with tbe/f | felt like
a god and behaved like one. | shall never forgetetkhilaration,
the freedom, the clarity. But for what? | felt diga, but | didn't
create. | felt beautiful, but did ugly things. Itfeavulnerable, but |
hurt a lot. | paid a high price for a meager retdrtost people |
loved.

Meeting Adam may be the best thing that's eveipkapd to me.
Sure, | like my work, but it's the relationship wihim that matters.
He’s kind and gentle and for all his learning hevereputs me
down. He's so much older, and yet | feel we're baddHis man-
ner reminds me of what | read about an old monk book Dr. P.
gave me when | left?* Sometimes | get the feeling Adam knows
everything, but he seemed genuinely surprised wistiowed him
the books D. wrote about us. Then he got all fupd

Maybe that's what's so satisfying about being witdam—
there’s always something new. He can take off mirute, but he
always stays close to the ground and | never &eblit.

104 This took some tracking down, as Norman had ldngeslost it. But while
browsing through my stacks he recognized the pateproduced opposite, which
was used in von Fran&lchemy: An Introductionto illustrate the goal of in-
dividuation.
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Entering the City with Bliss-Bestowing Hands
(the last of the “Ten Ox-herding Pictures” of Zend8hism)

“And now having moved through the stage of empsnesd also
having seen God in the world of nature, the indigidcan see God
in the world of men. Enlightened mingling in the ket place with
‘wine-bibbers and butchers’ (publicans and sinneng) recognizes
the ‘inner light’ of ‘Buddha-nature’ in everyoneeHioesn’'t need to
hold himself aloof nor to be weighted down by aseeaf duty or re-
sponsibility, nor to follow a set of patterns ohet holy men, nor to
imitate the past. He is so in harmony with lifettha is content to be
inconspicuous, to be an instrument, not a leader.sihply does
what seems to him natural. But though in the mapkate he seems
to be an ordinary man, something happens to thelpeamong
whom he mingles. They too become part of the haynodrihe uni-
verse."—SuzukiManual of Zen Buddhism.
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| was afraid I'd missed my cue, but the room widlsenveloped
in, well, a balloon of silence.

Adam was gazing at the snow through the Frenchsd@onold
was picking his teeth; D. and Rachel were examirirggstone. |
caught a whiff of dog-fart, but | wasn’t about tmlgarrass Sunny
by mentioning it.

When Adam turned to face us he spoke with unugaaiity.

“To the untrained eye,” he said, “that insignifitgiece of rock
has no value at all. Yet to me it is alive.”

He began to pace. “Early in life | realized that & proper ap-
preciation of my own nature, and for a social pecsipe | sadly
lacked, it was incumbent upon me to withdraw fdinze from the
mainstream of life—to take a step back, both symh#y and in
fact, from the company of others. | learned therdiat the man
who would be different has two battles to fight:eoagainst the
opinions of others, and one against himself.

“Remember Kierkegaard? ‘To battle against prirexed popes is
easy compared with struggling against the maskestytanny of
equality.105 But the struggle within can be equally as devawjat
It took my all to counter the forces intent on bieigdmne back into
line. And if such pressures were often ‘only’ méntaubtle inter-
nal conflicts rather than flesh-and-blood antagisrisso much the
worse; they were phantoms far more difficult to eeyth.

“Never mind, what is done is done and no reghaftisat | say to
you now is that the shell | became was filled by. Mgtle, who in
the guise of a stone embodied and summed up adtmggles. Ob-
jectively that was nonsense; subjectively it was lscause | in-
vested it with elements of myself. More—thestof myself, what |
wanted to be, might have been, never was or cauld b

“Initially, as | intimated yesterday, the bond wsxs close that |
washer; or, at least, she was my soul-mate and | wasdy with-
out her. Some years of analysis took care of #hadl. then, having
withdrawn my projection, what was left? Well, atsfi nothing; |
was bereft. But finally, a great deal more.

“In the first place, | got a little closer to whavas, myself, with-

105 3ee above, p. 62.
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out her, and secondly, | became intrigued by whewas, without
me. In other words, | discovered the otherness ®f I\ttle.

“I don’t mind telling you that this has turned dotbe incalcula-
bly more valuable than anything of myself I'd séermer. It meant
that | could actually have elationshipwith Ms. Little—not just
dote on her as a reflection of myself.”

D. and Rachel exchanged smiles.

“To make a long story short, my attachment to $tene in-
creased rather than diminished.”

Arnold stood up and clapped, slowly. “Well donegf? he said.
“You replaced one fantasy with another. Pardon onevMondering
why the second is any more admirable than thefirst

D. groaned. For a minute | thought Adam was gaingtand on
his head again—he’s pretty good at that, I've osdyn him fall
once—nbut he took a more gracious tack.

“Sir,” said Adam, “your skepticism is quite in @d Indeed, you
have hit on the salient background to the erratbggession of my
life: | am weak and | long not to be; | am littlecalong to be big; |
am nobody and long to be known. | am besotted MihLittle and
she is not available.”

