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When God said “be perfect” he meant it. 

He meant we must go in for the full treatment. 

It is hard, but the sort of compromise we are all hankering after is harder— 

in fact, it is impossible.   

It may be hard for an egg to turn into a bird:  

it would be a jolly sight harder for it to learn to fly while remaining an egg.  

 We are like eggs at present,  

and you cannot go on indefinitely being just an ordinary, decent egg.  

 We must be hatched or go bad. 

       C.S. Lewis 

Mere Christianity, Bk IV, ch. 8 
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CHAPTER I 

 

MY NAME IS HUMPTY 

 

 

 

                           Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall; 

                           Humpty Dumpty had a great fall; 

                                                   All the King's horses and all the King's men 

                           Could not put Humpty Dumpty together again. 

 

  

 Eggs don't belong on walls. Eggs don't have flat surfaces.  An egg on top of a wall doesn't 

make sense at all.  Somehow, sometime ole Humpty was sure to have a fall.  Either a breeze 

would come along or somebody would give the fatal push.  Or perhaps Humpty‟s  curiosity got 

the better of him and he leaned over the edge just a little too far trying to see what lay beneath.  

At any rate he fell, and that was the end of Humpty.   

 I call myself Humpty and, like the egg in the rhyme, I have had a great fall.  My wall was 

tall and I fell a long way.  It is incredible to me that I lived to tell the tale.  My landing was 

traumatic and my shell broke into lots of little pieces but, unlike Humpty Dumpty, my fall was 

not the end for me.  It marked a new beginning, a hatching out.  It was the most important event 

of my life.  In fact, it was essential in order for me to live at all.  And it all happened 30 years 
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ago.  And I am convinced that what happened to me can happen to anyone who wants a new life. 

 How my wall came to be and how I came to be sitting on it, the fall that ensued, and the 

shell-breaking and hatching out event which followed make up the story you are about to read. 

There are many names for such: awakening, enlightenment, individuation, higher awareness, 

self-actualization, wholeness, salvation, becoming one‟s True Self. 

 My mother asked me, "Honey, do you think it was your nerves?  Do you think you had  

 

a nervous breakdown?" 

 

“If you want to call it a 'nervous breakdown,' Momma, that‟s perfectly all right with me.  

Call it whatever you want." I recall reading somewhere, however, that a physician dealing with 

mental illness had never encountered the breakdown of a nerve. 

 A friend diagnosed with severe depression called my experience the same.  I  have 

thought long about what it should be called.  "Breakdown" certainly is appropriate, because I 

certainly felt all broken down.  "Depression" fits, too, for that describes my feelings and 

reactions. “Collapse” also fits, as does "falling apart."  

Later I decided I wanted to call the event by a name that would suggest the positive 

aspects of it.  I told people a miracle had happened to me.  I told others I had had a "rebirth." 

Some responded with excitement at this news; others said, "Oh, I don't want to hear about any 

born-again experience!"  

I learned that I had better be careful what I called it.  People on the whole seemed  better 

prepared to hear the bad news than the good.  They could understand when I told them of the 

"breakdown" but acted rather skeptical when I told them of the miraculous culmination of the 

event. 
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 In time I thought of  a useful metaphor for my experience,  Humpty Dumpty.  It occurred 

to me that I, like Humpty,  had had a great fall.  Like Humpty, I had broken into  many pieces.  

And, like Humpty, I was not put back together again by all the king's horses or all the king's 

men.   

In fact, I did not need all the king's horses or all the king's men to put me together again.  

I was miraculously put back together without alcohol, tranquilizers, hospitalization, shock 

treatment, or long-term therapy.   

Suddenly I realized if I had been “put back together,”  I would have been enclosed again 

in whatever it was that imprisoned me before.  I was set free.  Just as Humpty Dumpty was never 

intended to sit on that wall, I was never intended to stay trapped in my shell. I was intended to 

become a new creature, one that would emerge alive and complete. 

 Each of us is a Humpty Dumpty.  We each come from a biological egg, yet there is 

another egg, a psycho-spiritual egg within us, trying to hatch.  Regardless of our racial, cultural, 

or religious heritage, there is new life within us trying to be born.  Symbolically, the egg 

represents potential spiritual life deep inside, which must be permeated by the conscious  before 

it can grow into who we are meant to be. The fertilization takes place as we give conscious 

permission to our Inner Wisdom to make us into a new being. 

 Scott Peck talks about the ego boundaries that are established as the ego, that conscious, 

willful part of us, begins to develop and to gain knowledge of its own limits.
1
 This establishment 

of our limits is equivalent to the development and hardening of our shell.  We develop skills and 

abilities which enable us to cope with the reality of life as we perceive it. We harden our 

protective shell as well.   
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Robert Frost tells us there is something that doesn't love a wall.  He suggests that nature 

somehow contrives to loosen stones, heaves up boulders, and conspires against man's walls. 
2
 

Walls are even more unnatural to the inner nature of man, the unconscious part that is hidden 

from our conscious knowledge.  At the same time that our conscious energy is at work 

developing and hardening our shell, our unconscious energy is at work building a wall.  The 

paradox is that the part of us that knows what is best for us is the part that erects the inner wall.  

The wall is the means by which we have our "fall." It is as inevitable and necessary--as much a 

part of our inherent determinism--as the shell. 

 Peck says that we must forge for ourselves an identity before we can give up that identity.  

We must develop an ego before we can lose it.  Ego boundaries must be hardened before they 

can be softened.
3
 The building and hardening of our ego boundaries enable us to know what 

skills we can develop and how we cope with the world.  The ego shell also addresses our need to   

protect ourselves against anything that threatens us.   

What we do for ourselves in shell-building is exactly what we need to do.  We are 

becoming all that our conscious self is able to become. 

