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ABSTRACT

JOURNEY INTO SELF:
JUNGIAN DREAM ANALYSIS
AS A

STEPPING STONE TO INDIVIDUATION
by
Linda Wood Loomis
Master of Arts in Education
Educational Psychology,
Counseling and Guidance
Individuation, the conscious realization of one's own
part in the process of human growth, is a unique
psychological reality, including strengths and limitations,
which leads to

th~

integration of the Self as a whole being.

It is my hypothesis 'that by learning the language of our
dreams through Jungian dream analysis and then listening to
it, we die to our illusions and awaken to a new sense of
reality and a renewed life experience.
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'

The objective purpose of this project is my own
personal goal of individuation as a part of my ongoing
preparation to become a therapist, including group work,
research, and written product.

The subjective process is

Jungian dream analysis carried out within an extensive and
ongoing spiritual journal while being held in the empathic
container of self-psychological therapy.

The result has

proved for me the validity of my hypothesis:

that in the

working through of my own unconscious process, I have
learned to die to self daily and am being reborn into a
richer, fuller, and more honest reality.

I

assume that if

it works for me, it is valid, and will also work for you.
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Chapter One

Definition of Terms
The definitions employed in this section have all been
taken from J. A. Hall's book, Jungian Dream Interpretation,
(1983).

They are listed in descriptive order to facilitate

an understanding of the basic structure of the human
personality as described by Jung, and how it is activated in
dream life.
Dream:

"a universal human ... experience of life that is

recognized, in retrospect, to have taken place in the mind
while asleep, although at the time it was experienced it
carried the same sense of versimilitude that we associate
with waking experiences;" (p. 22).

Jung believed the dream

"compensated the limited views of the waking ego ... "(p. 23).
Psyche:

The human mind, made up of two topographical

divisions, consciousness and the unconscious.
levels:

It has four

ordinary awareness (personal consciousness), the

personal unconscious (unique but below awareness), the
collective unconscious or objective psyche, "which has an
apparently universal structure in mankind," and the "outer
world of the collective unconscious, the cultural world of
shared values and forms."

(p. 9).

The psyche consists of

two general structures, the archetypal images and complexes,
and four personal structures:
animajanimus.
Archetype:

ego, persona, shadow, and

(p. 10).

"The archetype in itself is a tendency to
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structure images of our experience in a particular
fashion, ... " (p. 11).

These images are the basic contents

of the collective unconscious, everyone is born with the
tendency to form them, but each person's is unique.
"Archetypal images that are meaningful to a large number of
persons over an extended period of time tend to be embedded
in the collective consciousness ... the image of the king and
queen, ... such religious figures as Jesus and Buddha."
(p.

11)

Complex:

Complexes are the basic contents of the personal

unconscious, "groupings of related images held together by a
common emotional tone." (p. 11).

The adult ego believes

that these subjective awarenesses are actually the sum of
past personal experience, and only in dreaming or other
highly emotional experiences do the "true archetypal
foundations of the complexes" become conscious." (p. 13).
Ego:

A basic identity structure formed in the mother-child

dyad, later expanding to include the family and the world.
"In the process of ego formation, certain innate activities
and tendencies of the individual will be accepted by the
mother or the father and other activities and impulses will
be rejected." (p. 14).

One needs to form a strong, reliable

ego in order to survive in this world.
Sh~dow:

The alter-ego that forms around the rejected

impulses and tendencies, and which lies just below the
surface of the person's unconscious.

The name evolved

because Jung saw that "when one part of a pair of opposites
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is brought into the 'light' of consciousness, the other
rejected part metaphorically falls into the 'shadow' of
unconsciousness." (p. 15).

The identity feelings of the

shadow are often guilt-based, and fear of its surfacing to
awareness may create anxiety.

Much of therapy involves

creating a safe place for examining and integrating this
split-off part of the self, because it is often needed for
healthy functioning.

(p.15).

The shadow usually has the

same sexual identity as the ego.
Anima/animus:

Also called the syzygy, they are qualities

that facilitate the relational tasks of the psyche.

The

animus is a male image carried by the female and the anima
is a female image carried by the male.

"The usual way ...

(they are) experienced is in a projection upon the person of
the opposite sex, as in 'falling in love'." (p. 16).

These

soul images, even when they are projected, help to expand
the sphere of personal consciousness, and withdrawal of a
projection leads to enhanced awareness.

If a man or woman

identifies with the soul image, he or she can't be
discriminating or deal with opposites in life.
Persona:

(p. 17).

The function of relationship to the outer world,

meaning the playing of certain social and cultural roles
which are usually accepted and expected by society.

When

they fit the ego well, they facilitate relationship in the
culture.
excessive:

Malfunctions may require therapeutic intervention:
no real person inside, inadequate:

"overly

vulnerable to ... rejection and hurt, "identification:
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addiction to the role, "empty and adrift." (p. 18).
Individuation:

"the process in which a person in actual

life consciously attempts to understand and develop the
innate individual potentialities of his or her psyche." (p.
19).

This means being true to the psyche's own personal

needs rather than playing a childhood role, being stuck at
an earlier developmental stage and fearing to move out, or
living a social identity role.

The extremes of

identification may result in Hitler types, in psychoses, or
in a psychotic depression.
Self:

(p. 20).

The term Self has three separate meanings in Jungian

analytic paychology; it refers to the psyche as a whole, is
the regulating center of the entire psyche, and also the
archetypal basis for the ego.

(p. 11).

"Phenomenologically

the Self is virtually indistinguishable from what has
traditionally been called God." (p. 12).
Analysis:

"The individuation process, as understood in

Jungian theory and encouraged in analysis, involves a
continuing dialogue between the ego, as the responsible
center of consciousness, and ... the Self--both the core of
the ego and transcendent to it, needing the ego for the
individuation process to unfold yet seemingly separate and
independent of ego states." (p. 21).

The analysis should

lead to an appreciaton of the mysterious nature of the
psyche, both intimate and transpersonal, "bound by the
individual ego and yet freer in time and space than the
empirical personality." (p. 21).
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Chapter Two

June 29:
My Chalet Dream
What a strange dream I had this morning, seeming to
tie so many different areas of my life together.

I would

have thought after having had sixty people here for the
musician's thank-you party last night that my dream would
have been about my fellow church musicians and the priests.
Instead, I am in a rustic chalet at the bottom of a tall
mountain range in the late spring with all of my classmates
for what seems to be a weekend therapy marathon.

The entire

issue for me centers around my need to use one of the two
bathrooms and both are occupied.

(I suppose that is what

comes of sleeping past six at my age!)
and Layne, are also there.

My two sons, Larry

As the dream opens we are

standing together at the front porch stairs as they prepare
to go rock climbing in the mountains.

They ask me if I want

to go, but I feel sick looking out over the huge snow-capped
peak before me.

I know I could climb it, but my immediate

thought is that I cannot imagine making my way back down,
especially not looking back over my shoulder to check my
path, or feeling for the toeholds with my feet.

I watch

them clambering down the slippery slope covered with tall
marsh grass and I feel comfortable about their trek--! am
not afraid for them at all, only for me.
I go back into the large cabin thinking that I need to
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find a bathroom immediately or I'll wet my pants.

The cabin

is dark and lit only by an antique fixture that is sitting
on a simple pine table next to the central wall.

It has a

red globe and the bulb shines through it to cast a
reddish-gold hue about the room, giving the people's faces a
healthy cast.
glow.

Even Amy's usually pale face has a pinkish

I walk up to the bathroom and try the latch and it's

locked.

There's no interaction with any of my own

groupmates, but I realize them there as part of the larger
group which stays in the background.

The only ones I talk

to are Amy. Renee, and the little dark-haired preganant girl
whose name I can never remember--oh yes, Sarah.

She seems

sympathetic with my plight because of her own frequent need
to urinate, and says she is very insecure with only two
bathrooms for so many people.

Then Amy comes up and says

she'll check the small group room for me as her group's
meeting in there, but that bathroom is also in use--she says
she's really sorry.

I walk heavily over toward the kitchen

corner of the big room and squat down next to an old black
cookstove, feeling everyone looking at me but aware that I
cannot hold on a minute longer.

Suddenly Renee appears

before me and says very matter-of-factly, "You don't have to
do that.

I found another bathroom upstairs, follow me."

get up and begin to climb the stairs I hadn't even noticed
before.

I can see the door at the top and am reaching for

the handle when the phone rings and I wake up.
Usually I don't remember my dreams--only five or six
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over the past four years have been significant enough to
recall in detail, and I've never really tried to work one
through to a resolution.

Because this dream has such

significance in the here-and-now (the group experience of
this summer practicum has had a tremendous impact on my
life} I want to write a module using Jungian dream analysis
within my regular journal practice to work this dream.
I just finished Robert Johnson's book Inner Work,
(1984} in which he says that it is the work itself, not the
specific psychological theory, which builds conscious
awareness.

Johnson's idea is based on Jung's belief that we

each have our own specific dream language--there are the
common symbols, archetypes, which we all recognize through
our spiritual union within the collective unconscious, but
we must interpret the symbols for ourselves.

As a young

man, Johnson worked with Jung in Switzerland, and has since
developed a simple four-step method

for applying Jungian

analysis to one)s own dreams and I intend to follow this
method and my own intuition in my dream work.
I have several close friends in my women's group who
have been doing Jungian dream work for a number of years, so
I have a place to go if I feel stuck.

I'm fortunate to have

supportive people with whom I've shared both my inner and
outer life over the past four years!

We've done visual

imagery, active imagination, art, dream work, prayer and
meditation, dance and song, together.

We've prepared and

eaten meals, cared for our children from unborn to
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thirty-five years with each others' help, we've laughed and
cried and sat at peace with one another.

The strength,

support, and renewed life I have received from their
presence has helped me face very difficult odds in my
journey toward individuation.

I certainly didn't complete

the separation process as a toddler, I failed to
differentiate from my family as an adolescent, and now I
realize this process of individuation will continue in me
for the rest of my life.

I hope my dream work will take me

one more step along the way.
Four Step Approach to Jungian Dream Analysis
l.

Making associations

2.

Connecting dream images to inner dynamics

3.

Interpreting

4.

Doing rituals to make the dream concrete

The people in our dreams represent symbolic forms of
the different personalities that interact within us and
which make up our total self.

These autonomous energy

systems are symbolized as persons separate from us in our
dreams, but we need to treat them and to dialogue with them
as if they were part of us.

(Johnson, 1986)

The Cast of Characters
Larry:

the warriorjhero--intrepid and courageous, also

logical and analytical.
Layne:

the renegade/charmer--in motion, light and dry,

not grounded.
Sarah:

the unnurturing mother--not conscious, unaware,
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detached.
Amy:

Relatedness, at rest, receptivity part of the

Yin.
Renee:

Ruthless, self-sufficient, the cool, dark side

of the Yin married to the activist, passionate Yang.
Me:

the shadow side--embarrassingly vulnerable,

primitive, needy, fearful, unknowing, out of control.
The Group:

The Greek chorus--an impassionate,

impassive audience who watch but do not participate or
judge.
The Stages of Development
1.

Dramatis personae (persons and places)

2.

Statement of problem

3.

Response to the problem within the dream

(development)
4.

Lysis (outcome or resolution)
The Images

Marshy green grass
Tall, craggy, snow-capped mountain peaks
Plank floors
Black wrought iron handles on knotty pine doors
Old fashioned black rectangular stove for heating and
cooking with wood
Antique lamp with red glass globe and green ceramic
bowl on a brass base--electric with a frayed gold cord
Pine end table, simple styling with rounded edges and a
hand-rubbed matte finish
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Open plank pine staircase
Word Associations
When I began the dream work I had to process each step
separately.

As I have continued to work with this dream, I

have found myself moving from the word associations directly
to the inner dynamic of my present existence so that the
interpretation seems to follow immediately.

The dream work

intertwines with my ongoing journaling to become an integral
part of my daily life.

grass

chartreuse

ocean

(a sickening liqueur)

nature

envy
(green with)

"It's not easy

green

being green"

sallow

emerald

eyes (mine)

green-eyed monster

sick
(queasy stomach)
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I feel sick as I think about the coarse yellow-green
swamp grass, long and heavy-bladed, dirty in spots where the
water stands from the snow melt.

Envy is a sickness, I am

jealous of the youth and freedom of my sons, yet also proud
of them.

I feel burdened and disgusted at the same time.

How odd, since green has always been my favorite color, and
I love to wear the emeralds I got in Bogota, Colombia.

"Climb Every Mountain"

insurmountable

gray granite

craggy

the Face at Squaw

steep
mountain

"Rocky Mountain High"

dangerous

loss of control

fear of heights

breathless

rockslides

(altitude)

(sharp and pointy)

snow-capped peaks

I have to climb every mountain in my pathway and each
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is insurmountable in one way or another.

I am afraid to go

down too fast because the path is steep and I might lose
control.

The feeling is definitely one of danger.

I am

reminded of the fear I felt falling at the top of an icy ski
slope and almost hitting a tree on the way down.

Or the

time my horse fell in a ravine and I threw myself off just
in time to keep from being crushed.
and had to be put to sleep.

He broke his shoulder

The fear element is very high,

terror is recreated with these memories.

closed in--no room

interior of Junior

comfortable

Museum--Palo Alto

shingle

planks

walls

familiar

roughhewn

grooved

unfinished

splinters

soft goldish-brown

highlights
(play of light and shadow)
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Unfinished clicked immediately for where I am--an
unfinished product, rough, coarse, splintery on the outside
just now.

But I am becoming more comfortable with being me

than I was before.

The kidney-shaped fear mass in my gut is

turning from a dark grey to a goldy-brown colour and is
moving up under my ribcage.

It is as if I were owning a

little more of me each day.

I wonder if that is part of

what individuation is about--feeling vulnerable, acting
prickly, accepting that as where you are but not wanting to
be there forever.

It seems to be especially hard on those

who have known you a long time and have other expectations.

long-suffering
walk the plank

washed out

martyrdom

solid
planks

tred

wide--broad

"Tred the path the
saints have trod"

strong

'Plain Jane"

worn by years of
other's footprints
the smell of pine

I am tired of being trod upon, worn out by other's
needs, I am doing so much less in the rescue business, yet
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people are still thanking me, telling me how much they rely
on and appreciate me.

How odd it seems to be cared about

for who I am instead of what I do.
accept, I

I find it hard to

feel guilty, but I don't want to pick up my cross

and play the martyr again.

I

am so used to leading that I

may have pushed my study group into psychodrama--! never
waited to find out what they wanted and they were glad to
have someone organize and do the dirty work.

Next time I

want to be able to back off, wait for feedback, give someone
else a chance.

I

don't have to be a leader here;

we are

all leaders and we need to learn to cooperate, share ideas,
and listen to each other.

I

don't have to be the strong

one, the responsibility for success or failure does not rest
on me!
June 30:
ear-shaped, listening

childhood summers

black and shiny

intricate, logical

hard as iron

well-thought out
handles
locked, latched
(can't get in)

fitted to the hand

a means of opening a door
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Johnson warns us in his book to remember to search for
the internal situation which may be leading to an outward
response.

The unconscious may borrow an image from the

external world and use it to symbolize something inside us,
so I may need to look for the meaning of this symbol in my
inner life.

Instead of remaining locked out of my

unconcious, I have the handle, a means of opening the door,
when the time is right.

I am no longer so angry or upset

about one door being locked--I can bypass it and go through
another door.

My way is different from someone else's, but

it works for me.

I can picture the smooth, shiny, black

iron handle as a sign of resolve to complete what I have
begun, not to get sidetracked even if I am embarrassed or
humiliated, or have to learn by some experience which
requires risking myself.

I remember my therapist, Les,

telling me not to be afraid to be the scapegoat, that I will
learn more about myself in interaction with the dynamics of
others if I risk being attacked, or allow myself to be
vulnerable.

In my dream I am terrified of my physical

vulnerability, of my innate humanity being expressed.

In my

present life I am afraid of being wrong, of making a
mistake, of not knowing enough.

I close the door on my

life, I lock myself out of experiencing internal reality, I
fear listening to my true feelings, then become angry
because the door through which I want to enter is barred by
my iron-handed control.
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hard cold iron

dirty

my Dad

sooty

sweeping the ashes
stove

burning hot

Pinecrest-early
in the morning

glowing embers

lovely warmth and

to be stacked

comfort
the smell of coffee

The stove conjures up incredible memories.

I am back

in my uncle's cabin in the Northern Sierra Nevadas where I
went for vacations every summer from age six to nineteen.
In my dream I crouch down next to that stove where I should
gain warmth and nurturance, and instead I feel a deep
painful humiliation, grief so rending that the tears roll
down my cheeks.

I know the stove represents the shadow side

of my father, a side I was never able to recognize or accept
because it would have hurt him too much.
perfect for me.

He needed to be

I don't even want to outline the words with

which I associate stove, because my energy will be
comepletely depleted.

In this word association I went from

bottom to top--the lovely memories. emerged first, then the
weight hit me.

THe stove represents the deeply hidden,
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split-off part of my Dad, his own deep painful residue from
his childhood, which somehow still touched me from my birth.
I am feeling that the stove is my responsibility:

to build

the fire, carry the wood, set the kindling, crumple the
newspapers, light it with a kitchen match.
check it,

Then poke it,

and when it is burning hot, I set on the coffee

pot and watch it so it doesn't boil over.

Later the fire

dies down to a comfortable bed of coals which I stoke, add
to when it begins to ash, and try to maintain that comfort
zone of just warm enough.

I can never let the fire die out

because it might be impossible to start again.

Then the

stove would begin to turn cold, to feel damp and clammy.
You'd notice the sooty, greasy exterior that didn't show
when it was kept burning.

Then I'd have to clean out the

mess of ashes.
The same old answer keeps coming up--my father could
not rescue me from the messes then, and he cannot rescue me
now, no matter how much both of us want that to happen.

Nor

am I able to keep him healthy or happy--that is his
responsibility, and no amount of emotional plea-bargaining
will alter those circumstances.

I must light my own fire,

stoke and feed my own stove, and clean up the ashes when
they get too deep to maintain good strong embers.

I am

responsible for my own feelings and actions, and I can learn
to parent myself by accepting and working through these
feelings;

positive and negative, warm and cold, clean and

sooty, they all belong to me and they are the only feelings
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I have to take care of.

What a relief!

Tomorrow during my

women's group I will be able to draw my stove and spend time
with Marion, Chella, and Sadie working through in a safe
place some of the feelings which have emerged.

I feel

fortunate to have such support just now--it must be hard
for my classmates who have no other outlet, no way to deal
with the contents which are being stirred up by this intense
summer practicum.

Indwelling Spirit, I thank you for

teaching me to listen through my journaling, and for
speaking to me so powerfully in my dream language.
July 1:
My group did not meet this morning, but I came to the
park anyway with my thermos of coffee and my drawing paper
and pencils to draw my stove.

It looks so sad, just like a

person in mourning, a tear rolling down its cheek.

The

entire room emerges from my memory as the pencil touches
paper.

This is my Pinecrest stove from Malm's Sitzmark

Chalet, the cabin built by my great-aunt and uncle in 1939,
the year of my birth.

As I draw, I begin to identify with

it, to feel at home in its presence, and some of my inner
pain is defused.

Then this afternoon as I am going through

the dream with Les, I begin to feel violated again, ashamed,
and I want to hide, to cover myself so no one can see me.
He says, "If you could, you might move over next to the
stove and urinate on the floor beside it."

I was stunned by

the realization that my need to do it was so clearly a sign
of possession, marking what is mine as if I were a cat.
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Again he speaks,

"It must feel pretty bad to see for the

first time the other side of that special person in your
life that you remember as perfect nurturing, warmth and
comfort."

The floodgates burst and I am drowning.