He conjured up a tear. He's good at that too.

“Between Ms. Little and a stone, others may seersiderable
difference. But to my mind it does not amount tocmul relate to
this tablet as to an abandoned child. To me, yeu e top of eve-
rything else, it represents the neglected Goddesbsthus compen-
sates the patriarchal conception of the feminine asere trifle,
something not worth bothering about.”

“Bravo!” cried Rachel.

“Thank you,” bowed Adam. “Let others call this dsguided
fantasy, but like the stone the builders rejecteldnd into the
street like a worthless piece of dung—it has becdmeeguiding
light of my life—my personal Grail?06

Adam crossed the floor and selected a book frois $helf. He
leafed through it, found a passage, then read:

106 Brillig later confirmed that he was thinking ofettBiblical “stone which the
builders rejected, the same is become the heatieotarner.” (Psalms 118:22,
Acts. 43:11; mentioned by Jesus in Mat. 21:42)
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Night after night our dreams practise philosophytiogir own ac-
count. What is more, when we attempt to give thresaina the slip
and angrily reject the alchemical gold which theamscious offers,
things do in fact go badly with us, we may evenelep symptoms
in defiance of all reason, but the moment we fagaaithe stum-
bling-block and make it—if only hypothetically—thsornerstone,
the symptoms vanish and we feel “unaccountably’l. &

“Outside of the alchemicalapis, the stone has quite a re-

spectable pedigree as a Self-image. Incorrupfibifiermanence
and divinity are among its fabled attributes. I'dene some re-
search myself, but it pales beside the analogieg dunearthed.
Listen to this"—

The stone as the birthplace of the gods (e.g. bttt of Mithras
from a stone) is attested by primitive legendstofis-births which
go back to ideas that are even more ancient—fdaricg, the view
of the Australian aborigines that children’s soliNg in a special
stone called the “child-stone.” They can be madenigrate into a
uterus by rubbing the “child-stone” withchuringa.Churingasmay
be boulders, or oblong stones artificially shapad decorated, or
oblong, flattened pieces of wood ornamented insto@e way. . . .
The churingasused for ceremonial purposes are daubed with red
ochre, anointed with fat, bedded or wrapped inédsaand copiously
spat on (spittle = manay8

| looked around to see who was following this. IRgdsmiled at

me; D. was scribbling. Arnold was either feignihgep or dead.

Adam continued reading:

These ideas of magic stones are found not only ustralia and
Melanesia but also in India and Burma, and in Eeritgelf. For ex-
ample, the madness of Orestes was cured by aistbaeonia. Zeus
found respite from the sorrows of love by sitting @ stone in Leu-
cadia. In India, a young man will tread upon a stonorder to ob-
tain firmness of character, and a bride will do $hene to ensure her
own faithfulness. According to Saxo Grammaticug éhectors of

107«The Symbolism of the MandalaPsychology and Alchem@W 12, par. 247.
108 “The Visions of Zosimos,Alchemical StudiesCW 13, par. 128. (Mana is a
Melanesian word referring to a bewitching or numisigjuality in gods and sacred
objects.)
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the king stood on stones in order to give theieymérmanence. The
green stone of Arran was used both for healingfandaking oaths

on. A cache of “soul stones,” similar thuringas,was found in a

cave on the river Birs near Basel, and during reegnavations of

the pole-dwellings on the little lake at BurgaesdhiCanton Solo-

thurn, a group of boulders was discovered wrappethé bark of

birch trees. This very ancient conception of thegicel power of

stones led on a higher level of culture to the Isimimportance at-

tached to gems, to which all kinds of magical aretlitinal proper-

ties were attributed. The gems that are the mosods in history are
even supposed to have been responsible for thediegythat befell

their ownerst09

“And on and on it goes,” said Adam, closing thelbavith a
snap. “From ancient times and in all cultures, stane has repre-
sented something precious—an amalgam of body, awdlspirit.
Only recently, of course, has psychological redealown that the
myriad historical or ethnological symbols are idegit with those
spontaneously produced by the unconscious. Jungeffinvas the
first to call attention to the fact that thapis represents the idea of
a transcendent totality which coincides with thé.5e

He stopped speaking and | wondered if he'd gooddst. It was
rather a lot to swallow.

“l don’t quite understand . . . ,” Rachel saiditea#ly. “How can
a stone represent both the feminine and the Self?”

Adam was ready for that.

“Among the intriguing characteristics of symbol&g said, “is
that they are paradoxical. Not exactly all thingsli men, but cer-
tainly different things to different men—and wonteo, of course.
You might care to rephrase your question to refte@. For in-
stance, ‘When is a stone not a stone?—to whichati@ver may
well be, ‘When it's something else.””