 The unconscious, that all-knowing part of us, supports and enhances the development of 

the shell while it is simultaneously  building a wall underneath.  We assume that we are sitting 

on friendly soil until suddenly one day we feel a "shaking of the foundations"(Isaiah 24:1-8) and  

discover we are sitting upon a high wall that has been built under us.  The movement of the wall 

and our own unsteadiness give us ample reason to believe that something traumatic is about to 

take place. 

 The paradoxical thing about a shell is that while it insulates and protects, it eventually 
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restrains and inhibits.  The unconscious knows this from the beginning and thus willingly 

cooperates with and encourages the process of shell-hardening.  The paradoxical thing about the 

wall formed under the egg by the unconscious is that its sole purpose is self-destruction.  Just as 

whatever is in that eggshell is eventually going to want out, so the "something" hidden within 

our psyche doesn't love a wall.  The unconscious has nothing it wants to wall in or out, but it 

must build the wall tall enough so there may be a “breaking-open” when the fall comes.  The 

only way we can become hatched is for our eggshell to break open.  The unconscious forms the 

wall as a means of orchestrating the fall.  

The shaking of the wall comes at the same time that we are experiencing the shell 

squeezing in on us.  These are the pangs of our second birthing process, and the birth pangs are 

as real as the contractions of a woman in labor.  Unlike the delivering mother, we instinctively 

attempt to ignore or escape rather than work with the pain.  Because we do not understand what 

is happening within us, we are unable to embrace and move with the contractions.    

 What is needed, therefore, is a kind of understanding of the process that will enable us to 

bring about the parturition.  This demands cooperation, a special kind of encounter between our 

conscious self and an unfamiliar unconscious part. 

 The story of our fall, as with all stories we  want to hear, has a happily-ever-after ending.  

But our story contains both good and bad news.  We must experience our fall before we can find 

the happy ending.   

Good and bad news have a way of changing places. What we consider bad news can be 

good news in disguise.  The happily-ever-after ending is good news that lasts throughout our 

lives and can never be altered by whatever news  comes later. The best  news  anyone can 
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receive is the answer to the question about the purpose of life. Such news is explosive,  

unexpected, unpredictable,  yet more welcome than any other. 

 Good news always carries with it a sense of freedom, a spirit of liberation.  Just as new 

creatures are liberated from the confines of their eggshells, something within the human psyche 

yearns to be free of its imprisoning shell.  The conscious has not the power to free itself; it must 

look within to the power of the unconscious.  True liberation takes place from within. All 

external conflicts are simply projections of the internal struggle of the Self to be born.  Cynthia 

Bourgeault points out that all great spiritual masters have taught “that we human beings are 

victims of a tragic case of mistaken identity.”
4
 

 We cannot be sure whether all the king's horses and all the king's men tried to put 

Humpty Dumpty together again or if they simply surveyed the situation and called it hopeless.  

We do know that even if they had tried, they would have been unable to accomplish the task.  No 

one can put  an eggshell back together again.  And no one can put another human being back 

together, either. 

The last line of the rhyme doesn‟t fit.  It has too many syllables.  Something is not right.  

Eliminate the word Dumpty and the rhyme fits perfectly.  Dumpty represents all the garbage we 

have dumped on ourselves, all the guilt, anger, drivenness, and all the feelings of inadequacy. 

Unhealthiness, dis-ease comes us  in many forms.  All  that needs to be removed for the rhyme to 

fit and for us to become our new Self. 

The road to health--mental, emotional, and physical--is one we must travel alone.  As the 

old spiritual says: 

 I've got to walk this lonesome valley; I've got to walk it by myself. 

 Oh, nobody else can walk it for me; I've got to walk it by myself. 



 

10 

 

The evangelist Paul enjoins, "Work out your own salvation with fear and trembling" 

(Philippians  2:12 We  each walk our own way.  Each of us is unique.  Each  pilgrimage  features 

what no other pilgrimage possesses.  Yet we all yearn for  salvation, wholeness, peace. 

 We are individuals but we have a common human bond that makes us more alike than we 

might imagine.  Our shells may have different features but the same kind of obstacle faces each 

of us.  And the same kind of marvelous creative potential exists within. 

 I have learned from my own story that experience precedes knowledge.  I  tell my story in 

the hope that it will strike a common chord in others and encourage them.  Something quite 

powerful happened in my life many years ago, and I have sustained the new Self that emerged.  

My intent is not to overdramatize the events of my fall and transformation but rather to invite 

you to participate, in the hope that you will discover a new reality in your own life. 
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CHAPTER II 

 

 HOMEWARD BOUND 

 

 

 

Show me the way to go home; 

I'm tired and I want to go to bed....(1) 

 

 My search for home began a long time ago.  Maybe even longer ago than I realize.  As 

far back as I can remember, I delighted in revisiting the houses where I lived as a child.  While 

working on this manuscript, in fact, I revisited the house where I lived when my sister was born,  

a  house which I probably had not seen in over 40 years  I remembered it in precise detail.  

Something in me has always wanted to recapture  what those childhood homes represent. 

 In The Wizard of Oz Dorothy wants more than anything to find her way back to Kansas, 

back home.  After viewing the beautiful land of Oz and hearing Dorothy's description of the 

grayness of everything in Kansas, the Scarecrow can't understand why Dorothy wants to go 

back.  Dorothy says, 

“No matter how dreary or grey our homes are, we people of flesh and blood would rather 

live there than in any other country, be it ever so beautiful.  There is no place like 

home.”(2) 

 

 The child Dorothy speaks for the children we all were.  We long for the security, the 

safety, the sense of belonging that home represented.  Home was the place where we began life.  

Home was the place where people fed us, clothed us, gave us shelter.  Home was the place where 

we had our own seat at the table, our own bed, our own little corner of the world.  Home was the 

place where we were cared for, protected, concerned about, worried over.  Home was the place 

where we found love, that is, ideally.  And  whether we were loved or not, early in life we 
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experienced a woundedness that began in earnest our search for home.                                                                                     

 When I entered high school my family moved away from the house I had lived in for ten 

years, and even though there was always a roof over my head--albeit many roofs in the span of a 

few years--I had a great yearning to live again in the place I had called home for so long.  The 

fact that my father had financial difficulty in providing a house for us possibly put off my search 

for my psychological home as I concentrated my energies on wanting a secure physical one.  