July 2:
Now as I recall the storm hours later, I feel the rage
surging upward and I hate the whole world.

I feel betrayed,

used, impotent after having worked for so many years only to
find myself still projecting everything outward, still
unable to reconcile the unfinished business and get on
withmy life.

The hardest part about dealing with these

new-found feelings is that everyone around me has to suffer
through them until I learn how to handle them.

It is

extremely tense in intimate relationships!
Today I told Rainey, my friend with nine children, to
stop blaming her husband and to go to a financial counselor
to learn how to manage money or put up with being poor since
she had decided she couldn't work.

Then I told her husband

to start working his own program instead of everyone
elses's, and that if he really wanted his marriage to work,
he'd air the economic problems openly, as secrets are
destructive, especially when used to control.
like me, who needs enemies?

With friends

My vow to stop rescuing became

distorted by my anger at myself for not being able to solve
my own relationship problems--like Ivan Lendl double
faulting and then cussing out the linesman.
July 3:
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the brass is base
reddish gold glow

cord
(old and frayed)

"For everything there

warmth and light

is a season and a time"

lamp

"I am a lamp unto

"I am the Light

your feet"

of the World"

my shadow is not black

dark green leather

it is dark green

(my father's chair)
two globes

(one dark and one light)

Lord, you have the strangest ways of touching me when I
need to feel supported and strenthened.

Within your

presence, your essence fills me with the courage to keep on
feeling even when it is so scary and I seem to be so alone.
I am becoming integrated, my somatic response is no longer
separate from me, I own it, it is me and I am it.
together, body-mind-soul.

We feel

We learn from our experiencing

and grow together into wholeness--a Wholy

Trinity.

July 3:
The lamp seems to be a symbol of light and darkness in
my life.

In that large living room at the chalet, it is the

only piece of furniture that stands out clearly.

It sits on

a nondescript pine end table, casting its glow through the
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darkness against the rough hewn walls, leaving the rest of
the room in shadow.

Again there is light, warmth, comfort

at the upper end of the spectrum, then the cold, green
darkness creeps up from below and I feel as if I could
suffocate in the depths of that old green leather armchair.
Images I haven't recalled for years crowd in, but there is
new significance attached to them.
to hide as a child no longer exist.

The places where I used
The light is shining

into the darkness of the past, illuminating it and opening
my shadow side outward for all the world to see and know.
Now is the time, the season, for all my split-off,
discounted feelings to come tumbling out head over
teakettle.

Terror, rage, impatience, uncanny insight, deep

ecstacy, intense emotions and intuitive sensing rise up from
both poles and leave me feeling out of control.
This occurs especially in group, as when Mandy was the
protagonist and I wanted her to feel my anger.

I knew the

anger came from me and I owned it, but I felt as if she
needed to borrow some of it in order to feel alive, she
appeared so depleted and energyless.

By finding my anger in

the darkness of my shadow and expressing it, I have also
discovered the opposite pole of calmness and repose of body,
mind, and soul.

Serenity comes with acceptance of my whole

self, where I discover intense energy waiting to be
channeled and used wisely and well.

I don't want to

continue shooting off peoples' kneecaps.

Knowing the truth

is very important to me; shoving it indiscriminately down
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other's throats will do more harm than good.

The lamp tells

me that there is time for everything, for anger, for fear,
for joy, for truth.

If I continue to repress my feelings,

to suppress my responses, I am divided against myself.

The

brass base of the lamp reminds me that I can't stand alone
until both feet are on Mother Earth, until I am grounded in
relation to my own feelings and not projecting them out onto
the world around me.

The frayed cord says to take care of

myself, to nurture and soothe myself, to not let myself get
out of repair as I try to mother the rest of the world.
Yesterday I came back from the park and made an appointment
with the orthopedic surgeon to take care of my ankle.

I

feel relieved no matter what the prognosis is because my
energy is not taken up with undue worry.
July 4:
purity
simple lines

a place to,put things

(unfettered}

tabula rasa

flat surface

(not yet written on)
table
clean and smooth

communion altar

knotwholes?
(my spelling)
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This table seems to be there for only one purpose, that
of holding the lamp.

It is nothing special, almost a

primitive piece except for being sanded smooth and having a
hand rubbed finish.

It's cleanness is in direct contrast to

the sooty, smoky stove.
arising from every image:

The two polar opposites keep on
Yin and Yang, light and dark,

clean and dirty, smooth and rough.

Jung calls this the

balance of opposites, or the archetype of the Royal
Couple--an image of the Self searching for unity.

As I stay

with the image, the idea of altar comes more in focus as an
example of the marriage of dualities.

For so many years the

rough part of me has been split off, unacknowledged by my
conscious mind.

My corners were smoothly rounded, my affect

was flat in any situation where anger or disagreement was
broached, in a way my personality was a blank slate with
only one side written on.

I want to give up, sacrifice my

notwholeness and receive the communion, the coming together
of my Self.

But to do so will mean letting go of my

defenses, my niceness and smoothness and carefully rounded
edges which fit so well against other's jagged roughness.
will have to individuate.
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I

strong, sturdy, trustworthy

open-structured
a decision to move

no place to hide

forward and upward

plain design

a handrail

a new path on

(for security)

the journey
the staircase

climbing the

saying goodbye

"granite" staircase

see-through rails

"Stairway to the stars

the road less-traveled

a way up and out

escape route
As I keep coming back to the word staircase, new images
flash before my eyes of all the staircases I can remember,
so returning to this particular one is difficult.

I believe

it represents a decision (always hard for me to concentrate
on), a choice I can make to change how I react internally to
what I believe are other people's perceptions of me.

I

thought at first that because the stairs seemed so public,
so open, that it had more to do with outward physical
action.

I now see that action cannot flow truthfully unless

the impetus comes from within.
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In drawing the staircase, I

realized that I lost my artistic perspective and the stairs
look more like a flat walkway of stepping stones--an image
which returns again and nags at me but has no substance as
yet.

The rail resembles a ballet barre and the door handles

stand out distinctly on the three doors as if they were the
only objects in the room--the door outlines are a sketchy
afterthought.
July 5:
The Three Bathrooms
The three bathrooms are my choices, my options, but as
I move toward them, one by one they become closed off to me.
In order to understand what those choices are and how my
responses are generated, I need to work my way through the
encounters with other parts of myself as I meet them in the
form of the personas,

or characters in my dream.

Encounter with the Two Sons
My two sons are direct opposites in many ways.

Larry

at 25 is a Doctor of Chemistry from Berkeley and MIT--a hard
scientist with a brilliant, creative mind and intense
analytic ability combined with dedication and drive to
achieve his goals.

Layne at 15 ia barely passing his

sophomore year of high school, spent most of English class
at the beach, and drives his counselor crazy because he
won't work up to his high test scores.

Larry runs every day

to keep fit, is a vegetarian, doesn't smoke and drinks very
little.

Layne plays every chance he gets:

swims, surfs,

skateboards, eats junk food, smokes, and lives connected by
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phone to half the valley.

Together they seem to represent

the animus, the hidden masculine spirit within me which I
fear laying claim to.

I know I have a good brain but am

always shocked to rediscover its capability and potential.
I never feel legitimately intelligent, and sometimes
procrastinate until it's too late to do my best so I can
say,

"See, I told you I'm not really that smart."
Both of my parents were poor students, struggled to

finish high school, and they always seemed so surprised when
I came home with good grades and studied hard even when I
had big roles in plays and musicals at school.

I still seem

to need to create that surprise in myself-- rather than just
accepting my worth, it must be luck or a fluke.

My animus

knows how worthwhile I am, and that I may choose to succeed
or fail in what I attempt on my own merit, not chance.

The

masculine spirit in me does not need to make excuses for
doing or not doing, but can take responsibility for my
behavior as well as my feelings about things (my values),
and my emotions.

By not paying attention to my animus, I

become afraid to move outward, I imagine failure and fear
possible success.

I can•t climb the mountain as either the

warrior/hero or as the wild but charming renegade alone, but
must synthesize the dualities and allow them to work within
me.

Otherwise I'll live my life looking over my shoulder,

just waiting for someone to find out that I'm not what I
appear to be, I'm just an actor in a fantasy which looks
like my life.
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The redeeming part of Larry's rational being and
Layne's playboy is a warm, gentle, loving nature, they each
have close and caring friends of both sexes.

Despite their

very active lives, relationship is more important to them
than anything physical or material.

Perhaps this represents

their strong integrated anima, in me it comes from my
animus.

I received care, nurturing, soothing in my early

relationship with my father.

He loved me as only he knew

how, from his highly sensate being, and I idealized him and
tried to be perfect for both our sakes. In return for
maintaining this wonderfully idealized relationship, I got
to live in a magical world of unreality where pain and anger
and sorrow didn't exist. My mother was shut out of this
world, she was more detached, shy and tentative about
mothering an infant, so she did everything by the book.

Now

I realize it was because she found it hard to maintain
sufficient control over her life with a very uncontrollable
child in it.
I was much like my son Larry as a small child:
extemely active, wakeful, curious, verbal, destructive,
messy, and very demanding of time and energy.
and could not be contained.

I fit no mold

When at age two-and-a-half I

pushed my brother down the stairs in his carriage,

I guess

my mother panicked and sent me to full-time nursery school
rather than live in continual anxiety about my hostile,
primitive behavior.

Until my own children were born, I had

no concept of the fear which a small, screaming baby can
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instill in one's heart.

Oddly enough my brother's

disposition was much like my son Layne's; he was sweet,
good-tempered, easy-going, quietly developing yet bright and
sunny, loving to eat and sleep--the perfect baby.

I was so

jealous, and I decided to become the model child, at least
on the outside, so I could compete. I dedicated my life to
protecting him from the rest of world, I was the
warriorjhero for him, and beat up on all the neighborhood to
save his honor.
But inside I was really ugly, mean, bad-tempered,
stupid, messy, intense, someone you needed to send away or
rescue by keeping me busy as my father often did.

This

child has lived stuffed down inside of me all these years
and I never clearly recognized her until tonight.

I felt

all the emotions but did not comprehend their power to keep
me captive as long as they remained unaccepted and
unexpressed.

By freeing the renegade child within me, I

also loosen the bonds which hold that bright, curious,
creative person who knows how to honor anger, make demands,
state needs, and live fully.
What an awesome experience it is to look at the dream
images of my two sons and see myself with such clarity.

No

wonder I was not afraid to let them climb the mountain;

the

archetypes of the warrior/hero and the rowdy renegade are
powerful symbols of courage, strength, conviction, and
risk-taking.

Together they would be invincible, but

internalizing their qualities into who I am now would be
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impossible and I would have had to deny their existence
within me.
For many reasons, I was not yet ready for the climb,
being all too shackled by fear of failure, by guilt from
giving up my rescuing, by blind confusion, by the
horrifyingly forbidden attacks of rage at myself and others,
and by deep, mortifying shame over my past life--my sins and
those visited upon me.

I could get to the top, but once

there I would be frozen like the snow at the peak, perhaps
never to thaw and return back down the mountain.

I dread

looking back over my shoulder to the valley far below, my
toes precariously searching for the footholds as I back down
hand over hand.
I cannot even imagine what might be on the other side
of the mountain.

Maybe the Jaws of Hell are waiting open

mouthed to snatch me up, a hell of my own making.

Or is the

staircase my symbolic mountain, the barre my toeholds, and
the door with its shadowy outline the passageway to my
unconsious?

Do I just grasp the handle, press down with my

thumb on the latch and push?
at the thought.

Dear God I am numb with fear

I need more time before I take that step.

July 6:
Encounter with the Feminine Images
Sarah:
When I go to the first bathroom door and it is locked,
Sarah comes up and sympathizes with me about my discomfort
because she is pregnant and also feels insecure.
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But I

don't believe in her sincerity, I remember something she
said at dinner one night which set her character for me.
She said that she was very careful with her weight so she
would have a small baby--she was so afraid of childbirth and
wanted anesthesia, pills, anything to kill the pain and
fear.

She seemed completely oblivious to the baby's health

and welfare, so unlike Sally whose only thought is for her
unborn child.
Since that encounter, I've projected onto Sarah the
role of unnurturing, detached, narcissist--as if she were
the archetype of Kali, the devouring Hindu Goddess who eats
her children.

I know it's irrational, and probably far from

her true nature, but in my dream she is the externalization
of my ego-centered, selfish, needy, devouring, defensive
self.

I despise this part of me, but she often controls

when I feel manipulated, used, abused, or just taken for
granted.

She is insidiously powerful, but ineffective over

the long run as she doesn't follow through on anything, more
bark than bite.

She is like the intermittent reinforcement

which makes the unwanted behavior continue, then everyone is
glad when the outburst is over so they can go back to what
they were doing.
I don't want to be split off from my Sarah part
anymore, I embrace her as a part of me.

I

can learn to be

less controlling and demanding since I have discovered more
effective ways of making myself heard, by trying not to take
responsibility for others and by accepting the consequences
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of my own actions.

It's possible for me to confront with

love, though it's harder when I'm hurt or angry, because I
really am more aware of what I'm feeling.

But I have so far

to go, I'm like Sarah, and my mother, wanting intimacy but
detaching in order to anesthetize the pain of conflict.
Pregnant with my own infant, I am afraid to give her birth,
she is still too little and unnurtured to survive in this
frightening reality I am learning to live.

I want to open

the door of the womb so she can move out and become an
integral part of me.
Amy:
As I am standing by the small group room door, afraid
to enter, Amy comes up and says that since it's her group in
there she'll go in and check the bathroom.
it in use, she expresses her regret.

I feel her empathy,

but she can't save me either--no one can.
Mother image.

When she finds

Amy is my Good

She is quiet, gentle, nurturing,

even-tempered, understanding, yet also capable of firmness
and strength.

For so many months this part was not

available to me, I felt abandonned by her, in limbo with no
place to turn.

I had lost the ability to mother myself,

which in some ways I had done all of my life, and at the
same time I had three maturing adolescents denying their
need to be mothered while they acted it out. and a husband
who had just left the military after twenty years and was
feeling lost and unparented.

Being Mother was suddenly too

much for me, at the same time that it wasn't enough.
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Who

besides Mother am I--I whose mother was often my father?
Amy spoke of intervention in her talk on alcoholism.
By going into therapy and beginning to question my "perfect
childhood", I intervened in my parent's codependent cycle
and helped to free my mother to enter alcoholism treatment
and begin recovery.

This in turn freed the voices of my

inner mother, making me aware of her criticism, her biting
fury, her quiet sarcasm, her blaming, and her expectations
blasting like a shotgun inside my head.

Then I talk to the

real person, my mother as she is today, and I know that what
I carry inside me are only fragments of

reality~-moments

in

time left like pieces of shot from an old wound, still
festering after all these years so that the soreness is out
of proportion.

The original hurt was very real--I needed my

mother to different for me from what she was able to be, and
she couldn't, so I turned to my father and received a warmth
that nurtured but didn't mother.

I've been lopsided, bent

over from the pain of that old wound.

Now that it has been

opened and I am cleansing and tending to it, cutting out the
scar tissue and removing the foreign bodies, I have a chance
to heal, to stand straight again.

There may be scars, but

they will be heroic in stead of deforming, representing the
war within me rather than the battle against external
forces.
I am learning to parent my children in response to
their needs, not mine, but I haven't been able to give up
wanting my husband to mother me.
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What I have done is to

(l

stop protecting him or excusing his behavior or allowing his
moods to determine mine.

This is the creed of a child from

an alcoholic family, the belief that the good mother should
intuit everyone else's needs and rescue her family members
from reality.

I want to be able to intervene when

necessary, but not to play the role of victim or rescuer.
All that does is reinforce someone else in the part of
perpetrator or persecutor.

Amy is my image of the

11

good

enough mother", but seen alone she lacks the lusty, creative
passion which is so much a part of my vision of woman
holistically.
July 7, early morning:
Renee:
How appropriate that Renee should be my guide!

She has

the dark, almost voluptuous beauty associated with the
siren, the opposite of my rawboned Nordic fairness.

She is

extremely austere, almost abrupt in manner and has such a
strong protective wall around her that even the people who
work with her don't feel they know her.

I've heard her

express her opinions decidedly, she seems well-equipped to
take care of herself, but she is the last person I would
have asked for help.

I would never have understood how her

image is contained in me if I hadn't talked to Sally
Thursday night.

She expressed gratitude that I was in her

group because she had been terribly intimidated by me in
class, and now realized that I was not at all as she had
imagined.
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I was flabbergasted by her appraisal of me, but
understood once she explained.

In our child development

prerequisite, I gave the impression of knowing all the
material, of having read most of the references.

After

I

gave the class lecture on Alice Miller's Drama of the Gifted
Child (1981), Sally felt ready to quit because of the
competition.

Both my friend Gloria and I laughed

hysterically, as she recalled me voicing my insecurities
when we carpooled together each week.

I have never worked

in the field as so many of my classmates had, my only
qualifications were four years of individual therapy and an
unquenchable thirst for knowledge which led me to read a
list tailored by my therapist to prepare me as adequately as
a degree in psychology from most universities.

He was

right, yet I still feel insecure about applying what I have
learned and experienced.
My undertanding came when I realized that others had
seen me as I envisioned Renee, yet I had no recognition of
that part of me.

I feel very uncomfortable with labels like

confident, self-assured, knowledgeable of content and value,
for fear others will have expectations of me which I may not
fulfill.

There is nothing more obnoxious to me than

overconfidence, bravado, being a know-it-all, and I'm
ambivalent about looking at myself in that light.

I hate

the persona in me who wants to be center stage, to play the
star role, because I know it is a learned device which I use
to cover up my intense shyness, vulnerability, and almost

34

morbid fear of large groups of people whom I don't know.
Yet underneath I feel some entitlement to the star role
because of my father's seeming hope that I be that.

I spent

my adolescent years riding show horses, studying voice and
drama, teaching children's theatre arts, and I acted,
directed, and produced plays and musicals in an effort to
overcome my shyness and trepidation, but it also put me in
the "star" role.

I needed an outlet for the passion I felt

and couldn't express in my daily life as my own true
self--to let another know how I truly felt was a risky
business.

I might be embarrassed, humiliated,

misunderstood, ridiculed, or criticized, and I knew I could
not bear experiencing it openly again.
feelings, or I sang and danced them.

So I acted out my
Externally

my life

appeared perfectly in control, on the inside I was numb.
In this dream I expose all my innermost parts to my
peers in a primitive, infantile way, regressing to a stage
of basic need.

There is no facade left, no place to hide

physically, mentally or emotionally.

I feel like one of my

kidney patients on the hemodialysis machine, stripped of all
human dignity and left to the mercy of a cruel and
indifferent world.

Only that cool, competent, self-assured

part of me that I denied--the feminine darkness of Renee
which is latent within my blonde Valkyrie brightness--could
rescue me from my predicament.

Beneath this split-off

powerful feminine lies also the passion of my activist
animus.

Again I see that the Yin must marry the Yang for me
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to be whole.

Every image, inanimate or human, reminds me to

embrace the conflicts, accept the dualities, coalesce the
voices warring within me into a unity of Self.

The

masculine and feminine must come together as in marriage:
not a marriage of convenience, but one of unconditional
love, acceptance, and true surrender.

Jung calls this--the

discovery of our oneness with the world through acceptance
of our unified self--enlightenment.

First comes

recognition, then intellectual understanding, and finally
true conscious awareness, so unlike the self-consciousness
with which we divide ourselves from the collective
unconscious.
July 7, late evening:
The Group:
My classmates represent to me that self-same collective
unconscious--the knowledge and intuition of eternity of
which this modern material world has so little awareness.
In one way or another I have identified with every person in
my class; at different moments over the past year each
individual has said or done something which has touched me
or connected into my internal understanding.

Yet I am aware

of each person as distinct, unique, someone special to be
appreciated and valued.