“And Chicken Little,” asked Rachel, “didn’t you\sahe other
night that she personifies the repressed side dPGo

“Yes,” replied Adam, “but | believe the Zeitgeisttaking care
of that. Thanks in no small part to our mentor Juhg feminine is
coming to the fore as an essential balance tor#utionally mas-

109 pid, par. 129.
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culine God-image—Yahweh’s neglected opposite. Wiegipens
next, of course, depends a good deal on how camseie become
individually. Make no mistake about it, what we @ud are has an
effect on the great Hift9 And | dare say the same is true of Ms.
Little.”

Rachel seemed perplexed. Perhaps she would hasaepuit,
but D. spoke.

“Look,” he said, “this is all very interesting, tbaren’'t we get-
ting off track? The other tablets?”

“Very well,” said Adam.

He shook his fool's cap, the one with bells. I'elgged him not
to bring it, it makes him look ridiculous. Persdgyal much prefer
the miter, but it wasn’'t my call.

“Who knows something about holography?” asked Adam

There, that was my signal. | readied myself.

Arnold shook his head.

D. shrugged, though | must say it was hard to inefge didn'’t
know what was coming.

“I've been to the Science Museum,” said Racheheyl have a
laser show with flashing lights, and next to itriie a booth with
some holograms. Oh, and | have one on my credit’car

“Holography,” nodded Adam, “is a photographic teicjue for
storing, or better say capturing, three-dimensiafslial informa-
tion on a two-dimensional plane. | cannot clainutmlerstand how
it is done, but fortunately we have an expert with—my helpful
frater mysticus.”

He motioned to me and | took over, as planned.

“Holography,” | said, “was conceived by the physidenis Ga-
bor. Using a complicated white light source he miwgefirst holo-
grams in 1948 at the Imperial Institute in Londdrhey were
merely a curiosity until the invention of the lage1960.

“Most holograms are made with a laser—becausmiitsea con-
tinuous, monochromatic beam of light—using an inate object
as the subject. They are viewed as though one \mking
through a window, with a transparent film or glatste being the

110 see Edward F. EdingeFransformation of the God-Image: An Elucidation of
Jung’sAnswer to Job.
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window. For the purposes of holography, one camktbi the laser
as simply a special kind of bulb emitting a singtdor of coherent
light, which means light waves of the same wavelemgoving in
parallel at the same speed.”

“To make a hologram, an unexposed photographit, fir glass
plate, is set up facing the object in total darknd®art of a laser
beam illuminates the object, and the rest of thenbés deflected
by mirrors to the film. The film receives the wapattern of both
the direct laser beam and the laser light refleftech the object.
The result is an interference pattern which is réed on the film.
That’s a hologram.”

D. nodded. “This sounds familiar.”

“When the film is developed,” | continued, “it Ik® no more
like a picture than a gramophone record or a ctessape looks
like music. But when it's illuminated by a monochratic light
source, the interference pattern enables the alidinlographed
object to become visible in three dimensions. W§@mnmove your
head, you can see ‘around’ the object, just avilere there, right
in front of your eyes.

“Early holograms were of the transmission type.bEoviewed,
they had to be illuminated with either laser ligita white light
source which had been filtered to one particulavelength. Most
modern holograms—Ilike those on credit cards—aréhefreflec-
tion type; they can be viewed in ordinary light.

“Now, a major difficulty from the beginning was toeate a vi-
bration-free environment for everything involvedtire making of
a hologram—the object, the laser, all the lensesnainrors and so
on—because the film has to be exposed for severansls. As it
happens, this problem was solved by an artist.”

| pulled a slim booklet from my pocket and heldjit

“You may recognize this,” | said to D., and re&e title: “On
Holography and a Way To Make Holograms.”

“Holy smoke!” exclaimed D. “Pethick wrote that oveventy
years ago! | used to have a copy.”

“You may recall, then,” | said, “that it describasimple set-up
for making holograms in a sandbox. The box itse#fts on an in-
flated inner tube, so nothing shakes.”
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Adam smiled at me—Pethick’'s book was our littlepsise—
and pointed at the shimmering creations we’'d see s walls
when we first came in.

“He is the same man who did these, is he not?”

D. nodded.

“I would dearly like to meet him,” said Adam.

“One day, perhaps,” said D., “but not so easyiiyes on an is-
land,” and turned to me.

“Where on earth did you find it?”

“Quite by chance, actually. Two years ago | wasspray through
Peoria and stopped in to greet a used booksekeow. He had
come across it in a batch he’d bought. Knowing mnigriest in the
subject, he had put it aside.”

Rachel turned the pages with wonder.

“D., you never told me about this.”

“Cripes,” said D. “I'd forgotten about it myself.”

Arnold coughed.

“Thank you very much for this cozy little displa§ old home
week,” he said, addressing us all. “To the bizaxeploits of a
mythical chicken and the magical quality of stonge,now add an
esoteric third dimension. I'm beginning to feeldikm trapped in a
loony bin.”

What a strange duck is Arnold. He’s as unpredletals Adam.
One minute he’s hail-fellow-well-met and the nextlevil's advo-
cate. | didn’t know what to say, but Adam gave kiimt for.