Only years later, after the embarrassment of our many moves had faded, was I able to realize that 

I had been searching for something internal that no one else could give me. 

 When asked where Kansas is, Dorothy says, "I don't know, but it is my home, and I'm 

sure it's somewhere."(3)  We have the instinctive assurance that our home is "somewhere" too, 

and we wander psychologically as well as physically through life trying to find it, trying to 

discover or create a new home.  We are yearning for a place, our own individual, personal place.  

A place of our own.  A physical place.  A spiritual place.  An emotional place.  Our "home." We 

wander far and long.  We are lost and we want desperately to find or to be found. 

 I was enrolled in a school system that accelerated my learning progress and graduated me 

from high school at the age of 16.  I entered college months before my seventeenth birthday, two 

years younger than my classmates, chronologically and socially.  Though I mixed and mingled 

well and adjusted outwardly, inwardly I felt self-conscious and anxious.  Those four years away 

from home were among the most pleasant I can remember, and I learned and matured a great 

deal.  Yet I graduated without the feeling of inner security I thought adulthood would bring. 

   As I look back on my 20s now, my perception is that they were spent trying to catch up 

with myself, trying to get to the place where I thought I ought to be, needed to be.  Those years 
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were spent running after myself, frantically chasing an image, trying to reach myself.  I spent 

time doing a great number of things, trying one and then another.  Like the protagonist in 

Pilgrim's Progress, I was trying to reach a place of safety, trying to achieve a sense of well-

being, a sense of self-confidence which I sorely lacked. 

 I can recall thinking in my mid-thirties that I had finally "arrived;” I had acquired some 

self-confidence in most social situations.  I was able to feel less awkward in part, I think, because 

of a greater ability to reach beyond myself and to concentrate on what others were saying and 

feeling.  I wish I had been developing the ability to listen more carefully to myself as well. 

 I remember a telephone call that came in 1972.  A good friend was calling my husband, 

and as we chatted a few minutes, he said, "Well, Ann, what are you up to these days?  You 

always seem to have some project going." 

 I said, "To tell you the truth, I am trying to concentrate less on doing and more on being." 

 I was astounded to hear myself say that.  Not once had that thought entered my mind.  As 

I heard myself utter that sentence, I wondered what it could possibly mean.  I wish I had been 

able to fathom more of the meaning of those words at that time.  I think my psyche was speaking 

through my mouth and hoping my stubborn head would listen and get the message.  It took ten 

years for the head to get the message. 

 I left my childhood home before I could pull together my roots and my past, and gain a 

sense of a beginning place.  I left my own physical roots too early to carry with me as an adult a 

real sense of historical place.  My feelings of restlessness and rootlessness have spurred my 

search for identity within since I could not find it without.  

 And for that I am thankful. Perhaps I am more fortunate than those who live all their 
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lives in one locality.  Those people  may possess an imperturbable sense of historical and 

physical place.  Some are driven to it earlier than others, but all are eventually driven to it.. 

 When my husband finished his education and we moved in 1963 to a small town in the 

Mississippi Delta, I laughingly told the townspeople that the day we arrived I went out in the 

back yard and started digging a hole to plant my roots.  We shall always refer to that place as our 

first home.  Both our sons were born there.  The people in the church and the town accepted us as 

part of their extended family.  It was home.  Security.  Our place!  

Six years later  when the time came to move,  I was thankful for the six months  I had to 

prepare.  The time had come to move, I knew that.  The move would be a good one, I was sure of 

that. Still I cried many tears over the parting.  And the first time I returned to enter what had been 

my home, now filled with someone else's furniture, I thought I would not be able to make my 

feet ascend the steps to the front porch. 

 Living in a larger town was exciting.  My children were delighted with their new friends 

and schools.  My husband loved his work.  The people were outgoing and congenial.  The size 

and substance of the town suited us.  The cultural and educational opportunities of a university 

community pleased us.  I immediately found more interesting people than I would ever have time 

to know and more interesting things to do than I could ever actually accomplish.  With so many 

exciting people to know and things to do,  I would need to be three clones living long lives. 

 I had found another "home," a home more exciting, filled with more good things, a more 

abundant life, than I had ever imagined existed.  I began to try new things, to join organizations, 

to experiment with new activities.  My creativity urged me into the area of crafts, especially egg-

decorating, which I found even more satisfying than membership in organizations, and I was 
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delighted to find new friends with the same interests.  

 I was constantly on the lookout for new and different craft projects to try.  I amassed 

stacks of magazines, frequented craft shows and bazaars, filled closets, chests, and boxes with 

supplies.  I began many projects, finished some, but left just as many unfinished.  Something 

within me was trying to say, "You are still incomplete.  You are still dissatisfied." 

 My family and friends asked why I began many projects and abandoned them before they 

were completed.  I really couldn't say.  Something inside me wanted them finished, hated the 

idea of spending time on a project that couldn't be used.  I did feel guilty about all the chests and 

boxes filled with barely begun, half-finished, almost completed items.  

Somehow each new craft presented a challenge, and once I knew I had learned the 

technique, the excitement waned.  Part of my dissatisfaction was due, I think, to the fact that I 

was always copying someone else‟s art.  I sometimes made alterations, even some improvement 

on the models, but none of my crafts were original.  My husband kept nudging me, "You have 

talent.  When are you going to come up with something original?" 

 I said, "I am not an original person.” 

I became annoyed that I was being pushed to do something I was not capable of doing, 

and at the same time envious of the people who seemed to be constantly originating ideas. 