I want to be open to each one, not

judgemental or critical or believing that someone can be
encapsulized in one moment, in a single incident.

But I

also need the strong masculine power to discriminate which
is epitomized by my dream son Larry.
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More than anything

else I want to become a good therapist, empathic and
accepting, firm and aware of boundaries, not criticizing but
capable of good judgement, and I can't even do this in my
own family.
Oh my God, how frequently I have failed in parenting my
15 and 17 year-old children!

It was so much easier with my

older daughter, Laurel, because she was never enmeshed.

She

wouldn't allow it from age two on--she had to do it herself.
After having tried to leave these younger two alone so they
could grow, I now find myself jumping into their lives with
both feet.

I just have to act, to do something.

My

patience wears thin and my pride gets in the way when the
house is a mess and no one cooperates.

I

try to make up for

years of inadeqaute parenting by being a bitch, then I have
to apologize and start all over.

I see now how the warring

camps within make it very difficult to be congruent and to
follow through.
radically.

At this point I'm in despair of changing so

I'm going to stop worrying the problem, and just

try to let it go in my meditation.
July 8, early morning:
I woke up thinking about Gloria and my frustration over
having to mask my truth when I am with her.

I was certainly

right about her not being able to accept me where I am now
philosophically.

I told her most of what I believe as we

drove home last night; she said she understood my
perspective from having experienced similar teaching at a
liberal Catholic university in the 60's.
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However she has

since learned a different message in the fundamental
movement which she feels is the only answer.

We must always

be on our guard, which means living a literal interpretaion
of the Bible, that only Jesus can

11

save 11 us, that Satan is

alive and always waiting for an opening--this can occur
especially during hypnosis, meditation, active imagination,
silent prayer.
be

11

Heaven and Hell are separate places, we must

chosen 11 and then we must keep fighting the devil in

order to stay chosen.
of Gloria's.

My entire philosophy is the opposite

Religion is not a scientific, legalistic

formula which you live in fear of breaking, it is a
relationship in the present moment and as such is eternal,
because the moment is now.

The Bible is oral interpretation

of our past history and so it probably does predict the
future, for we keep on reliving all the great scriptures of
our humanity in our present myths, dreams, visions,
paradoxical stories and real experiences.
we are in our minds with

11

The more divided

shoulds 11 and rules, the farther

away we get from a relationship with God in the present
moment.
I love Alan Watt's description about eternal life being
the realization that the present is the only reality in his
book The Wisdom of Insecurity (1951).
Biblical sense of

11

We become free in the

the truth will set you free" when we live

each moment completely

for only then is there any semblance

of fulfillment or hope of peace.

I have remained within an

established church because of the sense of lived community I
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find there.

The people are the Body of Christ, the

communion bread only a symbol.

In my relationships, I touch

the God within them, just as my prayers and meditation are
directed to the God within me.

I feel that my journal

writing over the past three years has been a dialogue with
God, just as this dream is a message from the kingdom within
and God is present in my interpretation.

The more open I

am, the more willing I am to spend time quietly listening,
the better our communication will be.

I can save no one,

not even myself, from death, but if I learn to live in the
here-and-now, death has no more power or meaning than the
moment in which it is lived.

I have stopped searching for

the security of life after death, but find I still want
security in living.

Gloria says she will pray for me to

change so that I may be saved, and she must act according to
her belief structure.

I now realize that in living

according to mine, I am able to let her pray for me without
feeling negated--her prayer is also for herself.
I'm afraid I tried to shock her a little by telling her
she didn't have a corner on either the Christ figure or the
Trinity, but she was also aware of past mythologically
divine figures, and saw them as primitive and pagan, to be
renounced instead of embraced.

I feel as Jung did that

they are archetypal expressions of human consciousness and
will continue to be reborn into each era of human
experience.

I would love to meet a self-professed Avatar

such as Da Free John so I could ask him how he can advocate
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turning oneself over to complete love and sacrifice, and
then have the gall to ask his disciples to do their loving
and sacrificing through him--it's worse than the practice of
buying indulgences to pay for past sins!

However I have no

fear that reading his tracts might contaminate me.

On the

contrary, I use one of Da's basic questions whenever I feel
anxiety or undue worry:

avoiding relationships?

In answer

to that question, I had to tell Gloria my truth, ask my
professor about his problem with our demonstration of
psychodrama, bitch at my kids until we've worked out a
solution.
I am trying to be in relationship, especially with my
husband, whose idea of communication is very different from
mine.

We both get hurt, angry, and frustrated, but we keep

trying to make contact because it's our only chance.

In a

way it's similar to my problem with Gloria--he tends to be
dogmatic, with strong opinions, and hates change, and I
continue pushing for change and re-creating the boundary
lines, even when it's hard for him to accept my growth.

On

the outside he appears so strong, so sure, just the opposite
of how I seem to feel most of the time, but I believe he's
as insecure and afraid as I am.

The difference is that I

respond with hurt and mourning, the only emotion he ever
shows is anger.

Why is anger seen as strength, when so

often it is generated by fear, insecuirty, the need to
control or blame?

He has to carry all the anger because

I've refused to admit anger's real presence in my own
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psyche.

Anger's power to hurt was always uppermost in my

mind and it has been my job to protect everyone in my family
from feeling their own pain.
July 9, early morning:
The power of the Group is incredible--awful and
wonderful.

This force continues to work on me away from my

dream, causing its shape to grow and change, and its meaning
to expand so that the sum of its parts becomes greater than
the whole, truly a Gestalt.

Reliving the Vietnam experience

from so many different veiwpoints opened a gaping wound I'd
thought healed, and I could not contain the flood of painful
memories and emotions that poured out.

I don't believe it

will ever be completely healed for Len--he still suffers
from nightmares, sweats, unreal fear, and sometimes
dissociates as I do because so much has had to remain hidden
beneath the repression barrier.

He told me he is truly

afraid of opening up the Pandora's box inside him at this
point in his life, and so he must defend as if he were a
fortress.

I realize that his need to control must sometimes

be triggered by these unspoken terrors, just as my need to
know and manipulate comes from believing life should be
perfect and its my job to keep it that way.

It is often

hard for us to support each other in the face of our own
personal demons;

my hope is that someday when we have each

learned to embrace our own Self that we will be able to
offer strength and peace to each other.
Within his own sphere Len is an extremely
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well-functioning, capable, creative,

(even brilliant)

charismatic human being--his flip side can be blind rage,
which is easier for me to bear now that I know I don't cause
it and can't control it.

He, on the other hand, is turned

off by the detachment I use to defend myself when I can't
cope with the engulfment of the relationship and need to be
alone.

I run away, as a I was taught to do from conflict,

but am now trying to hold my ground and work the problem
through. despite my vulnerability and inability to stand
firm in my own beliefs.
Acceptance by the Group following on four years of
intense therapy has given me more confidence in my own
strength and belief in my sanity.

I'm not ashamed to admit

my pain in front of anyone there, they have shown their
support and caring through their self-disclosure.

When I

try to tell Len about my hurt, I fear he will use my
vulnerability against me and I will feel betrayed as has
happened to me in the past.

Perhaps I believe that feelings

are frightening to him unless they are cloaked in anger, and
that I dare not be sad or weak or need to mourn a loss other
than intellectually.

I feel cheated. but fear his reaction

if I tell him how devastating it is to keep half of me
locked up inside.

My certainty that he will deflect both

his own and my feelings, makes me act as if it were true and
we both lose.

Now I understand why the group members have

such impact for me.
is O.K.

I am being validated by them, all of me

If I had to I could pee in the corner of the room
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in broad daylight in front of them and they wouldn't
ridicule or deride me, they wouldn't call me names or be
disgusted and turn away from my pain and despair.

If no one

in the Group would do that, how can I continue to treat
myself that way?
I no longer need to be ruled by that internal critical,
narcissistic mother who demands perfection and wants
everything her way, the rejected feminine who becomes the
nagging, raging bitch and judges and tears away at the
foundation of my being with sharp claws.

I see her image, a

wolf-mother with yellow eyes shining in the darkness,
reflecting terror and hatred on those who would attack her
cubs as she stands guard.

Her ears are pricked, waiting to

hear a footfall, a whisper to warn her of danger.

Her mouth

is half open, the pointed fangs bared, saliva dripping off
her tongue onto the shivering cubs beneath.

She is ready to

pounce on the enemy and destroy, mawl, rip, shred--I've
lived in fear of the indwelling she-wolf all these years,
and sometimes project her onto others, becoming paralized at
the thought of being torn apart.

At other times I behave in

this predatory fashion in order to ward off my fears.

I've

been doing this subtly to my daughter Lisa for months in an
effort to prove my worth as a mother.
I told my therapist I hated him for bringing me to the
truth about myself.

I screamed at him, threw my shoes

across the room, and acted exactly like a two-year-old
because I didn't want to believe I was Sarah, the
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unnurturing mother.

But for Lisa, I am, and I had to admit

it to him, to myself, and to Lisa.

It is IDY need for her to

be responsible, to grow up, to behave well so I will look
good, to help at home, to do well in school.

I need it to

prove my goodness. to myself, to Len and to the world.

But

she is much too intelligent and aware, she knows me and my
ways, so she cannot, will not take care of me.

To do so

puts her individuality in jeopardy, she would have to be
untrue to herself and to everything she's worked on so hard
during these past two years in therapy.

So I just kept on

nipping at her heels, baring my fangs and shredding her with
my barbed wire needs.

When I asked my therapist what to do,

he would tell me that she needed to be left alone to be who
she was, to live her own life and suffer the consequences of
her actions.

I couldn't/wouldn't let her alone and she

almost destroyed herself in an effort to keep me from ruling
her life.

I could have let her fail at school, I could have

taken the car away the first accident she had, I could have
locked the door when she came home late without her key.
kept saving her from herself, but I did it for me.

My

ravening shewolf is trying to save her cub, but her
instincts are primitive, distorted by unconsciousness and
fear.

The end result is an egocentric, unnurturing

mother--me.
I felt so ugly, so dirty and disgusting and ashamed
that I couldn't be me--I get sick remembering the moment
when my therapist kept·repeating, "You need Lisa to prove
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I

you are a good mother."

I shouted, "NO, NO IT'S NOT TRUE,"

and the louder I shouted the more true it became, until I
broke down sobbing until my chest hurt.
stays, I am afraid it will continue.
it is almost impossible to stop."

He said, "If she

The pattern is so set

I remember feeling numb

all over, freezing cold and I began to shake with knowledge
of its truth.

I was terrified for her to leave; she was

somehow my light in the darkness, the special child who
understood me to her own detriment.

I not only have to let

her go, I need to help and support her in the leavetaking so
she can separate before it is too late.

I cursed Les for

showing me the question which had no immediate answer--I
told him I didn't have time to spend solving a Zen koan
about my life, I wanted a perfect solution and he couldn't
give me one.

I wanted to hurt him, make him pay for being

imperfect and withholding, but when he stood up and looked
at me, I disintegrated.

I put my head on his shoulder and

cried like a baby, he patted my back and finally I
understood--he will only tell me what I need and want to
know when I am ready.

He will let me believe I've read his

mind if that's what I need at the time, even if it's not
true and I've no real idea of what he means.

I have to ask,

to demand what I want--the direction is mine and he follows.
If I'm unsure, insecure or afraid and I say so, then we work
it out together from there.

But if I pretend omniscience or

act in a manipulatively dependent manner, he won't enlighten
me.

I asked him why he didn't explain himself and he said
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that it would be humiliating for me if I wasn't ready to see
that I didn't understand.
Dream Interpretation
Now I can begin to interpret my dream in the light of
this new knowledge--! had to be willing to be humiliated, to
admit my inability to know or control everything, before I
could grasp the significance of this dream.

Jung says that

if the dream seems to be telling you how great you are, your
interpretation is faulty, as the purpose of dreams is to
reveal areas in your life that need changing, potential for
growth, spiritual and developmental needs, and relationship
problems.

Now the dream seems to be pointing out how stuck

I am in my need to always seem right, to know the answer, to
be the "good" mother, to intuit without follow-up or proof.
I dreamed it in the Group setting because I needed to hear
in 35 voices that I will have to change my way of being if I
hope to be a "good" therapist.

What I thought was empathy

is in reality "mind-reading" as in family systems theory,
another typical enabling and rescuing behavior used for
survival in an alcoholic or other type of dysfunctional
childhood situation.

What I did to Lisa all the time was to

read my mind as hers, and I tried to manipulate my
therapist, Les, into reading mine, but he won't--damn his
hide!

In actuality, he knows he can't, he can only mirror

what I project.

I just want him to so I won't have to work

so hard or feel so much anguish in the process.
July 11:
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I couldn't finish last night, I was so exhausted
physically and emotionally--a houseguest arrived from D.C.
at 12 AM and I had to play hostess--thank God for the
actress in me!

I spent most of this morning at the

veterinarian's with two of the cats, crying until their fur
was drenched as I sat alone holding their warm purring
bodies in my arms.

All those years of keeping the tears

inside and smiling, smiling till my head ached, my jaw hurt,
and my eyes burned, were coming before my senses and each
one was being touched as if for the first time.

I can feel!

Even feeling humiliated, angry, disgusted with myself, or
frightened of change, is better than being numb, frozen
inside and afraid of the meltdown every minute of my life.
Last night when a quiet Group member began to share
herself with us, I was taken back to my second year in
therapy.

The first year I spent intellectualizing and

taking care of my therapist in such an accomplished manner
that even he didn't catch on for a few months--I could talk
as if I were feeling, I could even cry on cue after all
those years of theatre work--and it was wonderful just to be
important to someone in my own right, accepted
unconditionally even if I didn't know who I was.

When he

eventually saw through me and told me, very gently, about
how I continually crossed over his boundaries
psychologically, I was devastated.

It took me a long time,

hours of trying to keep that relationship which I had
manufactured going before I could give up.
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Then I was truly

dumb--I had

nothing to say for myself.

individual person, I did not exist!

As a separate

I had no idea what my

feelings were or where they came from.

That's when I began

doing empty chair work--a fragment of memory would surface
when I was meditating or doing active imagination,

my

therapist would pluck it out of the context and help me use
it to chip away the frozen reservoir of my feelings.

When I

told the quiet group member that I understood her silence
because I had spent most of one fifty-minute hour in
complete silence before I could accept help the Group was
flabbergasted.
My ability to appear open is a learned procedure.

For

many years I cloaked my shyness and inability to express
emotion or state feelings with armor donned during my early
teen years majoring in drama.

The one place I always felt

at home, truly comfortable, was singing--I could sing no
matter who was there.

My hidden spiritual self came alive

when I sang, and still does.

She rides on the wings of song

and brings joy to my life. and wholeness to my being.

My

grandmother's lap, grand opera on the radio, being rocked
and soothed late at night when I'd been afraid to sleep and
had sneaked into her room for comfort--these are blissful
memories and will always be associated with singing.
At the end of my second year in therapy, I began to
journal, partly as a realization that I was the one who
needed to do the work, and partly because of my support
group experience.

One member, Marion, had been journaling
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for twenty years, since taking Ira Progoff's workshop in
high school, and is more in touch with her own soul than
most people twice her 34 years. Another member, Chella,
regularly confronted my inconsistent philosophical
statements with my actual behavior.

The third member,

Sadie, who has her masters in applied theology, worked with
me weekly in guided spiritual direction.

Under their

tutelage, I read several books by John Sanford, Morton
Kelsey, and Robert Johnson, and Jung's Man and His Symbols.
My journaling accompanied me through the agony and ecstasy
of re-experiencing my infancy and childhood in therapy,
allowed me to rejoice in my reawakened spiritual life, and I
really believed I knew myself when I began this Group
practicum.

But the human interaction combined with inner

work has shown me yet another layer of that self which I
have to peel back.

The core is very deeply embedded and

reaching it will be the labor of a lifetime.

I feel the

need to go through this dream on a different level with
someone who understands the idea of the collective
unconscious, knows how to work with symbols and can guide me
without pressure.

I'm going to call Marion right now.

July 12, nightime:
Marion was very excited about my dream, and told me not
to expect answers in a hurry, that it may be months before I
discover the full significance because the dream truly
appears to be about my inner "nature."

The Jungian symbols

of soul are symbolized by natural substances, of which my
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dream abounds.

The mountain, the grass, the snow, many wood

signs, fire and the constant referral to "mother", who is
represented as nature, earth, groundedness.

There really is

no sign of this being a collective dream at all--no mythical
figures or beasts or strange phenomena.

She recommended

that I go deeper into some of the images, especially by
drawing the mountain in color, and exploring what "wood 11
means to me.

Then she asked me what was the significance of

a bathroom in my life--I had an immediate response.
Bathroom:
No privacy, the doors were always open and anyone could
enter, as they often did.

As a child, I avoided going to

the bathroom, frequently until I almost wet my pants, and I
was always constipated--who could possibly relax enough in
that atmosphere to let go?

I always took my book in the

bathroom to read in the hope that people would leave me
alone if they saw I was busy, but it didn't always work.

I

never thought to close or lock the door, privacy was
forbidden in an unspoken way as someone would always knock
and enter for a reason known only to them.

And no one else

ever closed or locked the door either--if I was taking a
shower, someone else would enter to wash up or urinate, or
just stand there and talk to me.
After I married, I found my husband had very strong
boundaries about bathroom privacy, and I eventually changed
my habits, but I never realized the violation of my physical
and psychological boundaries until I was in therapy.
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I

thought I was

lucky to be raised with so few inhibitions,

but actually in my household, growing up meant being exposed
all the time, malleable to everyone else's needs and
whims--mother. father, grandmother, brother, aunt,
uncle--and I wanted to be that way because it was my special
role.

It was like being a toy rather than a person, knowing

you were available to make someone else happy.

Oh my God, I

don't want to be someone's plaything, I want to belong to
myself, I want to be able to give my feelings full range
instead of constantly worrying about how they will affect
someone else,

I want to feel my passion instead of stuffing

it back down.

Can you imagine what a Freudian would make of

this dream?

I don't even see it as sexual except in the

sense that my physical boundaries had already been crossed
over and the bathroom issue was probably a continuing
violation that drove my feelings inward for the sake of
survival and my need to protect my latent individuation.
July 13, noon:
I realized today that I still won't spend time in the
bathroom--I take three minute showers, including washing my
hair, and can't just stand under the water and relax.

I

will not nurture myself in a feminine way at all--simple
hairstyle, no makeup, uncomplicated clothing.

A great deal

of who I am seems to harken back to my not wanting to be
noticed physically, which is ridiculous, as given my size
and coloring I do not shrink into the woodwork.

Being

natural has a special value for me--my maiden name is
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Wood--I feel bound somehow to fulfill the meaning of my
name, Beautiful Wood.

The simple pine table with the

hand-rubbed matte finish is my image of perfection, just the
thought of running my hand over the smooth surface fills me
with peace.
Godhead.

It's like resting in your arms, 0 Maternal

Each day I make time to be in your Presence alone,

even with a crazy house guest and all the kids home for
summer.

I walk to the park or sit under the apple tree in

the back yard--You are palpable, I feel your Breath on my
skin when the wind blows gently and I know that I am never
alone.

That You are always here with me in the divine

dialogue gives me peace in the midst of chaos, and I know
that our relationship is what has always sustained me, and
will accompany me on the path during this soul-searching
journey.
July 14, early morning:
I am feeling exceedingly frustrated by my lack of
artistic talent--I've no perspective and everything I draw
is so primitive that I'm embarrassed to include it within my
module, yet it's not valid without my images.

Marion

recommended that I work with color more often because my
dreamscape is so vividly available to me:

my mountain in

shades of pink and grey with the white snow atop, the
pinkish glow of the lamplight on the people's faces.