“My dear fellow,” he said, “is your tongue actyaflorked or
just tucked in your cheek?”

Arnold winced.

“Technology,” said Adam, “has developed a hosheiv tools
for those who are interested, but it takes time tafeht to realize
their intrinsic value. The application of hologrgpie communica-
tions and the human environment may yet have a faonmeaching
effect on our society than anything we can now eore”

“Are we here to debate the future?” asked Arnsiill, testy.

“Not at all,” Adam smiled, “nor would | trouble yosimply to
indulge an old man’s whim. The science of hologyapfrom the
Greek meaning ‘whole picture’—is directly relevdatour current
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pursuit. Norman, please go on.”

If we get this far, Adam had said, it's all upytau.

“It is a curious fact,” | said, “known to anyoneoiking in the
field, that if a holographic plate is broken, thiégmal image can
be recreated from any piece of the broken plate fdsolution
isn’t so good, of course, but with a series of agdtfilters designed
especially for the purpose, the clarity can be tembso something
very close to the original.”

“From a fragment?” asked Rachel. “A bitty piece?”

“Yes,” | said, “it's all there.”

“Hard to believe,” said Arnold.

“And there I'm with you!” said Adam, clapping Artdis shoul-
der. “But it’s true, I've seen it.”

“So have |,” said D.

Adam nodded at me.

Now came the truly ticklish part. | spoke slowly.

“Given these basic facts,” | said, “it is possilttat under the
right circumstances, and looked at in the righttliggne might also
discern a virtual image—in the aura of the hologramto speak—
of what the object was once part of.”

That was it, the end of my notes.

There was dead silence, during which | wonderetefsignifi-
cance of my little speech had sunk in.

D. stroked his cheeks.

“That isn’t in Pethick’s book.”

“It is still a hypothesis,” | admitted.

“What is a virtual image?” asked Rachel.

“Something that isn’t really there,” said Arnoktbnically.

“True enough,” | agreed, “yet we see it as if d@ra.”

“Let me get this straight,” said D. “Are you sagithat a holo-
gram of Adam’s stone might provide a picture of teenplete rock
—the larger whole it was broken off from?”

“Yes,” | said, feeling a sudden surge of belief.

“Precisely,” said Adant:Recreate the past.”

Arnold held his head. “I think I'd like a drink.”

D. looked at Rachel.

“Well, lover, what do you think? Is it a crazy af®
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Adam had said earlier that if we could get Radekide, so to
speak, we were home free. | could only imagine hevknew this,
but I crossed my fingers.

“Strange, unlikely, yes,” she said quietly, “buazy, no.”

“So you really take this seriously?” scoffed Artol

“More than that,” said Rachel. “It may be the mestious idea
I've come across in my life.”

“Good for you!” said D., hugging her.

“Well now,” said Adam, rubbing his hands, “Let lsgin. Nor-
man and | have brought the necessary equipmentvéeed is a
basement.”

“We can use mine,” said Rachel crisply. “It onhakes sense,
since D.’s is full of books.”

D. turned to Arnold.

“C’mon, old buddy! Are you with us?”

Arnold scowled and threw up his hands.

“Oh, what the hell!” he said. “In for a penny,for a pound.”
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The Experiment

It did not take long to transport the materialsRachel’'s—she
lived only ten minutes away—»but setting it up wamsthing else.
That took all Sunday afternoon.

On the way over | was as anxious as | was exditeds grateful
to Rachel for her offer, but uneasy about leaving aontainer.
While in my house, | could imagine this all takiplg.ce in my own
psyche, with the players being aspects of mysedf; time ego; Ar-
nold, eminence grise;Norman, lapsed puer; Brillig, mercurial
trickster; and Rachel, part-time muse. A neat citre@ manage-
able cast for self-discovery, assembled with carsidle thought,
under my control. There was even a place for Sunny.

But they did have lives of their own. At one rerapyperhaps,
but still. At any minute, any one of them—or, Gauthid, all at
once—might do something out of character.

What if old Brillig suddenly took it into his head become a
businessman?

What if Norman started spouting philosophy?

What if Arnold became less cantankerous?

What if Rachel cut me off?

And, the most disquieting possibility of all, what got to like
it outsideWho would “I" be then?

| took some comfort in Jung’s remark that “a N&hout inner
contradiction is either only half a life or elsdife in the Beyond,
which is destined only for angeld®—but not much.

In any case, my own dilemma, if | can call it thaas quite sec-
ondary to the task at hand, namely to create aghato of Brillig’s
piece of Ms. Little. How we got here, or why, waslanger impor-
tant. | thrust aside my troubling thoughts and he=ub to see it
through.

111} ettersyol. 1, p. 375.
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No team of mountain climbers set to with more vigman did
our little troupe. No expedition up the Orinoco vea®r better pre-
pared. It was absolutely astounding how much staf$ in Brillig
and Norman's second trunk, which up till now had heen
opened. Indeed, that they'd lugged it all this wagok as an ex-
traordinary gesture of faith.