 My activities increased as I became determined to do as many things as my strength 

would allow.  Friends and family began telling me, "Ann, you are killing yourself.  When are 

you going to slow down?" 

 I replied, "There are just so many things I want to do, I can't slow down." 

 And one day in 1977 I realized that I had to slow down.  I had developed a stomach 
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ulcer.  I was undone.  An ulcer was one of the things I had vowed would never happen to me.  

(The other was an emotional breakdown.)  I was losing control over my life.  And I was feeling 

farther away from "home" than I had ever felt.  I had a distinct premonition of death. I began 

writing my funeral, rehearsed my farewells with family and friends, and made sure my will was 

in order. 

 I remember the day I decided to go to my pastor for comfort.  Fighting hard to keep back 

the tears, I told him, "I have always awakened in the morning feeling joy, anticipating a new day.  

Now  I have  these awful waves of uneasiness.  It is such a horrible feeling.  I can't stand it." 

 He replied without a moment's hesitation, "Sounds like a rebirth to me," and rather 

summarily dismissed me.  I was angry and hurt;  I hadn't received sympathy and comfort.  I did 

not  want a rebirth.  I just wanted to be like I used to be!" 

 When I reached home I remembered  he had also suggested that I needed to listen to the 

message of the pain.  Unable to concentrate on anything else, I sat down with paper and pencil 

and began a dialogue.  Even before I could ask why the pain was killing me, the pain asked me if 

I wanted to live or if I wanted to die.  I realized that I really did want to live but that something in 

me needed to die. And I realized  I couldn‟t consciously sort out and kill what needed to die.   

 In this brief dialogue I became convinced that a force beyond the pain could do for me 

what I could not do for myself.  All it needed was my permission.  Being so sure  it was a 

benevolent force that wished me health and not death, I readily agreed.  Without asking further 

questions, I folded up the piece of paper, put it away, and forgot that the dialogue had occurred. 

 A really bad time ensued until the medication calmed the ulcer enough so that my waves 

of uneasiness subsided.   In time, when the physical discomfort disappeared, the premonition 
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passed also.  Relieved that the trauma was over, I put away my funeral plans and plunged into 

life again, this time determined to overcome my physiological handicap and assume better 

control over my life. 

 In 1976, when the country was celebrating its 200th anniversary of independence, I 

celebrated a personal independence.  I  adopted a new theme song and believed I was finally 

home free.  I heard a friend announce that he had decided, "If it ain't fun, I must be doing it 

wrong." And he had begun to base his life on that premise.  Something inside me leaped for joy.  

"Halleluiah!  That's for me."  

There was something within me that had felt so burdened with the "oughts" and 

"shoulds" of life that the joyful things were being pushed farther and farther to the side.  I 

decided my theme song would be "If I don't want to do it, I'm not going to do it." And as far as I 

can objectively assess my life since 1976 that is exactly the modus operandi I have used.  I have 

easily and guiltlessly answered "no" when asked to undertake something I did not want to do.  

 I gladly and patiently explained to incredulous friends my justification (Shorter 

Catechism, Question No. 1: What is the chief end of man? Answer: Man's chief end is to glorify 

and to ENJOY [caps mine] Him forever.)(4)  My interpretation is that God created man, not for 

work, but for play; not for anger, but for joy; not to find discontentment in life but to find 

pleasure and enjoyment. 

 I have a friend who is a gifted therapist.  One of her favorite pieces of advice is to 

encourage all who will listen to her to spend at least two hours every day doing something they 

really want to do.  I thought that sounded great and I tried it; but some days I found I was 

spending a great deal of time trying to choose which of many things  to fill my two hours.  I had 



 

19 

                                                                                                                                                             

to have all or nothing.  I was happier with myself and other people and the world in general when 

I gave myself permission to do only those things I wanted to do.  Though friends and 

acquaintances challenged my justification, wrestled with me over the issues raised by my new 

lifestyle. No one who has known me since my crisis can argue that I have not followed my 

motto. 

 I felt like that boll weevil must have felt after "looking for a home" for such a long time 

and finally finding that tasty cotton boll.  I began to sing with him, "I've found my home; I've 

found my home." I had found my place, my refuge, my peace, my security, my "home" at last--or 

so I thought. 

 Intermittently the ulcer would make itself known and demand to be dealt with, and 

through all my activity I was beginning to experience an inescapable fatigue.  I began to look 

forward more than ever to summer, which had always been my favorite time of year.  For years 

summer had been that lovely routine-free time of year, when I could go for weeks without 

consulting a calendar, when each day was free and my plans and activities could be absolutely 

spontaneous.  

 Summer was the time when I spent long hours soaking up the hot sun and refreshing my 

body in the cold water of a pool.  Summer was the time when I allowed myself the delicious 

luxury of reading.  Summertime held the joy of gardening--fruit, flowers, and vegetables.   

 I began to depend more and more on what summer could do for me.  Being a thin-

blooded creature who suffered physical pain from the cold in winter, I told people I depended on 

the sun I soaked up in the summer to help me survive the chill of winter.  I also depended on the 

rest and relaxation time I allowed myself in the summer to give me refreshment from the 
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previous nine months of scheduled doings and somehow renew my energy and enthusiasm for 

the next nine.   

But just as I was needing summer more and more, my summers were changing.  I was 

having less and less time for sunning, swimming, and reading.  I increased the size of my 

vegetable garden and the time  needed to tend it multiplied disproportionately.  Tending, picking, 

and processing.  Whatever time was left was spent sleeping.  Instead of being rested and ready 

for what September would bring, I found myself exhausted from the summer's physical labors by 

a garden that just would not quit. 

 My sister says that February is usually a "down" time for her, but she has learned to 

prepare for it.  She squirrels away emotional goodies eleven months of the year to get her 

through the one month of hunger.  I think that she is taking good care of herself.  She knows 

what she needs to do for herself and spends whatever time is necessary to meet that need.  Do 

you see the contrast between the two of us?  She uses eleven months to prepare for the one, and I 

was depending on three months to restore me from  the other nine. 