Baby

pink combined with the early morning hour is symbolic to me
of new beginnings.
this morning,

As I looked out over the Conejo Valley

I saw puffy white cumulus clouds lined with
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silver grey against a blue backdrop--it was as if I saw the
sky for the first time.
Last night at the Parish Festival I snuck into one of
the classrooms and cried silently for the old days when I
was so much a part of the show.
same way again to any parish.

I will never belong in the
After twenty-five years of

dedication as an integral part of 18 different parish teams,
I am following my instinct, my

drive, to separate. I

negotiated one more stepping-stone on the journey toward
wholeness, but in giving up that job as music and liturgy
coordinator, I also gave up tremendous power and support.

I

stand here alone, quivering with both fear and excitement on
the brink of a new life, but tears of sadness keep welling
up because I haven't finished mourning the loss of the old
self.

That self was in control and knew what to do, her

mask was charisma and she held people in the palm of her
hands.

Letting go of that kind of power was a struggle of

great proportion but also necessary for my survival, as I
could no longer subvert myself to an authority with which I
held no credence.

Personal enlightenment rarely seems to

follow the wide, even, normal path--in some areas of my life
I'm struggling up the mountain hand over hand, and in others
I can't even crawl. Some days I wish it could be easier.
Our houseguest just came out and joined me for coffee
on the patio before he left for work at six and I realize
that his presence has added to our usual confusion.

When we

moved here six years ago from Virginia, he took over Len's
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choir and directed our farewell mass at the end of July
1980.

His decision to move out has made me nostalgic,

recalling our journey here and how strongly it has affected
me.

He told me last night that Len is much the same--a

little mellower, less frenetic and easier to talk with
because he stands still longer.

But he can't believe how

different I am, no longer a shadow of Len or Fr. Keane, but
a separate individual, a person with thoughts and feelings
who knows her own mind.

He said that I seem to be growing

younger as I am maturing--maybe this is the rebirth
phenomenon I am experiencing; if so, the labor pains are
agony.
July 14, evening:
Are you there, Lord?

Because I really don't know where

I'm going now and I need to discuss it with someone who
understands.

I spent the whole day paying attention to

where my body was in relation to my feelings, reactions, and
statements, and worked at making them congruent, especially
with my patients in the hemodialysis unit.

Today I became

very aware of how close to death many of them are--feeling
that made me unable to play the social worker's game, but it
made the time spent with them so much more alive that I
could sense our combined presence in a tangible way.

I came

home totally exhausted but in a much better frame of mind
about my work.

When I present my case during supervision

tomorrow, I'm going to ask my supervisor for more input on
images of death.

How can I help others deal with their
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fears or face their dragons if I haven't worked through my
own grief?
It struck me today that only my native Spanish speaking
patients openly voice their thoughts about life and death;
the three women I counsel, ages 47 to 84, have very similar
attitudes.

God is seen as the orchestrator of their fate in

the long run, although they have input along the way.

Even

if they should decide to go off the hemodialysis machine, it
would not be considered suicide, as it is a life support
system.

They have each told me that God will guide them

when the time comes.

Death will be in His time, not theirs.

My older North American patients seem to fight death to the
teeth as if God were the adversary and if they admit Death
exists, it will reach out and grab them before they are
ready.

It hurts to see their loss of dignity and to watch

day by day as their vital functions diminish, but as long as
they have the will to live, we do everything in our power to
give them the best possible quality of life.

In England, a

dialysis patient is automatically taken off the machine at
age 65--it must be like a sentence to the electric chair
with no possibility of reprieve, but in another way may give
a sense of respect and continuity to the remaining life
span.
My husband's father died of cancer when he was 47, and
Len spent the past year, his 48th, looking back at his own
life and realizing some of the fear and rage he had felt
during his lengthy dying process and releasing some of the
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long-suppressed sorrow.

I had forgotten that his father

died on July 6--no wonder the 4th of July Liberty
celebration meant so much to him.

Perhaps it seemed as if

his father's death, which resulted ten years later from that
terrible wound he received at the Battle of Normandy was
finally vindicated by the country's show of support.

Then

yesterday, when the President announced the CIA's
involvement in Nicaraga, he fumed about another imminent
Vietnam;

haven't we learned our lesson after so many

mistakes, how can we teach our brothers to kill each other
on our own soil, and worst of all to the send the CIA, which
tends to be overly paranoid with a skewed concept of
reality!

So death rests uppermost in my mind on so many

fronts that I am feeling a strong urgency to face my own
feelings about dying--otherwise I cannot be there for those
who need me.
reconciled

Was it only last week that I was feeling
with death?

How fickle I am!

July 15, early morning:
My God what a gift you give me in this picture of my
mountains!

As I imaged visually the shape and color, felt

what it would be like there, I realized something about
myself that I have been denying forever.

I want to see

where I am putting my feet, I want to know where I stand,
I'm tired of the other person setting the limits, making the
decisions, placing the boundaries, telling me what they
want.

My needs, wants, desires, opinions, choices are

important, and I can act on them.
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I deflect people when

they tell me this is so, then I behave in a completely
contrary manner by picking up the ball and running with it,
often without waiting to hear what the play is.
I want to be in absolute control without anyone else
knwoing that I am the puppeteer manipulating the strings.

I

won't go up the mountain until I know I can get down on my
own, yet I am terrified of being left on the ground alone.
Suddenly the insight which appeared to be such a gift has me
shaking with fear because I do not understand what it means.
Am I really that afraid to trust?
ability or someone elses's support?
do with my dream?

To trust in either my own
WHat does this have to

Overtaking me is that same inner panic

felt as I crouched in the corner by the stove, feeling
complete despair over humiliating myself in front of 35
peers from whom I desire respect, warmth and understanding.
Tears fill my eyes, yet I am tugging on my hair

in~

frustration and dismay--as if to yank myself from this
painful place ....
July 15, late evening:
Why didn't You rescue me from myself?

How can You when

I will not surrender? I put my head on the desk and
cried--not healing tears because I can't admit the source of
their pain, I can't let go.

I'm recalling my frustration

over the Group tonight--the stubbornly closed-off ones who
seem to need begging and cajoling and given plenty of space
and time, and even then won't or can't work to their
advantage.

They have to cling to their belief system for
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protection.

I was aware of how much Eleanor reminds me of

my husband, although it takes me longer to react to her
because she is passive rather than aggressive in her
presentation.

However, her needs seem to be the same:

"I

need to be in control of my life all the time or I will feel
insecure and unloved, and if you don't understand and agree,
you don't love me.

If I truly allow myself to feel my

empathy, anger, despair, or deep sorrow, it will take over
my whole person and I will be consumed by it.

So I will

explain it all to you coldly,and clearly, in perfect logic
but without affect (my husband uses anger instead of the
flat tone, but it decimates in the same way), and you are
unfeeling, uncaring, and selfish if you don't understand me
perfectly and do what I need."

No wonder I'm feeling so

desparate--I can't begin to fulfill his needs and I've had
no idea of how to express mine in a way that they can be
heard.

But I am not

ready to give up, I still have hope.

You know, Lord, how hard I am trying to grow, to learn,
to become, and how often I fail daily.

Len is also trying

in his way--he tells me how he feels, but still needs me to
feel it too.

He is so much more capable of action than I

am--he runs well on automatic pilot, and I'm trying to
surrender the steering to You, realizing that I have no
internal co-pilot.

I can't understand his way and he can't

accept mine, and we try to create homeostasis in our
mixed-up family system with three articulate, independent,
adolescents who each intend to drive their own craft.
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To

mix a metaphor, of course I can't pilot my ship up such an
unfathomable insurmountable course!
I don't want to feel Len's voice beating on me
interminably so I run and hide--in books, with the kids and
my friends, at school and work, shopping or the yard.
HATE IT!

~

Nothing I say or do seems to affect it, then I

hear Eleanor's pain and sadness reflected through her voice
and know Len is feeling the same way.

Twenty-six years of

responsibility, of commitment and caring, of beleving in our
love--it should be enough but we both want more.

I just

can't take responsibility for his feelings anymore, I must
give that up for both our sakes.

I know he doesn't believe

I ever did anything, yet he must continue to prove his worth
by doing more.

I have used his structure, relied on his

capacity for organization and follow through, but now that
I'm struggling to build my own I often do nothing in either
of our eyes.

What insanity this is to do my homework after

ten at night so I don't take away from his time!

Time is

owned by no one, but I realize that my mother used to wield
time as a weapon and I rebelled very systematically against
her programming.

Sometimes guilt overtakes me and I see

where I've superimposed the fear of my mom's scheduling on
my present life, making Len the timekeeper and then feeling
furious because I've allowed myself to be manipulated and
controlled by my consuming need and his righteous anger.
Rage is another huge, unclimbable mountain in my life, and
instead of letting it out, I make Len carry it for both of
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us.

I feel so exhausted by my deathgrip on anger's voice

dwelling within me and my rigid defense against the rage
battering me externally that I can hardly write.

I'm

paralized at the foot of the mountain range--can't take one
step forward or backward.
July 16, early morning:
The Lamp:
The first thing I did on waking was to draw the lamp
again, this time in color as Marion had suggested.

As usual

she was right, for in drawing it I felt a strong sense of
internal energy.

The firm, solid wooden table feels stable,

comforting, as if I am grounded.

The brass base of the lamp

has a burnished patina, not highly polished, but soft and
smooth to the touch.

Suddenly I find myself drawing a wide

black ring above the base as if to let myself know that my
shadow is entering the picture--immediately the somatic
symptoms of total panic present, and I am aware of how they
are triggered emotionally.

Ancient images flash through my

head and I try to blot them out, my stomach churns, the band
tightens around my head, and my breath fills the chest
cavity, constricting my throat and cutting off air and
sound.

My insides feel pulled apart, violently separated

but I am doing nothing, just thinking.

I lean into the

feelings and embrace them as I visualize the green leather
chair and my father's protective lap, and I try to reconcile
my remembrance of his caring, loving nature with my
overwhelmingly agonizing reliving of his longing for a
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perfectly responsive partner in an intimate relationship.

A

little girl should not have her daddy all to herself, the
responsibility is a burden and the closeness can be
engulfing.

But I wanted it, demanded it, and he always gave

me what I asked for, because that was what he wanted, too.
This lamp symbolizes my reality as I see and feel it
today.

Until I drew the red globe, I was unawre of the

underlying blue light glowing through--a flame which for
several years has been an indicator of my inner energy--my
life force.

In a previous experience, I imaged my heart in

a thin red outline which encompassed an ever-moving field of
blue lazer lights that pulse through my veins, giving me an
incredible source of power, warmth, psychic energy, the
ability to give and receive unconditional love.

My heart

was my connection to You-- to the Godhead, the Spirit alive
within me.

Now in this lamp I realize that your Spirit is

intergenerational--that somehow my father had a part in
creating that spirit within me and it is not just Your touch
which instilled it there.

My passionate nature, my zest for

life, the intense spiritual bonding I experience, are gifts
from my father which I have been unwilling to admit or
accept ever since I became aware that his is not the perfect
idealized image I have protected inside me for a lifetime.
I've needed to reject that primitive, passionate energy
because it was cloaked in the memories of the old green
armchair.

Just as last night I tried to suppress my

immediate response to Eleanor's behavior, and by holding
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back allowed it to build up to the point of explosion.
frequently this has occurred in my life recently!

How

My

apprehension about this energy source leaves me powerless to
channel it, to use it wisely and with compassion.

I sat

with Eleanor for ten minutes, trying to express my
acceptance of her many positive qualities, but all she could
see or feel at the moment were my previous suggestions to
let go, to surrender, and the group leader's challenge to be
aware of her secondary gains for holding on despite her
knowledge that she doesn't get what she says she wants.
The commonality of emotional and mental behavior--the
archetypal pattern--that exists between Eleanor and my
husband, between her husband and me is becoming very clear.
We choose in our mates, our friends, what we are missing in
ourselves, in hopes of feeling whole and integrated.

If we

are not fully conscious of these patterns, either in
ourselves or others, we will not be able to live
harmoniously, because our relationships are out of balance.
Only through acceptance and understanding of the opposites
in ourselves can we journey together toward wholeness,
toward individuation.

I will never be whole as long as I

reject the shadow qualities that remind me of my father.

My

group experience has created a kind of synchronicity with my
inner work--it is not by chance that Eleanor is in my group,
or that we ended up with the group leaders we have.

Each of

us was meant to be there because of the universal direction
in which we are moving, but our individual input is changing
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and reshaping the dynamic of all our lives as we come
together in the group.

The microphysicist Wolfgang Pauli

points out that we need to concern ourselves with the
participatory role of the observer, both conscious and
unconscious, in psychology as in modern physics, a concept
he formulated while working closely with Jung.

I feel this

effect within the Group--even a person's silence may speak
very loudly.
July 17, 8 AM:
Thank you, Lord, for being there with me yesterday in
my own

agony in the garden.

I knew when I entered Les's

office that it would be a turning point in our relationship,
but I had no idea how strong the impact would be.

I've

wanted to show him the picture I drew of us after the vision
I had two months ago, but have felt too ashamed and
embarrassed, afraid because it was a strong statement of who
I am and how I see him in relation to me.

I can't even put

the picture in my journal as it is too private to display,
but because it is a part of my ongoing dream journal work, I
need to process my feelings and learn how I finally was able
to move so far yesterday.

By his understanding that the

picture expresses the innocence and purity which I do not
believe I ever had, but which he acknowledged as present in
a palpable way, I was finally able to talk with him about
boundaries.

Never will I ask him what I want to know

because I ought to have the answer already, and I told him
exactly that.

I do the same in class, with my friends and
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family, it 1 s what I was taught to do from infancy.

I never

remember anyone in my family express an emotional need
aloud, and rarely even told anyone what they wanted someone
else to do.

It all either had to be intuited or someone

else had to voice it for you.

I 1 ve tried and tried to

manipulate Les into doing this for me and he won•t.
to believe he just wasn•t

11

I used

gifted 11 in that way, so I could

absolve him, but recently he has told me that even if he
could read minds, he wouldn 1 t

read mine.

I was hurt at

first, then furious, and said so.
Yesterday for the first time I was able to state my
own needs for his positive encouragement, and to tell him
when he crossed over my boundaries and touched areas of
feeling I wasn 1 t

ready to admit or express.

Before I would

either mold myself to what I.imagined his opinion to be, or
contract inward in a panic and dissociate, thus having to
suppress even more an awareness which was beginning to
surface.

His very honest, nonjudgemental appraisal and his

understanding that I used naivete to cover my assumed loss
of innocence freed me to continue exploring while I waited.
I reread my journal during the hour between sessions, since
my daughter Lisa had to work and I was also taking her
session at six.

When I went back in, I described to him

some of the working through done with this dream.

As I

opened the binder to the picture of the mountain, I could
feel my hands and feet going numb, and told him right away
what was happening--the mountain represents control of my
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body.

That I am not afraid to climb it, but I want to see,

know, and feel every step of the way and I can't do that if
I am backing down in search of a toehold.

I said that right

now I am losing control of my body, it no longer feels like
a part of the whole--I don't belong to it anymore and I
don't want to feel what is happening to it.
That's it!

I need to divorce myself from all physical

feeling, so I just go numb and let this externalized,
projected force take me over from "out there."

Actually, I

am victimizing myself, allowing my thought and emotions to
attack my own body rather than blast that perfect father
image I keep trying to protect.

Why can't I see that he

doesn't exist outside my own mind?

My therapist said,

so the persecutor inside continues to win,

·"And

the violation

goes on in secret, and your innocence and purity must remain
hidden from you in order to protect him and yourself."
I erupted, the rage began to take me over as if it were
a foreign object planted inside me, suddenly sprouting into
violent passionate fury.

This time I directed the rage--not

at myself or Les, but at the straw man who hurt me by being
human.

I told him how much it hurt, what it felt like, how

I hated him for keeping me so needy and dependent, and I
beat the pillows and the floor with my fists.

At one point

I began to contract, and he said, "Don't push if back in,
let it out in the open where it belongs."

So I pounded and

raged and then felt frustrated because I couldn't feel the
pain myself.

I cried,

"It doesn't hurt enough" and beat
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hard on the floor.

He said,

"It's not you that you want to

hurt anymore--for all these years you've felt the pain
engulfing you, swallowing you whole.
feel the pain now?

Who do you want to

You're not angry about it, who are you

angry with?"
Finally I collapsed from weariness, out of breath and
so tired I wanted to fall asleep right there on the floor.
But I felt free!

The cutting sensation, the stabbing pains

in my internal organs were gone and my body was not being
acted on as if from some force beyond my control, making me
feel powerless.

My legs were shaking so hard I couldn't get

up and my arms were too weak to push up the weight of my
body, so I just rested there in peace.

When I asked him how

come I felt so ennervated, he grinned and replied that if
I'd been sitting in his chair I'd understand.

He said he'd

rarely witnessed such a powerful force at work--I had
expended a tremendous amount of psychic and physical energy.
I then recalled how much I had hated my body this year.
Everything has gone wrong with it and I've pretended it
didn't belong to me.

Since September I've gained 12 pounds,

I can't seem to alter my poor eating habits, and I've
neglected

exercising.

In the past seven months I've been

wearing frumpy clothes and have felt ugly, dirty and
unnattractive--all the things I was feeling in my dream when
I knew I could no longer control my bodily functions and
feared I would expose my naked primitive nature and my
overwhelming dependency needs to my entire class.
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Our unconcious uses powerful symbols to communicate our
inner needs so that we may discover the pathway to
enlightenment.

John Sanford calls our dreams "God's

forgotten language" and speaks of the kingdom of God within
us as a totally different universe with which we must
maintain constant contact in order to make it on life's
journey toward wholeness.

Lord, I did not realize the power

of this endowment, although I have always been aware of your
Indwelling Spirit.

Until yesterday I had not experienced it

as my power, a holy energy or inner light which shines on
the truth and sets me free through my awareness.

Since

that moment I have been so in touch with my body being a
part of me,

connected in the same way the blue light

symbolizing energy in my lamp is connected to the electrical
system with enough power to light the world.

THe holistic

"I" can control what I take in even though I may crave or
feel a psychic need to ingest differently.
The word "congruent"

breathes with new life for

me--true peace of mind, inner spirituality bonded with
outward wholeness, fitting together like a well-cut jigsaw
puzzle.

Innocence comes with congruence--knowing without

being soiled or destroyed by the knowledge, as opposed to
naivete--knowing but not seeing, the pretense that it isn't
there.

Oh my God, I am suddenly afraid of the path opening

up before me, now there is no turning back.
strength to travel it?

Have I the

This tentative new self who speaks

up, gives opinions, shows real feelings because they can't
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be contained any longer, is honest about differences, she
must say no--or yes.

Just now I can be only who I am.

In

Group Tuesday I wanted to hold back and give the two less
verbal women space they seemed to need.

When the quiet one

shared I didn't question her, and only brought up my similar
experience of blocking to make her feel more comfortable.
When I heard and watched how our group leader handled her
resistance and fear, I marveled at his skill and compassion.
My inadequacy worries me, I have no techniques and
realize that I don't know how to do therapy.

I believe I

understand much of how people's process works, and my
intuition will be a really valuable tool now that I know I
am not actually feeling for any one else.

I can usually

relate to others' experience and understand based on the
strength of contact within that relationship, but I do not
feel their feelings, as I used to believe.

When our group

leader keeps on reframing, reflecting back what he sees
there, little by little the feelings come to the surface and
people begin to get in touch with the inner self which in
the past has been so well defended. I do not have this
ability to lower defenses in that same way, and don't know
how to learn it.

With the quiet one I was fine being a part

of the process because I had been there myself.

But with

Eleanor I let myself be pulled in by her lack of affect.
A similar sense of frustration and impatience grasped
me last November with one of the women in the weekend
psychodrama workshop.