Rachel blanched when she saw the cables.

“Where’s the main switch box?” asked Norman.

She recovered and showed the way.

While Norman busied himself with electrical contiees, Bril-
lig and Arnold positioned a large tractor tire intgbe in the mid-
dle of the basement floor. | inflated it with a yite pump they'd
brought. Together we built a four-foot square box af plywood,
using two-inch blocks at the corners so the sideseva foot high,
and covered the bottom with a thin layer of carpaterial. A piece
of wood was nailed along one edge of the box td tiod laser. We
centered the box on top of the inner tube anddfiitewith fine sil-
ica sand to about two inches from the top.

“The more sand,” explained Norman, “the better itteulation
against vibration.”

Next we fashioned tubes of various sizes to hbkl dptical
com-ponents. These tubes were cut from black plagiste pipe,
of the kind used by plumbers, two to four inchegliameter and
fourteen to eighteen inches long, with some laayezs to use as
extensions. Rachel set up a card table, on whiehasid Arnold
glued the various mirrors and lenses to corks, Wwiiere then fit-
ted snugly into the tops of the tubes.

Norman positioned the tubes firmly in the sandhve running
commentary of what he was doing and why.

“The single ray of light from the laser will hibis partially sil-
vered piece of glass—the beam splitter—which disitlee laser
beam into two. When the beam hits the glass, al gradlof it will
be reflected off the front surface; the amount banadjusted by
changing the angle of the glass to the light confing the laser.
This is called the reference beam, which will beead by this lens
and directed by this mirror to evenly cover théntigensitive emul-
sion on the holographic plate.
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“The major portion of light, the object beam, wldss directly
through the beam-splitting glass, striking this noviy which will
deflect the light through this lens to illuminateet object—Ms.
Little—which will go here. Some of the light hitgrthe stone will
bounce off it onto the film plate, here, thus ifeeing with the
waves of the reference beam.

“Now, the light waves of the object beam and thosking up
the reference beam should travel the same distamcethe beam
splitter to the plate. It's also important thatlight from the object
beam should hit the plate directly, and no ligluinirthe reference
beam should hit the object. We’'ll have to get gtjught in order to
record on the emulsion a coherent interferenceepattthe visual
information seen as a hologram.”

When all the components were in place, Norman Bokig's
stone and rested it in the sand so the glyph sio@dybe illumi-
nated by the object beam from the laser. Closet I iplaced a
holder for the holographic plate. Then he dipped the trunk and
came up with several packets.

“In here,” he said, “are a dozen glass plates. &rhalsion on the
film has an ASA rating of less than 1.”

“That's incredible!” said Rachel. “The film | use my camera
is ASA 400.”

“The lower the ASA,” explained Norman, “the lesaig and the
better the resolution, but then you need more lightecord an im-
age. That's why we’ll need an exposure of sevezabsds, during
which everything in the sandbox must remain absojutill.”

The other packages contained standard photograohitions
for developing, fixing and washing the film. Thewas also a
packet of bleach, with which Norman said we coudd id of the
silver nitrate on the developed plate, if necesstaryimprove the
light transmission. That would brighten the holagra

“Holographic plates are developed in the same asprdinary
black and white photographic film,” said Normanhé plate is ex-
posed to the laser light in total darkness, deweofor five min-
utes, placed in a stop bath for thirty seconds) thed. We’'ll need
some basins for these solutions and also for watgnse the plate
between each stage.”
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While Rachel and Arnold cleared the card table @neghared the
basins, Norman unpacked the laser.

It looked like nothing more than an electric pérstiarpener,
only about four times as long. A thick black cablaerged from
one end and there was a hole in the middle of thero

“This is a ten-milliwatt helium-neon gas laser,igimg continu-
ous waves of coherent red light,” said Norman. ‘tA# light waves
are parallel, moving in the same direction at thme speed. It's
quite adequate for illuminating a film four inchiegfive.”

He turned it on. There was a low-pitched hum. i theam of
red light snaked out the hole, slowly growing iteimsity.

“It takes a few minutes to become stable,” saidnm.

Arnold wiped his brow.

“Blows my mind,” he said. “Is it like one of thoskeath-rays in
Star Wars?”

“Not at all,” laughed Norman. “It's quite harmles®e?"—pass-
ing his hand through the beam.

It was already after five, so we took time out éobite to eat.
Arnold went upstairs and came back with glassesabdttle of
Chianti. Rachel had ordered two large pizzas—Chi&iper Extra
Special Deluxe, plus double anchovies, red peppepineapple—
which we devoured sitting on the floor in a circBunny weaved
among us, vacuuming up the crusts.

Arnold was exuberant.

“I haven't enjoyed myself so much since the Jag®s whe pen-
nant,” he grinned. “Thank you, D., for making metp this.”

He seemed to mean it.

“It really is strange,” said Norman, “how the upexted can be-
come real.”

This sounded ominously like philosophy, but he dad go on
and maybe | was oversensitive.