 I can remember a strange and recurring dream of my childhood and adolescence.  It 

contained no people, no dialogue, no real images.  The best picture I can give it is to compare it 

to the sea--at times calm and glassy without a ripple and at other times wild and raging.  

However, the dream had no breakers, no surf, no beach, nothing to remind me of the ocean.  The 

dream itself was just a feeling, an awareness.   

For a long time I would enjoy the complete calm--no agitation, no tension, no conflict, no 

disorder of any kind.  Then gradually movement would begin.  Almost imperceptibly a rhythm 

would make itself known throughout the calmness.  Little by little the motion would increase, 
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very slowly, very slowly, but increasing all the while.  The rhythm gained momentum and the 

movement increased until finally there was no calmness anywhere, only great commotion and 

furious turbulence.  My reaction was always the same.  I enjoyed the first part but was disturbed 

and unsettled by the end.   

My mother's interpretation was matter of fact: "I think it represents the way you act.  You 

will be very passive, in fact, sleep long hours undisturbed; but when you do decide to act, you 

are all motion.  You seem to be one or the other--no in-between." 

 Her interpretation seemed plausible and whenever the dream returned, I thought of her 

explanation.  The dream recurred infrequently throughout my life.  I could see, however, a 

gradual change in it.  The period of calmness was decreasing and the period of agitation was 

increasing.  I have a hunch that when the turbulence completely engulfed the tranquility, my 

conscious blocked out the memory of the dream entirely and that is the reason I have not been 

able to remember having the dream.  Though I did not consciously decide to forget the dream, I 

believe my conscious found the recollection of it too painful to acknowledge because it 

graphically paralleled what was happening to me. 

 Physical fatigue began to take its toll.  I could not muster the strength to attack a physical 

job.  I lacked enthusiasm for doing things I had wanted to do in the past.  Making  decisions 

about what to do and what not to do confused me.   

I began to realize my desperate need for complete physical rest.  (I had given myself 

permission to do only those things I wanted to do.  I had not given myself permission to stop 

doing.) I began to tell myself that I would rest when certain obligations had been met, when a 

term of service I had accepted ended, when a special family event had come and gone, when 
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summer came again.  Yes, then I would let the sun and the water and the books perform their 

healing magic on me.  I began to look forward to summer more than I can ever remember 

looking forward to it. 

 The special event in the life of my family was the high school graduation of my elder son 

Dee.  I told people I felt almost as if we were having a wedding.  So many details to be taken 

care of, such preparations to be made, so many things to do.  It was physically exhausting, but 

the emotional trauma was also to be reckoned with.   

I kept remembering my own high school graduation and thinking that was the last (and 

probably only the second) time I had seen my father cry.  As I left the auditorium, marching in 

step with my classmates to the solemn and moving music, I saw him waiting for me in the 

hallway.  Tears were running down his face, and his brought forth mine.  We embraced and cried 

a long time, and though I felt deep emotion, I could not label or analyze it until my own son was 

about to be graduated.  

 I was prepared for my reaction to be the same as my father's.  I was armed with tissues 

and told Dee I would probably have to shed a great many tears and I hoped he would not be too 

embarrassed.  Much to my surprise, my eyes remained dry throughout the ceremonies.  I began 

to wonder what had gone wrong, why I didn't cry, why I was not responding as I had predicted.  I 

remembered that my eyes had filled with tears at the baccalaureate service at the church, but I 

thought that was just the dress rehearsal for the real production.  Then it occurred to me that 

perhaps I was too emotionally exhausted to cry.  I became aware of acute emotional fatigue. 

 The mental fatigue came next.  I was preparing to attend a convention out of state.  

Reams of material had been sent to me to read and digest, and I had committed myself 
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wholeheartedly to the task.  The convention would be a different sort of experience for me.  I 

began to imagine the kinds of issues that would be discussed and debated, the kinds of speeches 

and arguments that would be given.  I began to try to prepare myself for the kind of reaction I 

might have to what I would encounter.  As I did so, I realized that I had developed a means of 

coping.  I would anticipate what might occur and decide ahead of time what my reaction might 

be.  

 I anticipated at this convention one of two possibilities.  Either I would come away  

having decided that I had been a part of a momentous event, a "mountain-top experience,"  or I 

would leave the meeting thinking that in the larger scheme of things what was said and done 

really did not have much importance. 

 I was  unprepared for my actual reaction.  Participants asked me if I were having a good 

time. My response was, "Did we come here to have fun?" I  had seen the week's meetings as  

serious business  Never did it occur to me there would be any fun involved.  As the convention 

drew to a close, I realized that my reaction was neither of the two I had anticipated.  My 

impression of all that had been said and done was neither positive nor negative.  I could neither 

say I valued the experience nor could I say it was a waste of time.  I was unprepared to handle 

the gray area. 

 As I left the convention hall during the final meeting, I was suddenly overcome with the 

overwhelming need to sob uncontrollably on the spot.  My head said, "You have just worked 

your brain too hard this week.  You have concentrated too much on all the words and issues.  

You are just exhausted." But something inside me was frightened.  Something was breaking 

open inside.  I had never before had the urge to cry without immediately being able to pinpoint 
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the reason.  

 And never had the desire come upon me so suddenly.  I began to think that my 

occasional ESP vibrations were trying to give me a message.  Something must have happened to 

someone in my family.  That must be it.  But there was no time to submit to that need to cry.  

Bags had to be packed, a check-out deadline had to be met, a plane had to be caught.  Somehow I 

was able to hold back the tears until I reached home. 
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 CHAPTER III 

 

 INTO THE PIT 

 

 

 

 

 For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven . . . a time to kill and 

a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up; a time to weep . . .     