How can someone be so logical and
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verbal while remaining so completely detached emotionally
from the process?

This is an obvious countertransference

response in me, I know because it reminds me of how the
group was feeling about me during the empty chair work with
my father part--I could feel and express sadness, hurt,
despair--where was the appropriate anger?
on myself!

All turned inward

No wonder I tried to force Mandy to voice her

rage in class; I can feel rage for her, but not for me.
More clearly than ever do I see the absolute requirement
that a therapist work through developmental stages, personal
relationship problems and other unfinished business before
going out to practice on clients.

It's too easy to project

one's shadow onto others, to be ignore or deny
countertransference issues, to employ favorite defense
mechanisms one is not conscious of, and especially to need
to maintain control at all times, even in areas which do not
obviously affect the therapeutic relationship.

To know

thyself through individuation seems to be the only answer,
and that is a tremendous, neverending undertaking.
I want to continue working here, but if I don't get on
with the final I'll have no time left to prepare.
stomach ties in knots at the thought of it.

My

The more I

study, the less I seem to know, espcially the Gestalt theory
which our group elected to present.

The theory is

ephemeral, it's the process which makes it work, and I don't
know enough to live it in practice.

Group has shown me how

little I do know, that all I really have is my own
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experience and I can't always apply it in other cases.

So

dig in, Linda, and do your best.
July 17, after Group:
It seemed strange in Group tonight.

Although we were

not working on a deep feeling level individually we all were
able to share something very personal, and to be more
congruent at a group level.

I felt a real sense of

indentification with Art's dilemma tonight--it is so sad to
see yourselves drifting apart and to wonder if the strength
and commitment are there to put the relationship back
together.

During the toughest years of our marriage,

(Mahler would call it the rapprochement) when I would
withdraw from the scene of battle, Len would find the stress
of silence unbearable, and pack his suitcase to flee from
the chaos.

In the end my strong dependency needs and fear

of abandonment would force me to break down and beg him to
stay.

Neither of us could maintain contact long enough to

work it through.

Then about three years ago he did it and I

said nothing, I just let him go.

He drove around the block,

came back in the house and poured out his pain and rage
until I finally heard and we reconciled on a different level
of commitment.
The last time Len spoke of leaving, the anger was
spent, his voice was quiet and the words matter of fact, "I
don't think I can live here anymore."

My answer was also

calm, that if he couldn't, maybe he needed to move out for
awhile and see if it felt better for him.
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That was in

January when we began the be Free family substance abuse
program to help our adolescents cope with peer pressure.
Len wasn't sold on the idea and found it very difficult to
participate in.

The family sessions made him feel attacked,

and when he really vented his feelings, the two therapists
agreed with him that if it made him that uncomfortable, he
shouldn't return.

He didn't, but then felt alienated and

out of contact with the rest of the family.

I almost

suggested that he take time out and go north to see his
brother, a time out to regroup and gain perspective, when he
agreed to return for the summer group family meetings and it
seems to be working out all around.

I still feel ambivalent

over pressuring him, despite the fact that it's been very
effective with the children in the long run, and I am always
on tenterhooks preparing for his renewed objections.
Now I begin to understand my own strong control issues;
as a child I had no mental amd physical boundaries or limits
to rely on, and as an adult I have had no emotional
controls.

My feelings and actions were subjugated to my

dependency needs, and by taking care of Len's his needs.
fears, and desires I protect myself from fear of rejection
and abandonment.

It never occurred to either of us that

anything else was possible or desireable:

a culturally

transmitted, familially inherited fait accompli.
Although I like Eleanor and find her an empathic
person, I begin to feel the need to protect myself whenever
she speaks of her expectations of her husband.
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I want to

tell her, "Let go, back off, allow him more breathing space,
when you push he becomes less able to act as you desire, he
will have to run instead of staying to love and comfort you.
You are smothering him with your needs."

But of course she

is more aware of her own needs, feels they are valid, and
that she should demand her right to have them met.

If I've

learned nothing else from four years of intensive therapy,
I'm aware now that I cannot fulfill anyone else's needs and
they cannot fill mine; I just can't live the reality of that
knowledge yet!
Even as toddlers we need to begin learning acceptance
of responsibility for our own feelings, actions, and
emotional needs, although I doubt that many of us in our
society learned this in the secure and loving atmosphere
which makes it possible to individuate fully.

As adults we

must continue the process, which includes taking care of our
own basic safety and security needs with self-reliance, very
difficult in a society in which half the population was
trained to be dependent.

My inbred psychological dependency

enrages me and often makes me feel unvalued, unequal as a
human being, but this is my problem and not anyone's fault.
However, if someone comes to me with a cup half empty when
mine is always half full, communication will be difficult
while I am in the process of learning to let go of my
enabling habits.

I always assume it's my job to fill the

cup from my own.
July 18, morning:
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Today brings me to an area of Jungian analysis which I
have avoided so far because it is very complex, and I wasn't
sure I could navigate through.

Now I must act on my recent

awareness that how I perceive things, often so differently
from my friends and family, determines largely who I am.
Studying Jung's personality types and attitudes has helped
me to define and understand myself on this journey towards
Self.

Sadie, who also has her doctorate in counseling

psychology, gave our support group the short form of the
Myers-Briggs type indicator based on Jungian types last
January.

It is merely an indicator of what I already knew

about myself, but Sadie was surprised by the results because
they were extremely high numerically in all four of the
measured typologies and she had never scored a test with
that sort of balance.

The results were as follows:

E
Extraverted
7/10

N

F

Intuitive

Feeling

19/20

16/20

p

Perceiving
15/20

I am now in my fourth stage of development, age 35-50,
and at the supposed end stage of an Extraverted Intuitive
with Auxiliary Feeling.

After checking out the brochure, I

discovered that the test reacts differently when given
orally, so I took it again last month on the actual test
sheet.

The first letter changed significantly, 5/10, and

the others remained the same, but I feel more comfortable on
the edge of this new category.

My extraversion is a learned

device that I use for protection, and as I become safer in
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myself, I need it less often.

I am actually an:

Introverted

p

F

N

I

Intuitive

Feeling

Perceiving

Introverted Feeler with Auxiliary Intuiting
Stage I:

Introverted Feeler

As a child from 6-12 I was always intent on pleasing
others, but I was very shy, wouldn't answer the phone, spent
a lot of time reading in a corner and riding horseback alone
in the hills.

I always felt a responsibility to keep

harmony in the family and felt guilty if I couldn't maintain
it.
Stage II:

Extroverted Intuiting

From 12-20 I worked with my imagination constantly in
theatre, music, aloud in the company of others, and as long
as I could use a character persona for protection I forgot
my shyness in the excitement of the creative process.

I

daydreamed, was forgetful of details but went straight for
the essence, especially in my blossoming spiritual
relationship. I gave up efficiency in search of imaginative
prospects for the future.
Stage III:

Introverted Sensing

I turned to cultivating the life of the senses within
me from 20-35, giving birth, nurturing and playing with my
four children, making pottery, painting, sewing, gardening,
and cooking.

I began to become more aware of my

relationships with other people, and I went back to school
twice.

Once in hopes of finishing my BA (I didn't), but
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also to the Monterey Language School for 9 months where I
did learn to speak Spanish, and spent 7 years in south
America using it. And I taught pre-school for a delightful
three year period.

As usual I continued my work in church

liturgy and music.
Stage IV:

Extroverted Thinking

I am now in the 35-50 year age bracket, 46 to be exact.
I was 36 when my youngest began first grade and I found
myself wanting to do something different.

I'd allowed

feelings from inside to rule my life, but had never let them
to the surface where I could think about them rationally and
become more cognitively aware.
My behavior became more assertive, I gained some
detachment and didn't need to please everyone else all the
time.

I've gradually learned to express hostile or

resentful feelings, am learning to voice anger, and have
rebelled against my previous attitude of submission to
other's domination.

My own vigor and power frightens me at

times, but I am determined to keep my new-found sense of
freedom and to continue the search for my truth.

I am less

afraid to question the ideas and beliefs of others because I
can bear more criticism myself and can accept the shame of
being wrong.

I am allowing myself to be seen and known by

others for the first time in my life.
In our investigation of Jung's typology, Sadie and I
referred-to two excellent books:

From Image to Likeness, by

Grant, Thompson, and Clarke (1983), and Please Understand
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Me, by Keirsey and Bates (1978).

Keirsey agrees with Jung•s

concept of basic personality types, that there is no single
primary instinct, and therefore to attempt to change another
person to our way causes damage rather than transformation.
He believes that we do violence to others if we assume their
differences are flaws or afflictions, and it will also
diminish our ability to interact with others.

Keirsey

helped me to understand why I am a seeker--he describes the
NF woman as one who can never truly be herself because her
purpose is to search for self-actualization, often causing
guilt and frustration at the impossibility of her task.
I see in myself this Appollonian hunger to know both
the sacred and the profane centered on people rather than
things, seeking out relationship over abstraction, with
interaction replacing action.

My drive to become Self

involves both individuation and relationship.

Grant (1983},

says we must use our failures and flaws to minister to
enlightenment and liberation, recognizing the shadow and
using its latent energies creatively in the pursuit of
wholeness.

Keirsey describes Carl Rogers expressing the

prototypical NF temperament by this quote:

"Becoming a

person means that the individual moves toward being,
knowingly and acceptingly, the process which he inwardly and
actually is. 11 (Rogers, 1961, p. 176).

Empathy is my primary

mode as a therapist, and I have always identified with
Roger's person-centered philosophy.
In my search for wholeness at this time in my life I
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must develop fully both the attitude--extraversion--and the
function--thinking--which I had put off, neglected, and
ignored in the past.

Taking the job of Co-ordinator of

Music for a very large parish which required my working as
leader in many groups of people, accepting responsibility
for my own ideas and decisions, finishing my BA at Santa
Barbara with 200 semester hours from five universities, and
now returning for my master's in mY chosen field:
these acts were giant steps on my journey.

all of

Using my brain

and accepting and voicing my feelings kept me from going
crazy, becoming addicted, or having a wild, mid-life affair,
an idea with which my seductive and creative self flirted.
Instead, I have chosen to work through my feelings in
intensive analytic therapy, I have close personal friends of
both sexes with whom I can share my life, I have remained
committed in a difficult but increasingly passionate and
rewarding marriage, and I am developing my spiritual nature
through meditation and the dream journal process.

I am on

the road to individuation--end stop, enlightenment.
In my dream, Sarah represents the shy, frightened,
anxious me from 6-12 years, Layne is my vital carefree
adolescence from 12-20, Amy plays the natural mother who
reigned from 20-35, and Larry shares with Renee my present
experience of developing both my analytical skills and my
ability to express my thoughts and feelings.

And I am more

than all of these images in one be-coming process:
shadow, personas, ego and Self.
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animus,

Tonight I am feeling strong and brave, not so
overwhelmed by emotion that I am unable to think or decide.
Tomorrow, my Lord, touch me with your wisdom so that I may
pull together my reflections and impressions to focus on an
overall interpretation of where I am in my dream life and my
inner work.

Inwardly I perceive a sense of calm, I am

unruffled and at peace in Your love and acceptance.
July 19, early morning:
My Lord and My God, I feel your warmth and love
radiating from within me as if you were the sun's rays
spreading out from my chest and filling every part of my
body.

The darkness within is becoming warmth and

brightness.

There is a reddish-gold glow coursing through

my veins, giving off radiant heat, soft light and healing
love.

I am a baby being held close to her mother's breast,

feeling the heat of her body and touching the warmth and
softness of her skin.

I smell the delicate perfume of her

skin and sense the beat of her heart--it is my heart that is
beating.

I am holding myself.

being healed by my process.

I am healing myself, and

My journey into self has led my

soul to touch Your soul and discover that We are One.

My

encounter with my shadow, the violent, primitive urge to
release the garbage stored within after all these years is
being given free rein, and instead of running amok has led
me to a place of blessed relief and to a calmer, fuller,
acceptance of my total self.

These split-off areas are

reconnecting, as if the current runs through my whole body
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now rather than being blocked from moving through certain
parts due to an electrical short or broken circuit.

As I

was sitting here quietly in the sunshine before I began to
write, I visualized all the colors of the spectrum flowing
through my body and with the entry of each color my mood and
affect changed, my breathing slowed or accelerated, and then
I relaxed between each change.
First blood red flowed through my veins, I saw the
dialysis machine, and the tears flowed for my patients in
their trapped existence and for the immediacy of my sense of
physical mortality

and fear of continued loss.

As the

orange moved in my tears subsided and I listened to my
steady breathing and began to feel in contact with my body.
Yellow brought some anxiety and I had to concentrate on
breathing in through my nose and out through my mouth until
the green entered.

As in my dream I was nauseated, my

entire body felt ill as I sensed the yellow-green fluid
filling me--suddenly I tasted bile and I knew.

The same

sensation and taste I've had in the reliving of being
totally engulfed is somehow connected with the chartreuse
color of urine in the form of bile.

There is pressure in my

chest, the panic of suffocation followed by an intense urge
to vomit.

All the primitive bodily sensations are tied into

the colors in my dream and can be triggered by contact with
them. I moved on through the spectrum, feeling cold and dead
as the dark green coursed into icy blue blood, turning to a
purple stream which weighted me down with its heavy burden.
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By the time the violet entered, my breathing was very slow
and my body motionless, suspended in time and space.
The cycle reversed, purple returned and this time it
was royal, rich velvet and caressed me and carried me into
the electric blue of intense psychic energy.

The sky

blue-green led me to nestle in the spring green of Mother
Earth, and the color filled me within and without--I was
part of the universe.

Yellow green bloomed from my hands

and sprouted from my feet until it reached up and touched
the bright golden sun.

The sun reached down and its rays

filled me as if from within, becoming a warm soothing orange
balm, healing my wounds, salve for my open bleeding hurts.
I embraced the rich blood red color because it was life, and
I embrace life in all of its fullness.
Life--my dream portrays my lack of control in my life,
my inablility to empower myself.

Not in the sense of fate

or surrender, but in the areas where control is possible and
desired in my relationships.

In relationship with myself, I

give up control when I deny reality in the process of living
it, when I don't express thoughts or feelings and don't
listen to my body talk, when I repress the shadow side or
deny its existence instead of embracing it as a part of who
I am.

All of my energy, my drive is hidden within and I

need to be in constant touch with my primitive, physical,
sexual, earthy nature as well as my strong cognitive and
reasoning powers in order to function as a mature adult.

My

body isn't controlled by forces beyond me--I am responsible
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for my actions, thoughts and sensations.

I have no

disembodied somatizations--I create the emotions which
trigger the physiological responses.

I cannot control the

world around me or any of the people in it, but I can
interact and cause movement by being who I am--that is my
power:

being aware of myself, living consciously, paying

attention to my feeling states and respecting the other
person's self, thoughts, feelings, and physical presence and
being attentive to them.

Beyond that, I need to see my

responsibility within the broader areas of collective
existence--taking a stand, choosing life, being a factor
when and where I am able in the world sphere.
My dream has had a major impact on my life because it
has made me aware of my unconsciousness and showed me that I
am responsible for my own ignorance.

No one else is going

to point out my fears, express my anger, experience my pain,
delight in my joy, utilize my cognitive powers, or exercise
my body.

For so many years I waited, expecting life to just

happen to me without my active participation, thinking I
could side-step the process by denying or repressing its
reality.

Now I want to be set free to live the truth of the

Self--individuation is accepting full responsibility for
one's own life.

Enlightenment is living responsibly in the

knowledge that I am only living this moment, eternally.

It

may be months or years before the Lysis, or final outcome,
of this dream process occurs.

I am completing this section

with a simple ritual, a mandala of my dream spectrum.
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Chapter Three

Review of the Literature
"Suppose someone told you that there was something
that spoke to you every night, that always presented
you with a truth about your life and soul, that was
tailor-made to your individual needs and particular
life-story, and that offered to guide you throughout
your lifetime and connect you with a source of wisdom
far beyond yourself.

And, furthermore, suppose that

all of this was absolutely free.

Naturally you would

be astonished that something like this existed.

Yet

this is exactly the way it is with our dreams."
(Sanford, 1978, p. 5).
Sanford explains that ancient man's ·belief in dreams
gave him a constant connection to the sources of spiritual
life, that the Fathers of the early Church believed that
most of man's knowledge of God came from dreams, but in our
culture today, many people are cut off spiritually and a
wide gulf has emerged "between our conscious life and the
life of our souls." (p. 7).

It is the contention of Jungian

dream analysis that if the dreamer learns to pay attention
to the voice inside, he or she will be able to fulfill the
basic human desire for wholeness.
"Dreams are the most frequent and universally accepted
source for the investigation of man's symbolizing facility."
(Jung, 1964, p. 24).

Whereas many people, Freud included,

82

•

have claimed that dreams are a cover-up for some hidden
cause or meaning underneath, Jung believed they are clear
expressions of our nature which mean exactly what they say
(Jung, 1933, p. 6).

The difficulty with dreams is that they

speak in symbolic language, and in order to discover their
meaning and understand them, one must know and understand
the dreamer's individual symbolism.

Since it is the

dreamer's special language which informs the dream,

c.

G.

Jung felt that the best way to learn the true meaning of a
dream was for the dreamer to talk about the dream as it
occurred in his or her psychic world and relate it to the
immediate circumstances of the dreamer's life (Jung, 1953,
p. 61) •

It is my hypothesis, based on the concepts of Jungian
dream analysis, that it is possible to learns the symbolic
language of our dreams and use it to communicate with the
unconscious part of our psyche, and by this means achieve
individuation to a greater extent than is usually possible.
We may be able to realize parts of ourselves which are
divided out and separated from our conscious existence,
parts that we often project onto others, making relationship
difficult.

Paying attention to our dreams is also a means

of achieving balance in our lives, of discovering in what
areas we need compensation.

Rather than doing violence to

our psyches by sticking.with one fixed interpretaion, we
must be aware of our religious, philosophical and moral
values (Jung, 1933. p. 21).

Only then can we determine if
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our personal symbolic construction evolves from an archtypal
pattern which is universal and which may relate to a greater
collective unconscious, thus bringing us closer to an
understanding and acceptance of our fellow human beings as
well as ourselves (1933. p. 22).

Often it is necessary to

refer to studies of primitive folklore and mythology in
order to understand the images used by the unconscious to
lead us back to "the restoration of the total personality."
(p. 26).

In Jungian analysis, the long range goal is the

successive assimilations of the materials of the unconscious
into the psyche, thus bringing about individuation:

the

integration of the entire person into reality.
Jung says that to be concerned with dreams is itself a
form of self-realization as the dream is "a message from the
all-uniting dark soul.'' (1933, p. 68).

The purpose in

analysis is not to be right in one's interpretation, but to
wait for the activation of the personal response, to realize
the animating aspect of individual truth (p. 64).

The only

criterion for validity of interpretation is: "Does it work?"
(p. 66).

Jung did not even call his form of dream analysis

a "method", but merely a means of helping a person become
open to the unconscious life.
The evolutionary stages through which the
human psyche has passed are clearly more
discernible in the dream than in consciousness.
The dream speaks in images, and gives expression
to instincts, that are derived from the most
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primitive levels of nature.

Consciousness all too

easily departs from the law of nature, but it can
be brought again into harmony with it by the
assimilation of unconscious contents.

By

fostering this process we lead the patient to the
discovery of the law of his own being.

(p. 67)

Matthew Fox in his book Original Blessing opines that images
are not always that easy to trust, especially when they are
new, because they disturb the peace and bring the pain of
uncertainty.

But he says that it is far more lethal to kill

or neglect or deny images, as feeling their pain can bring a
sense of renewal, "a pain of new birth and new creation, a
salvific and healing pain that ushers us into deep and
wonderful relationships with others and with times and
spaces and even places that bring about transcendence."
(1983 p. 203-4).