Brillig had been pretty quiet. He was eager tgphehen asked,
but otherwise he’d hovered in the background. Rgl§trings, per-
haps, though | couldn’t see any. True, | did hdne=feeling that he
was in charge, but if that were so | had to adritieway he gave
us our own space.

He and Rachel were head to head. | tapped his arm.
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“Hey there,” | said, “how are you feeling?”

“My dear young man,” chuckled Brillig. “I'm as hpp as a pig
in poop. This reminds me of my stint in sandplagrépy. Did you
ever try it? It's amazing what you can read from #tenes people
create in sand. Their psychic landscape takes sheqparding to
the arche-typal patterns constellated in the momiegit us hope
Ms. Little’s will be as clear.”

“Okay, folks,” called Norman. “Everybody ready?”

We chorused yes.

“Lights!” cried Norman.

| pulled the switch.

Everything went dark except for the ray of rechtigrom the
laser. It was eerie. We could just make out eablkrtt faces. Ar-
nold was in charge of the shutter, which was singlgrge block
of wood he had to hold between the laser and thentsplitter un-
til he was given the signal.

Norman inserted a glass plate in the holder.

“Now,” he said quietly, activating Rachel’'s eggiér. Arnold
raised the shutter to allow the laser beam to slonigic. The red
ray bounced off mirrors to illuminate Brillig's ste and lay a pat-
tern of light waves on the glass plate.

Ping! went the timer—and Arnold replaced the sttt

Norman removed the plate and plopped it in theeliger. He
swished it back and forth for a few minutes, thimsed it off and
dunked it in the stop-bath. After fixing and a fimaash with photo-
flo, Rachel blasted it with her 1200-watt hair-dry@/hen it was
completely dry, Norman held it at an angle in frafitthe laser
beam. On the surface of the plate we could seecetrsph smear,
but the image beyond it was dull and lacked definit

Viewing the hologram
“Visual noise,” said Norman, junking it.



The Experiment 117

It took some trial and error at different expostinges, with mi-
nor adjustments of the lenses and mirrors each tinghe seventh
try the image was clear, floating in space juséw fnches on the
other side of the plate.

“Look!” cried Rachel. “Do you see?”

“Yes, by God!” said Arnold with awe. “It's Brillig stone, in
three dimensions!”

“Not only that,” said Rachel. “Move your head . there! Do
you see it?”

| was craning over their shoulders, slowly moving head this
way and that. Suddenly | saw what she meant.

Brillig’s stone was only a small portion of a muelnger but va-
guer image.

“Holy smoke!” | shouted, while in my ears ther@se that dra-
matic music in the filn2001,heralding the discovery of a towering
obelisk in the desert.

Brillig saw it too. He rubbed his hands.

“Mama mia!” he yelled. “The Kraznac rock!”

We linked arms and hopped around like maniacsnpbarked
and scampered to avoid our feet.

Breathless, | broke away and turned on the lights.

Everything became still, except for the hummirgela

We looked at each other.

“I've seen that shape before,” said Rachel quietly

She searched along her bookshelf. Extracting & bbe opened
it to an illustration of a large rock covered wiiteroglyphics. The
caption described it as “a Sumerian Ur tablég.”

“Here,” she said. “Isn’t this what we just saw?”

A chill went up my spine, for indeed they lookeemtical.

“Let me see,” said Brillig.

He took the book and leafed through it.

“‘Inanna, Queen of Heaven and Earth,” " he ré&tinm, yes,
uh-huh, hmm . . . oh, goodness me, listen to this™:

112 5ee Diane Wolkstein and Samuel Noah Krarmemna, Queen of Heaven and
Earth: Her Stories and Hymnp, 133.
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From the Great Above she opened her ear to thet Gedaw.
From the Great Above the goddess opened her ¢lae Breat Below.
From the Great Above Inanna opened her ear to that@elow!13

“All that is above, Also is below,” | recited?

“Who's Inanna?” asked Norman.

“A celebrated moon goddess of the ancient wosddjd Rachel,
“two thousand years before Christ.”

Brillig read:
Female deities were worshipped and adored all giroBumerian
history. . . . but the goddess who outweighed, shedowed, and

outlasted them all was a deity known to the Sumsriay the name
of Inanna, “Queen of Heaven,” and to the Semite® \ived in
Sumer by the name of Ishtar. Inanna played a greake in myth,
epic, and hymn than any other deity, male or ferhtte

“The Great Below . . .” mused Rachel.

“. .. might refer to the unconscious,” said Amhol

“And the Great Above could be a metaphor for egascious-
ness,” | suggested.

Brillig pursed his lips and put his palms togettser if praying.