Ecclesiastes 3:1-4 

 

 Friday morning.  I knew he was awake long before I spoke.  Something about his 

breathing made me certain that he was awake.  I don't know how long I had lain there, fully 

conscious, or how much of the night I had spent lying awake, sometimes sobbing, sometimes 

silent,  conscious in every waking moment of the pain inside. 

 "Will you listen to me?" I asked.  "I have something important to tell you." 

 "Yes," he said.  

 "When we married we made a sort of non-verbal, unwritten contract with each other.  We 

pledged ourselves to be strong for each other.  I have been strong for you all these years, and you 

have been strong for me.  But right now I don't feel strong.  I do not feel strong at all.  Right now 

I feel very weak.  I want it to be okay with you.  I want you to be strong for both of us.  I need to 

lean on you.  I need to lean hard on you." 
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 I heard some sort of grunt, an assent, an "I hear you."  But beyond the sound, I could feel 

fear welling up in him, just as it was welling up in me.  I was frightened as I had never been 

frightened in my life. 

 We had stayed up the night before until a phone call confirmed that our younger son 

Robert was back at camp from a week-long canoe trip.  We were assured that he was safe and 

had not been hurt during the trip. That knowledge brought me the certainty that each member of 

my immediate family was safe and well.  But the knowledge did not bring the comfort I needed 

to quell the turmoil going on inside of me.  I was suffering excruciating agony in the center of 

my being. 

Thinking perhaps my mind had not understood that Robert really was safe, I waited 

anxiously for his return home that morning.  Seeing and touching him and knowing that he was 

all right only made the pain inside more intense. 

 "Mom, what is the matter?  Why are you crying?" 

 "I don't know, Robert.  I thought it was perhaps because you might not be all right, that 

you might have been hurt. I was afraid something had happened to you." 

"No, nothing happened.  I didn't even have a close call.  You see I'm all right.  So why 

don't you stop crying?"   

 "I can't.  I am so frightened.  Please come sit with me and talk to me for a while." 

 "I am really tired.  I need to go to bed and get some sleep.  We stayed up late all week. 

I‟m whipped." 

 "I‟ll fix you something to eat. We can sit and talk some.  Tell me something about your 

trip before you go to bed." 
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 Reluctantly he agreed to sit with me a little while, but I could tell he was more interested 

in knowing what was wrong with me than in telling me about his trip. 

 "Talk about your canoe trip." 

 "It was great.  The funnest canoe trip I've ever been on." 

 "Did you have any dangerous times on the river?" 

 "No, but I jumped off a cliff about 35 feet into the river." 

 "Wow!" 

 "I was the third one to jump." 

 "That was scary!” 

      "You bet.  I kept thinking as soon as I jumped, “Now why did I do that?'”  

 "Were you sorry you did it?”  

 "No, I climbed back up and jumped again." 

 I began to sob again.  He became frightened.  "Mom, why are  you crying now?" 

 "I don't know, Robert.  I really don't know.  I think I‟m losing my mind.  And I‟m 

frightened to death. I hurt so badly and I‟m so scared.” 

 "What can I do?" 

 "Stay with me.  I'm so afraid.  If you and Dee and your dad will stay with me, maybe I'll 

be all right.  I don't want to go crazy. I really want to be all right." 

 I did not eat anything the entire day.  I helped prepare food for my family. I  neither felt 

hunger nor had an appetite.  At the convention I had eaten like a ravener.  The lumberman's 

special three times a day,  more than I ever ate at home.  I ate breakfast twice with a dear, long-

time friend, and as he ate his grapefruit half, English muffin, and poached egg, I devoured eggs, 
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bacon, grits, hash browns, juice, coffee, and a basket of toast. The last night of the convention I 

had eaten at a Chinese restaurant with a group of friends and remarked, "I have eaten so much 

since I've been here  I guess I'll have to put on sack cloth and fast once I return home."  

 Little did I know the prophecy would come true.  For three days I ate almost nothing.  I 

even drank very little.  I was aware of a great emptiness inside. At the Chinese restaurant my 

fortune cookie had revealed a strange prediction for me. "Don't account for past incidents unless 

forced to.  Be concerned with yourself."  What a selfish injunction, I thought.  Yet for the next 

three days I could do nothing else. 

I thought of reading something but could not even bring myself to glance over the week's 

worth of newspapers that awaited my return home.  I didn't fear what I might read there.  The 

pain within me would not subside enough to let me concentrate.  Even in the midst of 

conversation I could not divorce myself from that gnawing, devouring.   I was miserable. 

 Friday night was more sleepless than Thursday night.  Pain and tears occupied all the 

fragments of my dreams.  The wakings, so painful.  I needed something more than aspirin to help 

me sleep. I was fearful of that, however, and spent a tortured, turbulent night. 

 Saturday morning,  I rose early, hoping that moving around would make me feel better.  

It didn't.  The pain was more intense than ever.  Something had to be done.  It was not a 

headache, not even a typical stomach ache.  It was a throbbing ache, knife-twisting pain.  

Physical, emotional, mental, and spiritual 

 I telephoned a therapist friend,  E., scarcely making myself understood above my sobs.  I 

told her I needed help  and asked if she would spend some time with me that day.  She came to 

my house and I told her of the pain  that was surely driving me out of my mind.  
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She asked questions about recent events in my life, to get some clue to my sudden crisis.  

I told her of the convention, of my disinterest in the issues presented.   

 That Saturday morning I knew the pain I felt had to do with my adult life, with all I 

thought I was, had to be, had to do.   

The previous evening some important notions had begun to crystallize in my head.  In a 

conversation with Dee, I had said, "I have told you before of my bad dreams during the past two 

months.  They concern what you will do with the rest of your life. The financing of your college 

education. I so need for you to say it's okay  I haven't worked to  put away money for your 

college education. You are grown up.  You don't need a momma anymore.  What you do need is 

money for college. And I don't have it to give you.  I want you to say is that it's okay.” 