Rainier Maria Rilke wrote of this creative

phenomenon over 80 years ago: " You must give birth to your
images.

They are the future waiting to be born ... fear not

the strangeness you feel.

The future must enter into you

long before it happens .... Just wait for the birth .. for the
hour of new clarity." (1904, p.89).

Throughout wy own dream

work I was bombarded with images of new life, new
beginnings, and rebirth.
Sanford (1968) believes that the erotic imagery which
comes when the anima and animus emerge into conciousness has
behind it the urge toward wholeness, and that the most
important contribution Jung makes concerning the syzygy is
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to give us some concept of the polarities that exist within
us.

"Ultimately the union of opposites within ourselves

does not occur between a man .. and a woman ... but within the
being of each man and each woman ·in whom the opposites are
finally conjoined." (p. 112).

It is his contention that the

modern Christian church's fear of sexuality, of Eros, makes
it impossible for her to acknowledge the reality of the soul
and the flesh in reconciliation, thus denying her Judaic
heritage.

"In seeking to avoid the conflict of the

opposites by the denial of one side of life, damage has been
done to the spirit of wholeness." (p. 116).

Psychological

awareness as well as spiritual sensitivity is needed instead
of denial, repression, possessiveness, and an undeveloped
consciousness.

A major way of developing these needed

qualities is through analysis of the animajamimus
projections in our dream life (p. 118), realizing that to
the extent a relationship is founded on projection, the
element of human love is lacking.
Patricia Berry tells us that when dream images creep in
from perceptual reality, we may visualize them as products
of the personal unconscious, and therefore need to sort out
the projections they are carrying for us (1982, p. 58).
agrees with Jung that it is very important to stick with
images as being metaphorical and work "toward the psychic
reality of the imaginal." (p. 58).

The image in and of

itself has texture and color and affectual quality apart
from reality, and every part of the dream occurs
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She

concurrently, in the here-and-now, so that dream time can't
be viewed as linear (p. 59).

When we have an unusual image

it should be valued, but it can't be separated from the
context.

The structural relationship needs to be seen, but

the interpretation should not go beyond amplification of the
image itself.
(p. 65).

"So to expand on the dream is to narrow it."

We must be careful not to get so caught up in our

narrative that we either become trapped in it or criticize
it.
To hear the dream story as a moral allegory with
a message for right or wrong behavior is to sit
in judgement on our souls.
as archtypal, however, the

When we view the tale
characte~s

all become

valuable subjective entities, both lesser and
greater ... than any of our particular, narrow, and
ego-concerned viewpoints (Berry, 1982, p. 69).
Berry uses the Jungian techniques of elaboration,
repetition, and restatement as a way of discovering these
condensed ideas through association of work and image.

She

warns that it is also important to avoid magical thinking in
the form of causality to keep from losing sight of the total
situation, and to prevent evaluation of positivejnegative,
which can't apply to an image from the unconscious
(pp. 70-74).

Dream work will only work if we learn to get

out of the way of the images and let them speak for
themselves.
In his book He, Robert Johnson uses the Grail castle as
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".
the symbol of inner reality, a vision that is often taken
literally by Western culture to mean that happiness will be
found in a person. place, or thing.

He explains:

"A myth

stands in relationship to mankind in general as a dream does
to the individual.

A dream shows the individual an

important psychological truth about himself." (1976 p. 2).
It is not a place, but an experience that comes at a
special level of consciousness, often having to be
rediscovered in each generation because of modern Western
man's very aggressive spirit, which Johnson attributes to
the denial of the feminine with its nurturing, redeeming
qualities which is actually present in us all.

This is a

reminder to me to let my husband complete his own Grail
quest, live his own suffering, because "it is his
redemption." (p. 5).
Johnson fully describes the plight of a man at middle
age when the anima attacks, the "hideous damsel" comes at
the height of his success for the purpose of completing the
individuation process begun at age two, continued in the
teens, and usually responsible for mid-life crisis: anxiety,
depression and acting out (pp.67-8).

He recommends that the

woman in a man's life be very quiet then so she won't become
the projection and keep the man from his quest by blaming
her.

After having won the battle, he must discover his

quiet spiritual side; rather than seduce and conquer, he
needs to embrace the sensitivity and beauty of life.

In his

fear of being vulnerable, he may be taken over by an anima
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"mood" which would destroy his creativity (p. 40) .

If a man

excludes his unconscious feminine element, he can't "enter
into the full mystery of the self within him." (p. 4).

Hall

also agrees that this crisis to complete individuating does
not seem to hit until mid-life, but that the more work done
previously, the easier it will be (1983, p. 14).
The animus often appears as a youthful form of the
father-image, and as father he seems to represent the
traditional sacred convictions which the woman has not
worked through (Jung, CW 9(2), par 28), but as divine "puer
aeternus" he comes as the creative spirit to lead a woman to
discover personal fulfillment.

This spirit of love may be

realized between man and woman, then later become freed as
woman develops beyond "a hollow, exclusively female
matriarchal way of life and attains a higher individual
femininity through much suffering and an experience of the
masculine world." (von Franz, 1978, p. 153).

von Franz

relates that in the ancient Greek tale of Amor and Psyche,
the female daimon (good spirit) Psyche ends up on Mount
Olympus, a captive of the Gods; even today it is not often
the reality that women may individuate completely in our
significantly masculine culture.
Johnson also uses the Psyche myth in She to describe
both the feminine personality in women and the male anima as
it is often expressed psychologically in modern man. "Most
of the turmoil in modern woman is the collision between her
Aphrodite nature and her Psyche nature." (1976, p. 8).
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Psyche is too good, too holy for this world, almost
untouchable, and to become fully human she must give up the
maiden within.

Her Aphrodite side is regressive, primitive,

preconcious, yet forces her forward into new life at great
risk.

She falls in love with love (Eros), but when she sees

him for the first time she realizes how trapped she is by
her subservience to him and to her family.

Women must break

the state of "animus possession" even though it brings about
intense loneliness and depression (p. 22).

I am very aware

of how strongly I was bound by this internalized image of
Psyche, and how clearly my dream portrayed my dilemma and
its solution.
Johnson describes this illusion or intrusion of an
archetype such as "love" as part of that fog of projections
which blinds humanity to the true miracle of what a person
can be (1976, p. 31).

In the ancient mythological past this

divine touch turned mortals to ashes; in today's world,
women often become self-destructive, depressed, suicidal, or
sexually promiscuous when they discover their man is not a
god after all.

When we are in love, we become painfully

aware of the distance, separation, and impossiblility of
relationship.

This describes too clearly my personal

experience of attempted intimacy over the past few years. I
also had to rediscover the "feminine Buddha quality of
getting back to the stillness," (Johnson, 1976, p. 44) in my
journal work and daily meditation, as well as take on the
highly discriminating tasks of sorting my world and getting
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what I want without ramming headlong into the "patriarchal,
competetive, impersonal society in which we live." (p. 50).
Like Psyche, I had to learn to say "no" after having been
the generous life-giving source for my family and friends,
ignoring the collective good to concentrate my energy on the
task of individuation.

Perfection or eternal beauty is not

the goal, it is the gift of wholeness (p. 71).
The animus may also appear as a spirit of religious
renewal directly showing a woman the way, according to both
von Franz and de Castello, wherein the marriage of anima and
animus of a man and a woman is represented by the "sacred
wedding" and love has the power to offer transcendence from
this world (von Franz, 1978, p. 140).

de Castilleja

disagrees with Jung's thesis that the animus is the woman's
soul; she believes it is the spirit which guides the soul,
and must be heeded for individuation to occur (1973).

A

couple may become whole through reciprocal individuation,
each helping the other in the encounter.

But they must

remain levelheaded and reflective and not be seduced away
from reality by rapture into fantasy.

"Whoever cannot

surrender to this experience has never lived; whoever
founders in it has understood nothing."

(de Castilleja,

19731 P• 142) •

In Jungian psychology there is an extreme paradox
contained in the symbol of the Self; it is both the heart of
the individual and the mirror of reality en toto, as well as
"a god-image, the Anthropos who embraces all human beings."
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(von Franz, 1978, p. 153).

In today's woman, of necessity,

the earth-mother-goddess of completion is often given short
shrift, and she reaches out for the masculine Logos
principle of perfection in both the need and the hope of
competing with man.

von Franz believes that only by

embracing both images may she reach the core of the Self,
the inner figure becoming a clear image of the soul's
relationship to God, requiring a sacrifice of the ego to the
Self (1978, p. 157).

von Franz states, "Every deep

disappointment or disillusionment is, in this sense, a step
forward along the way of individuation, if it is accepted
with insight and not with resignation or bitterness." (p.
158).

In Eastern philosophy there is a realization that

the whole world is a projection and that God
living us (Jung, 1961, p. 323).

~s

actually

Easwaran (1975) speaks of

this in his meditation on the Bhagavad Gita, and Da Free
John bases his entire philosophy of God-realization on this
idea:

"Well, give yourself up to God with all your

feelings, and if the world continues to appear, that means
that God is continuing to live you as your present
body-mind." (John, 1983, p. 104).

This concept of God

living me, now, has changed my life completely.

The anxiety

is gone, the deep dpression has lifted, but I can still feel
the tensions, which help create movement when it is
necessary, and the sadness whose other side is joy.
The shadow figure is another archtypal image which is
projected onto others if it hasn't been integrated.
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"Jung

defined projection as an unconscious, that is, unperceived
and unintentional, transfer of subjective psychic elements
onto an outer object.

One sees in this object something

that is not there, or if there, only to a small degree."
(von Franz, 1978,

p. 3).

A child who experienced a parent

very negatively tends to project that negative image onto
other "parent" figures in her life, making a balanced
experience of these people impossible (p. 2).

By the same

token, one can be hooked by the positive parental qualities.
"The projection of the latter then brings about an
excessive, delusory, inappropriate overvaluation and
admiration of the object." (p. 4).

This is how "everyone

creates for himself a series of more or less imaginary
relationships based essentially on projection."
1969, CW 8, par 507).

(Jung,

In these fantasized relationships, we

allow the other person to become the image of our split-off
traits or qualities, the ones we can't accept in ourselves.
The only way to keep from being ruled by these mystical
projections is to become conscious of them through some form
of inner work, but the need does not arise until there are
"disturbances in the adaptation to the inner andjor outer
world, a more continuous ego-consciousness in the human
being, which forces a sharper differentiation between
subject and object, and thus insight into certain
projections." (von Franz, 1978, p. 9).
These split-off negative traits make up the inferior,
all-too-human part of us that Jung called the shadow.
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"The

I

reason it is so difficult to acquire insight into one's own
shadow is that inferior personality traits are mostly of an
emotional nature.
extent autonomous:

Emotions and affects are to a large
they possess consciousness and can only

with great difficulty be controlled." (von Franz, 1978, p.
19).

When a projection is acted out emotionally, a person

can be isolated from his surroundings and go into an
autoerotic state--I experienced this throughout my therapy
when I was working through the issues of the father complex.
"Whenever parents fail to live their inner wholeness and
fail to realize substantial components of themselves, the
weight of these parts falls onto the children in the form of
a projection and endangers them." (p. 18).

As in the case

of my daughter Lisa, the children often are driven to act
out the rebellion in hostility or sexuality, or act in
through eating disorders and suicidal depression, what the
parents have repressed.

In her book Knowing Woman (1973),

de Castilleja warns that there are times when we need to use
our shadow, but we must never fall victim to it.

She says

that the best way to do this is to develop the opposite
functions of our psychological types, because it is the
inferior function that gets us in trouble--we both despise
and envy it in others.

Women must be careful not to force

others to live part of life for them, and in particular need
to be wary of projecting onto men "their own unconscious
cowardice as well as their own latent heroism."

(p. 49).

How very reminiscent that is of my real life with my husband
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and my dream experience with my two sons!
By the same token, von Franz describes how projection
is also responsible for empathy, compassion, and is the
source of human bonding through its unconscious identity
with the other. "This becomes the basis of all our
unconscious collectivism and also of all conscious social
attitudes, even in their most sublime forms, as with us it
has found its highest expression in the ideal of ... love for
one's neighbor." (1978, p. 16). I am aware that it is
through my positive father complex that I gained aesthetic
understanding of the life in the Spirit and the ability to
be altruistic and accepting of others, probably the main
reason why I've chosen this profession.

The difficulty

comes in when the parental images hide behind the father or
mother divinities of religion, giving the religious
authority a power well beyond its reality in culture--and
the priest-figure feels forced to repress the shadow part,
which in turn is projected onto the followers, who are
branded sinners and judged accordingly.

"Sacred convictions

are in this sense always suspect, unless they exist together
with tolerance and a due regard for purely human
considerations." (von Franz, 1987, p. 19).

This is

certainly the problem as exemplified by the Bakkers and
Swaggerts of this world, and is my own experience of the
Catholic priesthood as it is lived out within the
archdiocese of Los Angeles.

The missionary priests from my

years in Central and South America deserved the honor,
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respect and love with which they were treated because they
were truly servants of the Lord through their service for
and love of their people, and they acted from true humility.
Berry (1982) reminds us that the shadow is connected
with culture, an imagistic idea which describes its unfixed
mobile nature (p. 188).

It is not necessarily inferior,

dark and instinctual, but may be moral, creative and airy.
Shading gives depth, perception, form--the shadow comes
specifically and intimately to give form and to create
tension (pp. 190-91).

My collective shadow usually takes

the easy way out, runs with the herd, conforms to societal
expectations, but at this stage of my life is creating an
incredible pull to differentiate which is described in my
dream.

One of the goals of individuation, according to

Berry, is to relate commonly without losing the sense of
uniqueness and consciousness--this is the goal of
integrating the shadow without losing its function (1982,
p. 194-195).
Because projection is not a conscious or voluntary
process, it materializes in dream life, visions, and
mythological stories of all ages.

Jung believed that

projections always seem to orignate in the archetypes and in
other unconscious complexes, and that dreams in particular
substantiate this (von Franz, p. 24).

If the dream shows

something about the dreamer's actual life which he had not
acknowledged, then it is objective; if, on the other hand,
it indicates a blind spot about the dreamer's persona or
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traits, then it is a subjective dream concerning inner
nature and is usually exaggerated.

My dream was certainly

about blind spots, many of them coming from the same
source--denial of my shadow and lack of integration of my
animus.

"When other people project positive or negative

qualities onto us, this often produces a certain
ego-insecurity." (1978 p. 25).

We may either overvalue

ourselves or accept the negative judgement as being a true
representative of our character.
This role-play occurs when an actual quality of a
parent is idealized and takes on a life of it•s own in the
child's unconscious, thus exerting a magical power over the
adult child which prevents normal development (Jung, CW 8
pars 521ff).

In my case I repressed my mother's rejected

feminine and idealized my father in all men, leaving little
room for my own development.

"Nothing but a step forward

along the road to self-knowledge through discrimination and
individual differentiation will lead one out of this
situation." (von Franz p. 27).

The adult child has to take

back the energy invested in that inner image and use it to
grow and develop into a mature, aware being.

"This

difficult moral task makes if impossible for any relatively
conscious person to want to improve other people and the
world." (p. 30).

Now I recognize Jung•s connection with the

inception of Alcoholics Anonymous, because all the adult
children of alcoholics whom I see in my practice (myself
included) are dealing with exactly these same issues.
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The

Twelve Step program is a way of giving life structure and
meaning, and taking responsibility for oneself on an adult
level.
"When a piece or part of our personality is located in
or transferred to an outer object, we experience a 'loss of
soul,' and when we work to regain it, we discover a new zest
in life and feel we are more valuable and more focused than
before." (von Franz, p.30).

Dependence on another person

for a sense of self, whether emotional, mental, physical, or
spiritual, is crippling to the psyche and often results in
serious illness.

Sanford speaks of this phenomenon in

Healing and Wholeness, describing how the shaman used to
cast out the evil spirits so the patient would recover
(1977).

This problem can occur in unbalanced love

relationships between parents and children, or within small
cultic-type groups, or even in whole societies such as
Hitler's Germany (p. 32).

In a way it describes the

dysfunctional family system trying to maintain homeostasis
within its rigid boundaries, often resulting in one
psychotic member to carry the sickness.

Insight into one's

own shadow projections means undergoing "first of all a
moral humiliation, intensive suffering." (von Franz, 1978,
p. 142).

Only then can the transformation begin to take

place which leads to individuation.

Berry describes this

sense of deep shame in a totally different way--that the
experience of shame is connected to Mother Earth from which
all humanity arises, and as such is also a means of
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connecting us with the divine, because it is an intense
bodily reaction beyond human will to control (1983, p. 4).
By going into our deformities, our darkness, and the
depression and despair over loss, we find meaning in and
acceptance of ourselves.
through of psychotherapy:

Here is much of the working
to ground a person in Mother

Earth, and also to mourn her lack, her absence, her failure
in our life (p. 6).

This insight helped me to truly

understand the significance of my dream, the extreme
humiliation, the agony over the feared loss of the idealized
father as well as giving up the hope of ever having the
perfect nurturing mother.
To her credit, Berry warns that we not use gender,
maleness or femaleness, to justify personality traits.

A

gender-identified attitude deters the deeper intentions of
femininism, for it turns the richness of individual
self-discovery into a sexism that narrows rather then
broadens perception and experience." (1983, p. 43).

This

may exhibit itself especially in our dreams, where the
gender of a figure takes on a certain "dogma." (p. 44).
Berry, a good deal of individuality is pre-gender and she
feels that we need to be in touch with our primitive,
perverse nature or our lives will be stale, defended and
barren (p. 48).

She states:

"The reason I prefer to

experience myself as a bit soiled and kinky is that it
preserves my primal, historical sense .... that basis is
sacred." (p. 48).

If we are afraid to enter the dark,
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chaotic realm of pre-gender, we will not discover the light,
order and airiness at its depths.

I identify very strongly

with Berry's imagery and feel she has a complete
understanding of what I experienced in my dream world.
Jung insisted that a dream is actually more than
anything which is included in it--a Gestalt with a telos, or
purpose, of its own (CW 8, par 546), rather than reducing
the dream to a single idea from childhood being defended
against as Freud did.

Berry states that nothing is wrong in

the dream and only the dream ego may block or defend against
its true purpose (1983, p. 84).

Instead of seeing the dream

images as compensating for a missing part, she believes we
must keep going back into the dream to see what is actually
there at hand, and determine the attitude or condition of
each image in comparison to the others.

Johnson, who wrote

the book Inner Work (1986) which I used in analyzing my
dream, recommended the same process--keep returning to the
actual images, milk them, because they have their own real
meaning.
According to Berry, "What we are calling telos might
also be regarded as the individuation of the dream .... To
regard individuation as a value in every dream gives most
credit to the psyche as it actually appears." (1983, p. 86).
The conflict and tension and ego-alien sense are as
necessary in dreams as they are in real life, it is the way
in which the psyche grows and the self expands and
differentiates.

When the dream seems to go against our
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feeling nature and is cruel or repulsive or shameful, we
must be empathic and accepting of the image, or we will miss
the true value of its purpose.

"The defense is as

purposeful as the content." (p. 91).

Learning the purpose

of the defense leads to the true meaning of the dream within
the psyche.

"And this purposefulness may be discovered even

in the ego's pathology.

For the ego's pathology is

inherently in sympathy with the psyche's individuation."
(p.

95).

Edinger describes Freudian and Adlerian reductive
methods of dealing with unconscious grandiosity as being
experienced by the patient as "criticism and depreciation"
(1972, p.36).

Kohut's theory of self psychology seems to

take much from Jung's idea of caring about the separation of
the ego-self, not using an interpretation to deflate in the
style of the "headshrinker."

Jung's concept of reduction

goes further than Freud's--it is a metaphorical means of
getting to the core of the sickness.