“It's as plain as the nose on Sunny’s face,” hiel.s&Vhat is
here is also there. What is up is down. That isetsgence of the
psyche. The alchemists knew it, and so, apparetiththe Sumeri-
ans. But that’'s not the whole story. | should likeread you what
René Daumal says about mountain climbing, whiclniss basic
metaphor for the pursuit of self-knowledge. Nornfakiz was
right there. Brillig thanked him and read:

What is above knows what is below, but what is Wweltbes not

know what is above. . . . There is an art of cotidgooneself in the

lower regions by the memory of what one saw higherwWwhen one

can no longer see, one can at least still kiktiv.

113«The Descent of Inanna,” ibid., p. 52.
114 5ee above, p. 9.

115 samuel Noah KrameFErom the Poetry of Sumep, 71 (cited in Wolkstein
and Kramer,lnanna, Queen of Heaven and Earfh, xv). For a psychological
interpretation of the Inanna myth, see Sylvia BimPereraPescent to the God-
dess: A Process of Initiation for Women.

116 Mount Analoguep. 103.
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“Daumal was a brilliant writer of allegory,” saitillig, “but not
well-versed in psychology. In light of Jung’s diseodes, it seems
to me that we are obliged to stand Daumal’s remarktheir head:
what is below knows what is above, but what is abdees not
know what is below.

“Which is to say, there is an all-seeing eye & timconscious—
let us call it the Self, why not—but we puny beingp here, can
only find out what's going on down there, as thanna lines sug-
gest, by listening.”

“Dreams,” said Arnold, “and active imaginatioh.”

“Staring at the wall,” | added.

“Yes,” said Brillig. “And as you know, it reallysian art, quite
analogous to what is involved in Daumal’s mountgimbing: the
ability to conduct yourself consciously accordingithat you learn
from the unconscious.”

“Which one?” | teased.

“Both,” he smiled. “The more we become aware @f tontents
of the personal unconscious—Iost memories, repdestEas and
so on—the more is revealed of that rich layer ahatypal images
and motifs that comprise the collective unconsciduge effect is
to enlarge the personality. At least that's whatnglbelieved;!8
and it is also my experience.”

“Mine too,” | said.

“Another corollary of the Brillig Principle!1® noted Norman.
“Whatever is experienced is true.”

“Yes,” agreed Brillig, “though experience is onllye starting
point. What really matters is what you make of it.”

117 way of assimilating unconscious contents (dreafastasies, etc.) through
some form of self-expression. See JuMgsterium ConiunctionisCW 14, pars.
706, 753-756, and my summarydJang Lexiconpp. 12-14.

118 jung: “In this way there arises a consciousnesshwis no longer imprisoned
in the petty, oversensitive, personal world of &g, but participates freely in the
wider world of objective interests. This widenechsoiousness is no longer that
touchy, egotistical bundle of personal wishes,deaopes, and ambitions which
always has to be compensated or corrected by ucioarsscounter-tendencies; in-
stead, it is a function of relationship to the wdodf objects.” (“The Function of
the Unconscious,Two Essays on Analytical Psycholo@ 7, par. 275)

11935ee above, p. 37.
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“Hear, hear,” murmured Arnold.

“Now,” said Brillig, “Jung’s concept of the colléee uncon-
scious alerts us to the possibility that an argbetymage or motif
that appears in one culture may also turn up irireempalbeit dis-
guised. But here, judging from the similarity beémehe hologram
of my stone and this ‘Ur tablet,” we seem to belidgavith some-
thing that has not changed at all!”

“Either that,” | said slowly, “or they were onedathe same to
begin with.”

Brillig was startled, as if this had not occurtechim.

“That bears thinking about,” he nodded thoughyfutiAccord-
ing to our present knowledge, the Kraznac tabletseevinammered
out some centuries before the Inanna rock, butrlglehere is a
distinct possibility thatall the Chicken Little tablets are hitherto
missing chips off the same Sumerian block.”

“Gosh,” said Rachel, “wouldn’t that be somethingGhicken
Little islnanna . . .”

“Maybe just a first cousin,” grinned Norman.

“All that is possible,” agreed Brillig. “But letsunot fly off in
too many directions at once. Our immediate tastoisnake the
most of Ms. Little—give her, and us, her due, agdte.”

| eyed Brillig and suddenly realized he was drdssenserva-
tively, in a suit and tie.

From an inside pocket he pulled a sheaf of papers.

“Gentlemen, Ms. Rachel,” he said somberly, “I tabk liberty
of registering your names on these stock certéigan C.L. Enter-
prises. We each have twenty per cent.”

My jaw dropped.

“| estimate that it will take six months to getoiff the ground,”
said Brillig. “What | have in mind is a Ms. Littldoll, chewing
gum, tee-shirts, video games, maybe a TV seriest, sbrt of
thing.”

“Yeah!” cried Arnold. “Glyphs to collect!”

| could not believe this.

“We shall of course need a book,” said Brillighétinside story,
so to speak”—and he looked at me.

“l wouldn’t know where to start,” | groaned.
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“Listen, and it will come to you,” he smiled.

Rachel nudged me.

“You do have the tools,” she said.

“And the outlet,” added Brillig.

I shook my head, feeling gang-banged.