 With a look of anguish he said, "Oh, Mom, you know it's okay.  I never expected or 

wanted you and Dad to finance me.  I have always wanted to do it myself." 

 And as I talked with E. the following morning, I began to realize that my life for the past 

20 years had not been what I wanted it to be; it had been a waste.  I had married, born two sons, 

been a wife-mother-homemaker.  That was what I wanted, what I had chosen to do, what I 

thought was the right thing for me to do.  

Suddenly, my mothering-homemaking skills were no longer needed.  My children were 

grown.  And what they now needed was what I had not provided.  I had not done it right after all.  

I had made a bad choice.   

Beyond the grief was the bottom of the pit.  The place I had never before visited.  The 

knowledge that in no possible way could I turn back the pages of my life and do it over again.  It 

was done.  There was no second chance.      



 

31 

                                                                                                                                                             

 E. asked more questions.   I told her the pain inside me was more than I could bear.   I 

needed to be tranquilized, probably hospitalized.    I also  believed that if I drugged myself I 

would never get well.   E. agreed.  Her reassuring words still ring in my ears: "You have to go 

through the pain.  I know it is almost unbearable and I do not know how long it will last.  But I 

have been through it and I can promise you a peace and wholeness on the other side as great as 

the pain you have now.”  

 E. taught me some relaxation techniques and led me through some visualizations.  And 

then she left. 

 Saturday was a long day for the entire family.  I wanted someone with me.  But the 

"being with" was beginning to take its toll on them.  Mental illness is not like a common cold. 

Most colds run their course in a week, or at most, two. Mental illness is unpredictable.  Some 

people never seem to recover.  Those who do recover often have recurring bouts. Even the 

quickest recovery is a slow process.   

 And my family had to watch me.  They saw the pain in my eyes; they listened to the 

uncontrollable sobs.  They could not  console me. 

 Some time on Saturday I called Denton, Dee, and Robert together.  I call it now my Great 

Confession.  My Great Apology.  I admitted I had never asked forgiveness or said I was sorry for 

anything I had done to any of them in the years we had lived together.  Now I was sorry.   

For all those times I should have apologized, I made excuses, blamed mistakes on others, 

or just refused to communicate.  When I did admit to myself I was wrong, I rationalized my 

stubbornness, thinking that an apology wasn't worth anything if it weren't authentic.  

 In one of my all-time favorite Dennis the Menace cartoons, Dennis is sitting in the 
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corner facing the wall and turns to his mother, "Do I havta say I'm sorry, or do I gotta really be 

sorry?"  At some point long ago I had decided I was not going to say I was sorry when I really 

was not sorry.  And I had almost never been sorry,  because I could justify myself. 

 Denton said, "I wished so many times  you would just once admit you were wrong.  Say 

'I'm sorry.'  But you never would." 

My husband and sons sat dumbfounded as I made my confession.  I can understand their 

astonishment.  They had given up all hope of ever hearing an apology from me. 

 The apology seemed to be the turning point. I began to think of specific things for which 

I needed to ask their forgiveness.  My misdeeds came easily to mind.    

 For so many years I had been keeping things inside me that I really wanted to say.  Once 

the cork was popped, all sorts of things came pouring out.  I could not stop myself.  I kept feeling 

the need to call the family together to tell them more, but I realized they were becoming more 

and more emotionally fatigued. One by one they would slip off for long naps.  They had lived so 

long with my being one way that they could not easily handle a complete reversal. 

But my family handled it. They agreed to be with me through this trauma. Perhaps they 

were beginning to see a breakthrough.  Although the tears and sobs did not subside, the outbursts 

came less frequently. And the talk increased and was beginning to take its toll on all three.   

Finally, they told me no more  "family times."  All three had agreed.  Too much baring of 

my soul. Ease off a little.  And I did.   But a great sense of urgency remained inside me. 

Sunday was as long a day as Saturday had been.  The pain was still with me, but my 

appetite was coming back.  I wanted food but could eat very little after I prepared it  

 I did not go to church. I lay down, waiting for the Sunday worship service to end and my 
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family to return.  I was eager to read the order of service.  A friend had told me of having to 

work through elements of the worship service she found objectionable.  I feared that I might 

have that same pain to endure.  I heard the door open and close.  I asked for the bulletin.  With 

fearful eyes I scanned the order, read the confession and the collect, thought of the words to the 

hymns that were sung, and sighed with relief that I had felt no pain. In fact I could detect a small 

measure of comfort. 

 "Oh, Mom," said Dee, "you should have been there. The sermon was good.   It was all 

about the parable of the grain of mustard seed and how great things have small beginnings; how 

we can't make things grow but we can cooperate with the growing process." 

 I thought, „Cooperate.  Well, if this experience I'm going through is a growing process, I 

guess I don't have any choice but to cooperate.  I surely can't deny it.‟ 

 Both boys had been eager to plan activities away from home that day.  Their father had 

business away and I did not want everyone to leave me home alone.  They took turns being with 

me.  Our conversation did not  divert my attention from what was going on inside me.  I think 

they knew that.   Weeks later Dee confessed that that Sunday afternoon was the longest day of 

his life.   "I think I cannot live through another Sunday afternoon like that one." 

 E. had suggested that I spend some time looking through scrapbooks and baby pictures to 

relive old memories of my children as they grew.  I dutifully obeyed, expecting to find some 

comfort and joy.  It didn't work.  I looked through all the pictures I could find, but it did not 

make me feel  better.  In fact, it exhausted me.   