In taking back the

projections, joining the dissociations, we begin to see
meaning in our complexes and a sense of attuneness with our
"as-if" mechanisms of paranoia, hysteria, compulsiveness, or
the relevance of our schizoid responses (Edinger, p. 179).
If we don't recognize and accept the need for our pathology,
we will try to crush it or repress it or deny it again in an
attempt to find balance, and miss the chance to integrate it
into our person, as our unique self.

This is certainly an

example of my own experience in working through issues in
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dream work, journaling, and therapy:

taking back a chunk of

idealization, letting the shame-rage out, deeply mourning
the grief, all of these processes have given me back more of
myself.
"Without gathering together the multiplicity of all the
various complexes into one personality, there can be no
development of relatedness to our fellow human beings,
individually or collectively.

Until the projections are

withdrawn, we cannot know true intimacy, which comes not
from the ego, but from a transcendental inner center, the
Self." (von Franz, 1978, p. 174}.

Individuation is not an

egocentric process; it requires interaction with others who
are soul mates in a transpersonal way, and as such is a
reciprocal process (p. 177}.

We cannot be coerced into

seeing a projection, but our dreams can tell us when we are
ready and open to reflection.

When reflection combines with

insight, the Metanoia can take place and the entire
personality can undergo "a mental and moral aboutface toward
a new goal," (p. 161} becoming renewed, conscious, and
re-collected.

Since working that one dream almost two years

ago, my entire life has reversed its course and I am now
able to reflect at will, to take time out for refreshment as
I need it, to listen constantly to the inner voice of truth
and consciousness.
but I hear it.

I may not always be able to act on it,

Perhaps most important is the development of

my inner spiritual life, resulting from an understanding and
acceptance of both Western and Eastern philosophy, in which
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I am so comfortable.
In all of his books, John Sanford, a retired Episcopal
minister and

Jungian analylst, explains how important it is

to blend the two approaches in our lives in order to attain
individuation.

"The grace of God looms large in Christian

thought, ... In the East, God is not represented as
interested in saving man; if man is saved it is largely
through his own efforts."

(1978, p. 118).

Sanford explains

that sometimes we have to wait helplessly for God to rescue
us and at others we do our own work and hang in there. "If
we live only by the first attitude it results in an
over-dependence on God, a childishness on our part, a
wanting to be taken care of .... If we live only by the second
attitude we eventually exhaust ourselves, and come to an
impasse when our own resources are no longer able to help."
(p. 118).
Jung spent a good bit of time studying the religions
and philosophies of the world, even writing a forward to D.
T. Suzuki's book on Zen for Westerners.

One koan from that

book proclaims Jung's theory of polarities:

"When your mind

is not dwelling in the dualism of good and evil, what is
your original face before you were born?" (1949, p. 104).
S. Suzuki, another Zen master teaching in the West,
epitomizes Jung's focus for dream work:

"Usually when

someone believes in a particular religion, his attitude
becomes more and more a sharp angle pointing away from
himself.

In our way the point of the angle is always
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towards ourselves." (1970, p. 75).

The purpose of a Zen

koan is to help the Zen student break through the illusion
of reality and experience enlightenment.

Edinger says that

Jung believed the working of a dream or dream series was
much like Zen practice, "urging the dreamer to relinquish
his personal and ego-centered attitude in preparation for
quitting this world." (1972, p. 201).
on the other hand, Jung was also drawn to the ritual
and liturgy of the Catholic church in which I have prayed
and worked for thirty years, so that much of his imagery is
symbolically rich for me.

In relation to my dream, I was

moved by Edinger's discussions of trinitarian symbolism,
"the process of spiritual development described by the
mystics is (also) a three-fold process." (p. 189).

The

number three, which is the sum of one and two, is the
reconciling union of opposites.

(p. 184).

Not until I was

shown the third door by my guide, could I discover a way out
of my predicament, and continue the dynamic, developmental
process I needed to grow into unity.

Edinger explains that

the mandala in its unbroken circle is Jung's concept of
completion and the way in which the trinity is complemented
by the quaternity, or symbol of wholeness (1972, p. 191).
Alan Watts, a British theologian and transpersonal
philosopher, credited Jung with helping the Western world
understand the Eastern concept of unity in polarity through
his theory of archetypes.

In The Two Hands of God, Watts

states that "the individual's sense of basic separation from
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his universe may be a perceptual illusion based upon
inadequate concepts of sensing and knowing." (1963, p. xix).
The polar opposition of such forces as life and death, good
and evil, organism and environment, self and not-self, are
seen as separate events, without the realization that one
pole cannot exist without the other.

What is divided

linguistically is actually united in fact.

In particular,

Watts believes, as did Jung, that the mythical images of
East and West express this type of relationship in symbols
which are easier to understand and often convey the message
better than science or philosophy can (Watts, p. 3).
It was Freud's concept that a return to the use of
symbolic imagery was regressive and needed to be overcome in
order to achieve adult maturity and responsibility.

Jung,

on the other hand, saw the mythic image as "a powerful and
indispensable organizer of action and experience." (Watts,
p. 13).

Every role has its fit and essential place, and it

is "the assumption into a universal wholeness which gives
the ind·ividual a significance in the mythic vision far
beyond anything that he may have in the factual
vision .... all which happens here is a reflection, or
dramatization of what happens in divinis." (p. 114).

The

catharsis takes place spiritually and psychologically as a
result of light and dark being transcended in their ultimate
reconciliation.
Jung realized that this is the true capacity for
ambivalence which we achieve only after we have embraced all
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the split-off parts of ourselves--shadow, animusjanima, and
the separated ego--and accepted all of us into the Self, a
concept which the neo-object relations people and the
self~psychologists

are only just beginning to propound as

being necessary for mature development.

"Our mythologies

preserve the hint of a way back to the lost unity, though
the price that has to be paid for it is a form of death."
(Watts, 1968, p. 180).
autobiography:

Jung speaks of this death in his

"I cannot be liberated from anything that I

do not possess, have not done or experienced .... A man who
has not passed through the inferno of his passions has not
overcome them." (Jung, 1961, pp. 176-7).

His direct dream

encounter with the unconscious was a shamanistic type of
experience, a vision, "a hero and solar myth, a drama of
death and renewal, the rebirth symbolized by the Egytian
scarab."

(Jung, p. 179).

Jung's follow-up dream of

Siegfried stirred in me an understanding of my own need to
give up control, to surrender my will and listen constantly
for God's way.

Jung even suggests that we quarrel with God

instead of with our family, because he will answer us much
more profoundly in our dreams, and even allow us to see him.
This never happens in theology because it is Godless and
forestalls experience (pp. 93-4).
Sanford tells us that the result of a personal meeting
with God is usually "a drastic and forcible change in
personality justifiably likened to a death and rebirth
experience." (1977, p. 70).

We can't return to the self we
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were before the crisis, or healing will not be complete and
spiritual illness may develop, especially if we lose the
personal religious experience of the numinous by trying to
fit in with the tradition, ritual and doctrine of a church
that denies the soul's real existence (p. 72}.

As Jung

states, once a person "has seen the Faustian problem, the
escape into the 'simple life' is closed forever .... Only what
is really oneself has the power to heal." (CW 7, par 258).
Johnson explains that the object of individuation is not
perfection, as the Christian Church has espoused through the
centuries, but completeness. "The whole person is never
blameless, guiltless or pure, but is one in whom all sides
of himself have been combined unexplicably into a total
personality." (1977, p. 4).

This requires a long and

painful spiritual journey, "a great pilgrimage ... toward the
paradoxical unity of the self in which the opposites combine
in ... the mystery of wholeness." Johnson, 1977, p. 5").
In The Undiscovered Self Jung speaks of the phenomenon
that the individual being knows he is meaningless, and feels
he is the victim of uncontrollable forces, not just
personally, but nationally and internationally on a
political level.

The shadow must be recognized at all

levels, as "to be ideal is impossible, ... and become(s)
acceptable only when the opposite is openly admitted to."
(1957, p. 116).

He explains that we cannot establish our

human relationships based on perfection or differentiation
because they magnify the differences, but instead on our
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frailties and helplessness--"the very ground and motive of
dependence." (p. 117).

The weak person needs support and

therefore does not humiliate the other, whereas the
idealized perfect human, or state, demands the other to stay
subservient through false humility and a denigration of
self.

Only caritas, a strong affective bond, can prevent

this dichomtomy from arising--unfortunately the advent of
projection into love relationships with our fellow humans
prevents understanding (p. 117).

"Where love stops, power

begins, and violence, and terror." (Jung, 1957, p. 118).
Our modern society is an example of projections run
rampant, only through the raised consciousness of the
individual can we keep from "losing the life-preserving myth
of the inner man," which would result in ultimate loss of
the universal soul (p. 123).

The ancient Chinese sage

Lao-tzu said it over 2500 years ago:

"He who knows the

male and yet keeps to the female becomes like the space
containing the world .... He has the eternal virtue (power)
which leaves not, and he returns to the state of infancy."
(in Watts, 1963, p.180).

This is the only freedom we have,

and it comes from admitting we are not separated beings, but
one with God.

Until I read The End of Sorrows by Easwaran,

his first volume of the Bhagavad Gita (1975), I did not know
who Christ was or how to be in relationship with Him.

In

his journal Alan Watts writes that you do not submit to an
authoritarian God, you surrender into the Divinity within
you, because "to think of submission is to divide yourself
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from it, and also to pile up a huge store of negative and
aggressive energy against it."

(1968, p. 204).

Jung explains that this yearning we have for "the
father-God" is what has created the obsession with sexuality
which weighs so heavily on our culture today.

It is not

really a sexual drive proper as Freud thought, but an
unnatural discharge of tensions which belong to a different
area of life.

The incest symbol actually refers to "incest

with the past and incest with the future, the original sin
of the perpetuation of the family situation.

There is

nothing that can free us from this bond except that opposite
urge of life, the spirit." {1933, p. 121-22).

In this

aspect of his thinking, Jung is a true mystic, transpersonal
in nature, and by following his process in dream work and
active imagination, I find myself becoming less blocked and
more able to develop in areas of my life which had bound me
tightly.

In particular I see how my positive father-complex

made me idealize all men in my life.

Now that I am growing

more fully into the life of the Spirit, I've been able to
see them more clearly, and it is making relationship on a
level of true intimacy possible for the first time.
In his text on transpersonal psychology, Ken Wilber
espouses Jung's treatment methods of reflection rather than
reduction, and believes that Mandalic maps can be made of
the transcendental spheres by using an injunctive technique
such as Jung's word association.

He agrees that we all

inherit the same deep archaic unconscious structure, which
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becomes individual only in consciousness.

However, he does

not equate these archaic images with Jung's archetypes,
which he says are more highly advanced structures.

Jungian.

psychology manages to avoid serious therapeutic errors of
transpersonalism by emphasizing that "one must first
strengthen ego, then transcend it." (Wilber, 1983, p. 214).
In other words, one cannot give what one hasn't got, and the
result of trying is often to rigidify narcissicism and
self-centrism while tearing down the only structure capable
of overcoming them (p. 215).

Here is another common point

between Kohut's self-psychological approach and Jungian
analysis--the client leads the way into the unconscious,
whether in dream work, transcendental vision, or waking
regressive states, so the spiritual baby is nor thrown out
with the rational bathwater (Wilber, p. 217).

In the sense

that individuation is achieved by letting go or releasing
former or present structure, the "death-and-transcendence
occurs at every stage of growth, matter to body to mind to
bodymind to spirit." (p. 234).

Attachment leads to rigidity

and preservation, release leads to the development and
increased capacity for living and loving until the "final
transcendence and ultimate unity." (p. 235).

It is the

hanging on that brings the suffering.
The following is the first Lysis, or outcome, of my
dream, written six months after the dream occurred.
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Chapter Four

The Father-Daughter Relationship:
A Cultural Perspective
Many of the traditional modes of fathering were
based on the division of power in society. Men have
almost always held economic and legal power; women
had access to it only through men, which led to the
"feminine behavior" of manipulation and seduction ....
Such manipulative behavior patterns are in opposition
to a woman's sense of her own competence. If she must
entice others to act for her, this means she does not
think herself capable of independent action. If the
world she sees around her tells a girl she is power
less, that she must use charm as her only weapon to
achieve her goals, the pattern for her later life will
be set. It is her father who will represent to the
girl most dynamically the outside world, but many of
the traditional behaviors identified with 'Daddy'
have been designed to enhance the passivity and
manipulative behavior of the girl child.

(Rivers,

Barnett, and Baruch, 1979, p. 2).
The father-daughter relationship in western society may be
viewed as a mythological example of patriarchal authority
over submissive, feminine subordination.

This same

relationship may be seen from a developmental standpoint,
beginning with Freudian phase theory, following
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ideas of socialization, Piagetian cognitive orientation, and
the more recent studies of object relations and family
systems.

still another viewpoint of this relationship is

based on the socio-cultural orientation of the environment
and how this is carried out in child-rearing practices.

The

intention of this paper is to show how culture and society
have had a direct effect upon the relationship between
fathers and daughters, especially when that relationship has
been seriously deficient during a significant developmental
stage, and hopefully to gain some insight into how both
fathers and daughters may learn to heal the breach which has
been caused by unrealistic demands, mystical expectations,
and unempathic detachment.

The father-daughter wound is not

just taking place in the lives of individual women, but is a
condition of our culture as much today as it was fifty years
ago.
The Jungian analyst Linda Leonard (1982) states that
"Whenever there is a patriarchal authoritarian attitude
which devalues the feminine by reducing it to a number of
roles or qualities which come, not from woman's own
experience, but from an abstract view of her--there one
finds the collective father overpowering the daughter, not
allowing her to grow creatively from her own essence." (p.
10) .

For women to become responsible for their own

emotional and spiritual growth, they must be able to free
themselves from blaming the paternal authority and also from
accepting the traditional feminine roles, by a dialogue with
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their individual history and with the developmental
influences that have affected them personally, culturally,
and spiritually.
There has been a fundamental shift in psychological
thought and its effect on women since Freud's time.
Historical, sociopolitical, scientific and cultural changes
have led us into a different dimension of reality, away from
linear causality toward the spiraling circles within circles
approach of general systems theory.

Each death signifies a

rebirth and shows the ongoing continuous nature of life. The
concept of death-within-life has a significant psychological
meaning for women in experiences of lost vitality,
depression, and numbing of feelings, while psychological
rebirth comes about with re-integration, reconnecting with
life, using the human capacity for symbolization, synthesis
of cognition, sensation and affect, and renewal of body,
spirit, and mind (Lifton, 1976).
Freud's image was of a driven creature, trying to hold
together a very fragile superstructure of civilized reason
in order to control biological forces.

Instinct (mostly

sexual) and defense (usually repression) were at the mercy
of the organic quantity of energy called the libido.

Erik

Erikson moved from this clinical psycho-analytic view of the
human to a social and historical perspective of identity
within the life cycle. His focus on interrelationships as
opposed to intrapsychic structures led to a developmental
theory of childhood in which resolved conflict is followed
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by human growth.

"At every moment the self is

simultaneously involved with both proximate and 'ultimate'
matters." (Lifton, p. 62).

The ongoing process of 'I' with

its relationship to 'we' creates repression, regression,
identity confusion, and later vulnerabilities, and blocks
are not just within the psyche, but also pertain to stage
deficits in the psychosocial process.

The child's ultimate

vulnerability to basic fears may come from the infant's
initial sense of danger, but identity may be threatened from
any angle and at any time in the developmental process
(Lamb, 1976).
The girl child grows up within this process,
experiencing the cycle of birth-death-rebirth in each stage
of growth, being affected by her own biology, her parents
and extended family, her culture and society and the human
symbolization of the 'feminine' as it is exemplified in her
particular environment.

Her heredity from and interaction

with her father will have a tremendous impact for good or
ill upon her growth process and later adult relationships
with self and others.
Rivers, Barnett, and Baruch (1979) refer to five
stereotypical roles which the father may play in his
daughter's life.

Some women speak of their father as "the

White Knight," reserving all their adminration for him and
seeing their mothers as dull and lifeless drudges.

Often

the father is able to bring magic into the daughter's life
because he controls the purse strings and doesn't have to
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worry about the long-term, ongoing affairs of childcare and
running the household.

The knight role is easy to play,

requires little effort, and rarely involves the father in
the day-to-day problems of the daughter's life.

He is often

not there, or not available to her, through her growing
process into womanhood in the real world.

Even those

daughters who are abandoned, mistreated, or deserted often
continue to believe in the mythical power of the White
Kight, or else they go through life expecting to be
disappointed--that this is what they deserve.
"Big Daddy" tries to be protective of his daughter and
doesn't allow her to feel the hard knocks, so that she grows
up believing she can also "seduce" another man into
acquiescence. Such daughters grow up with a sense of
entitlement and are unable to accept responsibility for
their own actions.

The Pygmalion myth is yet another

pattern, one in which the adoring daughter forever sits at
the father's feet, molded into an intelligent, attractive,
feminine companion who never knows her own thoughts and
needs. The Patriarchal role is probably the oldest in
society, coming as it does from the mythological sense of
the Godhead, in which the fatherjGodjking uses his position
to avoid closeness and involvement as he reigns in judgement
from above. On the other hand, the Invisible Man is unable
to be emotionally present: "faced with uncertainty or
inability to relate to his daughter, he simply
dematerializes." (Rivers et al, 1979, p. 56).
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The daughters

.

,, .
of these men often have a sense that they too are invisible,
and will fantasize, as does the fatherless daughter, that
they had a wonderful, loving relationship rather than have
to admit their feelings of abandonment and sense of paternal
deprivation.
The roles cited above all have traditional places in
the culture and mythology of Western society. It has long
been ignored that the "father's behavior affects not only
his daughter's erotic future, but her ability to live in the
outside world as a fully developed human." (Rivers, p. 56).
Because it is still a man's world, the father's position in
his daughter's life is crucial as an agent in developing
strength and dignity to move out into the world at the end
of childhood.

I feel that the credibility gap between same

sex identification and real life in developmental theory
needs to be corrected, as that theory has been proved
invalid in recent studies involving women.

Marjorie Lozoff

discovered that highly autonomous college girls tended to
identify primarily with their fathers, but also were able to
relate well with their mothers.

On the other hand, girls

who identified with the traditional female role had low
self-esteem, were very conforming, and had less eagerness to
grow into self-determining, independent human beings.
(Lozoff, 1972, as cited in Rivers)

It would seem that girls

need to be able to admire and emulate the best traits of
both parents. The most recent studies show that fathers are
becoming more aware of their daughters' needs for
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self-realization, and that these needs begin during infancy
with the father-daughter attachment bond.
The Freudian paradigm sees the little girld as
identifying with her mother out of the fear of losing her
mother's love. Because the girl never truly resolves the
oedipal conflict due to the lack of a motivating force such
as castration fear, the girl does not develop a strong
superego or conscience. This lack leads to the adult woman
being more easily influenced by feelings of affection or
hostility, and so never developing a strong sence of justice
nor complete independence (Freud, 1924 as cited in Lynn,
1974).

Brenner (1973) goes on to state that the oedipal

conflict is a real love affair encompassing tumultuous
passions of yearning and jealousy, fury, fear, thus making
its resolution tremendously important.
Freud saw the father as the powerful symbol of
authority for everyone within society, and Parsons continued
in 1955 to elaborate on the theme of the father as society's
representative in the family and the family's representative
in society.

The male carries the instrumental or doing

role, the female carries the expressive or being role.

It

is the father's job to help the child (but more especially
the male child) to cut the ties from mother and enter the
outer world (as cited in Lynn).

"A father who plays a

strong instrumental role in the family may as a whole be
very expressive with his little girl.