“Sorry, our mandate doesn’t extend to Chickle Ba&tit

“Your mandate, as | understand it,” said Brillitg self-imposed
and not evangelical.”

“It's not suicidal either,” | replied.

Brillig picked an Inner City flyer off the sidebwh opened it
and read:

Our aim is not to convince people that a knowledfj@dungian psy-

chology could change their lives, but rather tovie stimulating

reading for those who already know that.

“You wrote this?”

| shrugged.

“All 'm suggesting,” said Brillig, “is that youreaders might
find a mix of the two stimulating.”

“Not to say bewildering,” snickered Arnold.

“Thou sayest,” | said, though glad to have himkbac

Brillig smoothed his hair strands and pulled meeas

“Man to man,” he said, peering up at me, “I simgléd to borrow
Ms. Rachel.”

| swallowed.

“For what purpose?”

“Research,” he smiled.

Piss on you, | thought, but Rachel was alreadyyrear.

“Don’t worry, lover,” she whispered. “I'll be back

By ten o’clock everything was packed up. We called cabs,
one for Brillig and Norman and Rachel, and onetlf@ir bags and
trunks. There were hugs all around and then theg gene.

Arnold and | drove slowly back to my place, witbrBy pacing
restlessly in the back. My head was awhirl. Evanghhad hap-
pened so fast, | didn’t know what to think. It wersowing again
and cars were sliding all over. We passed threrlacts.

| was exhausted and felt bleak.
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While | scooped out a healthy portion of Pro-Lifge (“for
older or inactive dogs”), Arnold helped himself doglass of ice
and filled it with Scotch. | boiled up some water faspberry tea.

“Well?” said Arnold.

“Well yourself,” | grumped.

Silence.

“It's a fair cop,” said Arnold. “She’s in safe hds”

“Yeah? What about me?”

“As it happens, | have some ideas . . .”

Well, Arnold is nothing if not inventive. His sugstions would
certainly disturb my life, but on the other handythmight enhance
it as well. | felt more than a spark of interesgigy outside hadn’t
been so bad after all. | learned something new,| &titl felt me. |
wasn’'t happy that Rachel was gone, but you dorsé Isomebody
like her just because she’s not beside you.

“I'll have to sleep on it,” | said cautiously.

But meanwhile there was this Chicken Little busg¢o wrap
up. Was Brillig on to something important? Was thieole idea
just a flash in the pan, another dead end? Wasritwpursuing?

After staring at the wall for a few days, | realizthat my ques-
tions were academic. | knew where my energy watdegb. Like
Ms. Little, believed or not, | had to speak outaftvas my destiny.

| sat down at the computer and made a tentataré st

| got back from the bank just as Rachel was puléng She rolled
down her window.

“Sunny hasn't had her walk,” she called. “Oh, &here’s a spe-
cial delivery letter on your desk. Don’'t know whtsifrom, | didn’t
open it. Gotta fly!”

And she blew me a kiss, off to her class.

“Yeah!” said Arnold. “Do it.”
And | did.



Epilogue

| have been asked to say a few words. | would &é tg oblige had
not an accident of birth rendered me incapablgeésh. However,
I presume writing will do, as this is not a recodli if it were, |

would have to decline the invitation. Thanks, bot thanks, I'd

“say.”

The main thing I'm thinking is that maybe I'll getore walks
now that this is finished. All that talk about necfied chickens and
stones, but what about me? Sniffing is my life ardhven’t had
enough. Maybe they think a stroll around the swimgmpool in
D.’s dinky back yard is enough; well, it's not. Bis. Rachel meets
some interesting people in the park? That's graviiar life; their
dogs are all I've got.

Don’t get me wrong. | have no quarrel at all wiifs. Little.
Sure, I've chased a few of her kind, but who hasiftl could be
born again, | wouldn’t mind at all coming back aseol might
learn to fly. But you know what? This “Who am |I” egtion takes
the cake. Maybe that's what happens when you eenuch in
your head—you forget who you are. | mean | knoweady, | don’t
have to ask.

As for that ditsy professor, | could out-philosg@h him any
day. Consider this:

One day a god happened to think of Man, just diflgehought, a
bare hint of the possibilities, gone even befoee dbd himself was
fully aware of what had crossed his mind. But fhatant, in the life
of an ageless god who exists through all eternéfgresented a thou-
sand million years of life on earth, during whigime Man crawled
out of the sea, came down from the trees, evolvediral, pro-
gressed in science and the arts, reached out tstahg and would
have usurped the authority of the god himself, ihadt been such a
fleeting thought.

Now | ask you, what if that god had happened toktlof Dog
instead?
See you in the park.
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NOTE TO READERS

This is Book One ofrhe Brillig Trilogy . The saga continues with the same
characters in Book Twdyho Am |, Really? Personality, Soul and Individua-
tion (1995) and Book Thre&jving Jung: The Good and the Bet{@©96).

We are glad to say that Chicken Little tee-shirtd aommercial baubles

have not materialized.
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