He may flirt with,

tease, and pamper his daughter even when she is only three

117

or four years old, in such a way that to reciprocate in the
relationship she can not express agression but must react
with affection, gentleness, docility, and coquetry." (Lynn,
197 4) •
Later on during the child's school age, paternal
influence and warmth seem to create independence in the
daughter whose father has expected and anticipated a
practical independence in the home. There is also an
indication that the yearning for a strong father, especially
if the mother is domineering, can lead to sexual promiscuity
in girls. A father's seductive behavior toward his daughter
often elicits sexual acting out, which will be aggravated if
he feels jealous or threatened by the onset of her puberty
and takes a restrictive attitude toward her (Lynn,1974).
Even though most fathers seem to expect their wives to take
the main responsibility for raising their daughters, in a
family where the father is nurturant, warm and participates
fully in child rearing, the daughter will grow up to be more
feminine, will be better adjusted psychologically, and will
have happier heterosexual relationships (Lamb, 1976).

Lamb

does not state what being more feminine means or how it is
an advantage.
Appleton (1981) states that too little childhood
closeness to an accepting father can leave a woman scarred
by insecurity, detachment, anger, and the inability for
later intimacy with a male.

The meaning of these findings

for a society in which the family system has undergone
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tremendous upheaval over the past half century is just
beginning to be taken into account. Nearly one half of all
marriages end in divorce, increasing numbers of children are
being raised in single parent, female-headed households, and
children are turning increasingly toward their peers as role
models (Bronfenbrenner, 1974, as cited in Lamb).

If it is

truly the father's role to socialize, role model, help
develop ethical and moral attitudes, and empower the
daughter in the work world, then it seems that this role is
not now being fulfilled in society and there do not appear
to be any feasible alternatives being developed to replace
it. It often reverts to the counselor or mental health
professional to play that role in one phase or another of
the development in a client.
Leonard (1982) in her book The Wounded Woman describes
the father symbolically as the archetypal figure in Western
society to which women, and in particular daughters, are
subservient. This authoritarian image led to an intense
feminist reaction, which has brought about many of the
recent role changes in society through a violent unending
struggle against subordination in the work place and slavery
on the home front, as well as adolescent rebellion and often
flight from paternal subjugation.

The division between

fathers and daughters has been perpetuated within the
cultural manifestation of the traditional, domineering,
take-charge, patriarchal stereotype, and the father is often
forced by his family system and cultural expectations to
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live up to this masculine image.

In Jungian terminology, he

has denied the existence of his anima and is therefore
unbalanced.
Kohut,

(1971), in The Analysis of the Self, describes

in object relations terms the traditional father's
projection of ideals on to the daughter during the
developmental process. The father cannot allow the child to
gradually become aware of his realistic limitations, but
continues to require idealization by the child after the
normal separation process should take place.

This

over-idealization may continue the narcissistic fixations
and vulnerabilities created by an unempathic or unreliable
mother.

Particularly in the daughter there may be later

unforgiving, explosive rage at the irresponsible and
negligent father who could not protect or deliver her from
the traumatic lack of unresponsive mothering.

The grown

daughter may then make unreasonable demands of other men
with whom she attempts relationships--either through her
strong dependency needs or in her desire to overpower them
physically or emotionally in order to protect herself.
Leonard (1982) speaks of the woman trapped in "Amazon
armor", cutting off her feelings, receptivity and nurturing
qualities because both her own father and the cultural
representatives of the father principle in society have
forced her to devalue her natural awareness and ability.
early as 1926, Karen Horney wrote of the same issue.

She

described female frigidity as a reluctance to accept the
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female role, beginning from ambivalent feelings about the
father which pushed her toward the masculine role and made
heterosexual love difficult to achieve.

Horney saw the

frequency of this problem as being due to "supra-individual,
cultural factors" of a male culture, "so that it is always
the male who will be considered more valuable on human and
spiritual grounds." (p. 82).

The little girl becomes the

inward victim of the power-need aspects of masculinity and
of the traditional authoritarian, non-relational disposition
which she has tried to overwhelm in her outward existence.
Leonard views this Amazonic reaction as a necessary
development phase for many women on both the personal and
societal levels.

However, some women seem to get stuck

there, cut off from their feelings, and often become
workaholics who later find their lives depressing and
without a sense of personal meaning (1982).

The cultural

manifestation of the dominant father and the subservient
daughter appears to be a distortion of what the real
father-daughter relationship ought to be.

In his Letters to

a Young Poet, Rainer Maria Rilke (1904) describes the
special quality of womanhood in which this developmental
process has been worked through to inner fulfillment and
acceptance.
The girl and the woman, in their new, their own
unfolding, will in passing be imitators of masculine
ways, good and bad, and repeaters of masculine
professions. After the uncertainty of such transitions
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it will become apparent that women were only going
through the profusion and the vicissitude of those
(often ridiculous) disguises in order to cleanse
their own most characteristic nature of the distorting
influences of the other sex. Women, in whom life
lingers and dwells more immediately, more fruitfully
and more confidently, must surely have become
fundamentally riper people, more human people, than
easygoing man, who is not pulled down below the surface
of life 'by the weight of any fruit of his body, and
who presumptuous and hasty, undervalues what he
thinks he loves. This humanity of woman, borne its
full time in suffering and humiliation, will come to
light when she will have stripped off the conventions
of mere femininity in the mutations of her outward
status, and those men who do not yet feel it approach
today will be surprised and struck by it, ... some
day there will be girls and women whose name will no
longer signify merely an opposite of the masculine,
but something in itself, something that makes one
think, not of any complement or limit, but only of
life and existence: the feminine being (pp. 58-59).
Over eighty years ago Rilke was aware of the need to
change the cultural rules concerning the masculine and
feminine aspects of society so that each could be uniquely
valued and equally influential.

Combined with this need is

the requirement to transform the personal relationship with
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the father, accepting both the positive and negative aspects
of his personality and behavior and incorporating them into
the feminine psyche.

Althea Horner (1984) describes how

this optimally takes place in the rapprochement phase of
development when early object representations should be
assimiliated into the self at the same time they are being
differentiated by the self during the
separation-individuation process.

Boundaries have begun to

form around the maternal representation as the child begins
psychic separation from the mother.

The child sees herself

as becoming a separate and distinct human being and at the
same time becomes aware of her dependency.

The impact of

the father at this point will depend on the quality of his
early relating to the child--either primarily nurturant,
primarily social play, or both (Horner, 1984).
Abelin (1971) says that "the father's first role is to
draw and attract the child into the world of people and
things." (as cited in Horner, p. 232).

During the later

weeks of the rapprochement crisis, Mahler states that the
father needs to function as a human support for the child as
she begins to move away from the mother in both time and
space. Then the child doesn't need to defend against the
anxiety of object loss by either renouncing the new-found
competence or turning inward to the grandiose self (Mahler,
Pine, and Bergman, 1975).

The father image of the "other"

more powerful parent may allow the child to move away from
the primary mothering object, especially if the father is
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available for externalization as the good-object projection.
If his character is such that he becomes "recipient of the
separated out, bad object projection " (Horner, 1984,
p. 131), then the child will be afraid of breaking the
symbiotic tie with the mother.

Father absence at this point

in development may lead to a split intrapsychic world with
no defense against psychosis (Kohut, 1977).
Several recent studies describe the importance of the
father in the daughter's life during the
separation-individuation process.

Lincoln's (1984) work

emphasizes that the father's role during the practicing
subphase enhances ego autonomy, differentiation, and
individuation, and is especially important to the emotional
life of the female child.

She concludes that it may be

impossible for the mother-daughter to achieve separation
without the father's interaction.

Although

Masterson

(1976) feels that it is the failure of the environment at
this point which leads to the pathology of the borderline
personality, especially in women, Horner sees this theory to
be overly simplistic, finding the borderline condition to
stem from "a failure to develop a cohesive, integrated
self-object representation in the symbiotic phase." (Horner,
p. 134).

When the child can't use the maternal introject

for assimilating the helpful mothering functions, the
primary structure is lacking and autonomy is impossible.
The female child never forms boundaries which separate self
from the mother, never feels as if she is a distinct,
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separate person from the mother, and cannot allow herself to
become aware of her dependency (Giovacchini, 1975 as cited
in Horner) .

If the mother can't tolerate separation at

eighteen months, she may not have been able to allow earlier
attempts at self-assertion.

The child would not be able to

follow the Piagetian organization process of assimilation,
accomodation, generalization, differentiation, and
integration unless the father is able to be there as a
nurturing father from the beginning (Horner, 1984).
Speiler (1984) also believes that girls in the
preoedipal phase need the father's attunement to attain the
healthy ego development and narcissism of a cohesive self.
Father absence, whether physical or emotional, leads to the
persistence of distorted fantasies and developmental
deficiencies especially in the area of later heterosexual
relations.

In her article, Spieler describes the classical

Freudian view of female development as having many
inconsistencies and like Alice Miller (1983), takes issue
with the drive and structural theories which treat the child
as a sexual creature driven by uncontrolled urges.

Kohut's

form of empathic self psychology seems to show a new pathway
for the treatment of these developmental and relational
problems from an object relations standpoint which allows
the client to accept that early nurturing was not perfect,
that often the parent could not help this, that it was never
the child's fault, and that feelings and remembered needs
from the past can be dealt with in the present as an adult.
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"The archaic object is experienced as all-powerful and all
knowing, and thus the consequences of its actions and
omissions are always viewed by the child's psyche as having
been brought about intentionally." (1971 p. 288).

Kohut

describes his experience with a female client who needed to
view him as simply an impersonal function whenever she
reverted into her childlike state of narcissistic grandeur
coming from her mother's need to see her as a continuous
extension of herself.
Her father, to whom ... the patient had turned more
in search of a substitute for the narcissistic approval
which she had not obtained from her mother than as an
oedipal love object, had further traumatized the child
by vacillating between attitudes of fantastic love for
the girl and emotional disinterest and withdrawal over
long stretches.

His behavior stimulated the child's

old narcissistic preoccupations without helping her
to integrate them with a realistic conception of the
self by an optimal selectivity of his responses in a
setting of reliably maintained interest. He thus
interfered with the establishment of a solid repression
barrier and, through his inconsistent and seductive
behavior, he reinforced the trend toward a
resexualization of her needs (Kohut, p. 289) .
The above statement defines an instance in which the
father could have fulfilled the role left by the depressive
mother. Instead, this twenty-five year old woman had grown

. '
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up incapable of intimacy with anyone, and rejected marriage
despite several love affairs because she knew it would be a
sham. In therapy she needed empathic response to her
narcissistic displays and to receive mirroring and echoing
of her early cathected self ... but she did not see the
therapist as an object and was not dealing with transference
fantasies.

An interpretation at this time would have been

seen as a reprimand of childish unrealistic behavior and
have led to further repression instead of eventual
integration of the archaic structure into the mature
personality (Kohut, 1971).

As counselors we must

consistently be aware of our client's history at the same
time we are dealing with the immediate here-and-now or we
will do irreparable damage to an already hurting person.
La Barbera's study of seductive father-daughter sex
roles in 1984 agrees with Kohut's thesis in that he
correlated a sexualized father relationship with negative
male traits in the daughter: arrogance, low emotionality,
and negative attitudes to male sexuality and female
competition.

Lack of paternal encouragement led to

submissiveness, to low autonomy level, and to a passive
dependence which disposed girls to seek sexual male
relationships to solve their general relationship problems.
Leonard (1982) refers to these girls as "puellae aeternae,''
eternal girls who gain their identity from the projections
others have upon them:

"the femme fatale, the good

daughter, the charming wife and hostess, the beautiful

• tJ
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princess, even the tragic heroine.

Instead of assuming the

strength and force of her potential and the responsibility
that goes with it, the eternal girl dwells in weakness."
(p. 38).
In her book, Passionate Aattachments, Signe Hammer
writes: "If the mystique of perfect love is at the heart of
the father-daughter relationship, behind the mystique lies
sex." (1982, p. 71).

If the father can accept the infant

with tenderness and the three-year-old with loving
understanding and approval, the daughter can grow as an
adult to combine sex with intimacy. However, there also
seemed to be that intrinsic need to mold oneself to the
father which led Freud to define women as passive creatures
by nature.

In the 1950's this cultural prescription of

psychoanalysis made to girls who drove cars and went to
college led to the feminist movement and the backlash
against Freudian theory.
There is in reality a biological need for all human
infants to merge which makes dependent passivity an easy
role to fall back on if it is the culturally accepted mode
of behavior (1982).

If the father fears the little girl's

natural excitement, she may equate being female with lack of
control and badness, and grow up to fear her own sexuality.
The other possibility is outright seduction of the child, in
which the relationship is eroticized, either emotionally or
physically.

In a 1979 study, Finklehor found that one

percent of the 530 women college students interviewed were
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fathers~

incest victims of their

generalized to the general

population, this means that over three quarters of a million
women in the United States have been vicitimized by the one
person designated by the family to protect them.

It would

appear the male dominance theory may create this travesty--a
father is only doing what some other male will do some day.
"Throughout history men have projected their own sexuality
onto girls and women.
sexuality.

Women are responsible for men's

Men are not ... so incest is her fault.

it doesn't exist at all.

Or worse,

She is simply the victim of her

own incestuous fantasies, as Freud decided his hysterical
female patients were." (Hammer,l982, p. 81).

Hopefully the

younger fathers of today who were not raised with the
repressive Victorian role models will be able to see their
daughters as people who are sexual beings, neither coming on
to their daughters nor rejecting

them out of their own

fears and inadequacies.
"If Daddy is unconsciously identifying with his
daughter as someone he can indulge, who doesn't have his
masculine needs for achievement, and if this image of her
also reinforces his masculinity, how can he encourage her?"
(Hammer, 1982, p.148).

The daughter needs to be able to

identify with her father, yet keep a strong feminine
identity combining qualities of self-assertion, leadership,
achievement, and also of disagreement with her father,
without the fear that lack of approval means annihilation.
It is a difficult struggle to retain attachment and also to
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achieve accommodation with the goal of being autonomous.

As

counselors in this area we will often have to help daughters
to mourn the loss of the 'fantasy father' before they can
give up that belief in Daddy's magical powers which has
always allowed the man in their life to carry the real
power. Instead of looking for someone to replace Daddy,
women need help in finding a sense of themselves, the
ability to trust in their own judgements and to become their
own ego ideal instead of projecting it onto someone else.
We need to have a very complete sense of our own autonomy
before we will be able to help our women clients to let go
of the father image and begin to take responsibility for
themselves.

If we can see that Daddy was neither perfect

nor a monster, it will be easier to give up our own
self-blaming and perfectionism and not to take personally
the projections of our clients.
Most of all we will need to help our client to forgive
her father, so that she will be able to forgive herself and
become who she was meant to be.

Reconciliation begins with

the ability to tolerate paradox--that the model is the
father, but no other man in a woman's life will ever give
her the same kind of unconditional love she expected or
actually received from him. The counselor can help a female
client to diminish this ambivalence within herself, first by
accepting all of her feelings about her father, angry and
hurt, joyful and supportive, and then by integrating these
feelings into herself with the awareness that she is still
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separate from him.

"By coming to a reconciliation with him

in her mind and heart she will be able to free herself of
destructive patterns in her life." (Appleton, 1981, p. 195).
With this integration comes the final step toward
independence and maturity; without it real change is not
possible.
The process of healing in the father-daughter
relationship also needs to take place on the cultural level,
and requires a vision of both the positive and negative
aspects of the paternal in society. In the long run it will
require the changing of the ruling cultural principles so
that both the feminine and masculine are valued as unique
and of equal influence. Even the woman who has had a good
relationship with her father will often take issue with her
relation to the societal patriarch, discovering that it
needs to be altered before she can take her place in
society.

Leonard (1982) says that women need to be aware of

their androgyny in both personal and cultural relationships,
as the fantasy of the perfect parent, mother or father, is
always a blend of male and female:

"strong, stable,

dependable, firm, active, adventurous; yet warm, loving,
compassionate, tender, nurturing, caring, and involved."
(p. 161).

It is very important for the counselor to help

the client assume within herself the idea that she can be
her own father.

By valuing her person and acting out of her

own needs, feelings and intuition, she can create her own
way of life and experience her personal authority. This
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valuing of self can lead to fruitful adult relationships
between men and women and the reward will be inner
fulfillment and the outward enhancement of life.
In the final analysis, the counselor's job is to help
the client find and accept the truth; the client may then
decide to go beyond the truth to create a renewal of her
personal here-and-now expression of life.

Alice Miller

(1984) tells us that a child's reality is always more tragic
than the fantasy used to cover it up.

The real pain of

confusion and helplessness felt by the child needs to be
acknowledged, not hidden under the power of theories such as
the "Oedipal" complex and its guilt. For eighty years
Oedipus was blamed for causing his own tragic fate--as long
as we as counselors continue to hide behind theory instead
of listening to the reality of our clients, there will be no
healing.

We must confront our own demons in the form of

perversions, addictions, and self-destructive behaviors; we
must look at our own failures in relationship, see our
developmental arrests, and allow ourselves to feel the pain
of our own childhood traumas.

Only then will we be able to

face the client's feelings of fear, shame, rage and guilt
and support her in the often terrifying truths which
previously she has been unable to admit or give voice to.
We must heal our own relationships with our fathers before
we can take anyone else through the journey of intrapsychic
and interpersonal healing. We have to confront the paternal
in society and come to terms with our own cultural reality
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New

Conclusion and Lysis

It has been my personal experience that regressive
suffering has evolved from my membership in the human
condition, born of its original pain of unconsciousness, and
it is definitely archaic and primitive in nature and
expression.

My mystical/visionary experiences seem to come

from the other end of the spectrum, and are archetypal in
their representation of the human connection with the
divine, the Godhead--truly symbolic of God living me.

Both

experiences have grown and expanded out of working through
my own personal journey toward individuation, in my dream
work, in active imagination, meditation, therapy--both
individual and group--and the ongoing struggle for intimacy
in personal relationships.

Specifically,this study of

Jungian dream work and it's allied fields has raised my
consciQusness level and taken me many steps down the pathway
toward individuation.
During the past two years I have worked a number of
different dreams, all of them relating in some way to this
first dream of individuation.

In some of them I have been

with children, from giving birth up to adolescence and I
know I was reparenting that inner child and giving myself a
chance to integrate all those split-off parts into a whole,
my Self.

Then last January, just as I was compiling all my

notes to complete this project, I had a numinous dream.

I

am in the foyer of a house with a real estate agent, it has
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high white-painted ceilings, and three beautiful open arches
which lead into the adjoining rooms, allowing the sunshine
to stream in.

On the floor of each room is a different

carpet: to the left, a fluffy cream-colored llama fur rug,
straight ahead a wildly patterned woven Mexican throw of
gold and orange and black, to the right a subdued Oriental
tapestry style rug with a rich patina of age, and in the
foyer, my carpet.

It is of soft, yet vibrant spring-colored

flowers--rose, yellow, peach, aqua, in a delineated swirling
pattern.

The medium-sized rectangle has a wide border of

jade green, and a wreath of frothy, yellow-green vines
encircle the flowers.

The pile is thick, but not too dense,

and I take off my shoes to feel its inviting lushness.

The

agent says, "Don't buy this house, it's too open." I reply,
"I want it, it's mine, I belong here."

And I woke up.

That dream is the Lysis, the outcome of. my dream work,
my struggle for individuation, the long ritual process of
this project.

I know who I am and where I belong, orne of

the time, and am able to say so most of time.

The journey

is not over, but for the moment the path is less steep and
rocky.

Jung called the mandela the center, the focus of all

the paths that lead to individuation.

The three shadowy

locked doors have become three brightly lit open arches, and
the three throw rugs are visible and comfortable within
reach of the centrally located fourth carpet.
becoming Quaternity.

Trinity is

I listen to the voice speaking in my

heart and realize that I already, always, am.
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