Any concentration on anything exhausted me.  I could only take care of my own basic 

physical needs.    I could hardly move my body.  The least effort brought painful exhaustion and 
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renewed outbursts of tears. I remembered having read that many people during stressful 

situations found comfort in reading  Scripture.  Sunday afternoon I sat down in the back yard 

with my Bible and opened it to Ecclesiastes, Chapter 3: 

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven . . . a time to 

kill and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up; a time to weep, and a 

time to laugh . . . a time to seek, and a time to loose.(verses 1-6) 

  

 Strange. I had meant to read a Psalm or two and had  accidentally opened to this passage, 

a familiar one but  not one I would have previously described as comforting.   Yet I found myself 

receiving a measure of comfort from these words.  Perhaps it was time for me to be weeping, 

 and perhaps time for me not to know why, or even when the  tears would cease.  Perhaps my 

time had come.  I read and  reread the passage.  I began to think of  this "time" in my life. 

 My body had been generally immobile for three days, and I began to wonder if it would 

work again.  The evening was lovely and I asked my husband to walk with me around the block.  

I knew he was tired and did not want to exercise but he obliged me. We started up the hill with 

our arms around each other.   I was actually able to put one foot in front of the other and made 

progress up the incline.   

When we reached the top I shared the doubts concerning my ability to climb the hill.  My 

husband said his legs hurt him so much that he thought he might have to sit down.  I had thought  

I was pulling my own weight up the hill; he felt he was carrying both of us. 

 I realized I had probably said the wrong thing in our conversation earlier in the evening.  

E. had called to urge Denton to experience whatever he needed to feel while I was going through 

my crisis.  She told me to tell him to cry if he needed to cry, or to do whatever he felt like doing 
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and not to deny whatever feelings he had.   

I relayed the message.  But I said, "Please don't fall apart until I get myself back together 

again.  Please be strong for me now."  I was not willing for him to feel what he needed to feel. 

 As I talked to him on our walk, I noticed him close his eyes.  His head began to nod  

and he did not respond to what I was saying.  Finally I said, "Are you going to sleep?' 

 "I cannot keep my eyes open.  I have never been as tired in my whole life.”   

We returned home, went to bed, and  I slept more peacefully than I had in three nights. 
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 CHAPTER IV 

 

 MONDAY MORNING 

 

 

 

 

The Angel that presided o'er my birth  

Said, "Little creature thou art form'd for Mirth,  

Go love without the help of any Thing on Earth." 

        William Blake 

 

 

 Another morning dawned.  I felt hungry and enjoyed an egg and some tea.  So weak I 

could hardly move. Legs stiff and muscles sore to the touch from our walk.  I resolved to spend 

the day without exercise.  I was not conscious of pain , but I  what  was I conscious of?  I took a 

telephone call from a friend asking for my help.   I was not in any shape to help anyone.  I told 

her and she  readily understood. 

 That moment  my life changed.  No vision, no clouds opening up, no bolt of lightning, no 

flutter of angel wings, no audible voice.  And yet, an awareness.  A certainty.  A presence.  A 

voice inside and yet not a voice.   A strange, unusual kind of knowing that came through my 

mind in the form of an articulate sentence.  God was speaking to me. 

 "Ann Child, you don't ever have to do another thing.  All that was ever intended was just 

for you to be." 

 I heard it in my mind and felt transformed all the way down to my toes. 

I laughed out loud. 

I did not see a cross and yet my burdens slipped away as easily and effortlessly as the 
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character in Pilgrim’s Progress  when he viewed the Crucified.  All my anger and guilt 

disappeared.  Suddenly I felt the full impact of what I had been doing to myself for such a long 

time--the pressure, the deadlines, the unbelievable burden of justification by works.  Suddenly I 

was set free from all I believed I had to do in order to be.  Suddenly I was released from the 

indescribable weight of "have-tos" that I had heaped upon myself.  And  I was releasing others 

from all the "have-tos" I had heaped on them.  Not simply an intellectual awareness,  the 

emotions, the spirit-all in one.  I felt new and fresh and whole! 

 I felt light and giddy.  I experienced the peace E. had promised,  the peace that Paul 

writes of in the New Testament.  “The peace that passes understanding.”  I felt a joy complete.  

justify  

 I remembered a strange telephone conversation of ten years before.  I remembered telling 

a good friend, "I regret  that my life has been so full of 'justification by works.'  Something in me 

wants to be rid of it.  I want to feel justified just by being." 

 I felt almost that I was levitating, as weak as if I had been sick with the flu for months.  I 

was heady with delight as a burden whose weight I was just now beginning to fathom had been 

finally lifted.  But at the same time I felt physically so weak that the smallest exertion left me 

near tears with exhaustion. 

 My giddiness increased as my mind and psyche fairly flew toward what felt to be greater 

and greater wholeness.  At the same time, my physical body recovered quite slowly.  As I look 

back now, I realize that I had pushed myself so exactingly, so strenuously, so unceasingly for so 

many years, that it was no wonder that my body needed a long rest.  

 Furthermore, as days and weeks and months passed and some of the physical stamina 
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that I had previously possessed did not return, I realized that I probably would not ever regain all 

the physical strength I once had. I remembered telling more than one person that when I was in 

my late 20's and 30's I felt I was using up parts of me that could not be replaced.  Now I 

understood the full impact of that statement.  When I had said those words nearly 20 years ago 

and then more recently, I was not aware of what I was wearing out or exactly how I was doing it.  

But I was unable to stop whatever I was doing.   

Now I knew what my psyche was trying so desperately to tell me through my own words.   

Truly I was using up parts of me, overworking my physical capabilities, pushing myself  beyond 

the limits of normal human endeavor.   

The interesting part of that realization is my reaction to the sense that I had permanently 

lost physical stamina.  In the past I remember thinking how devastating it would be if I should 

suddenly become bed-ridden. I would be unable to do the myriad things that I enjoyed doing and 

all the things that I wanted to do that I hadn't yet had time for.  I knew this Monday morning that 

what I had gained in other areas was so marvelous, so important to me, that I would never regret 

any physical stamina that I had lost. 

 One friend has said that perhaps the reason I had so much physical endurance earlier was 

that I was driven by some sort of compulsion, something akin to what people call "nervous 

energy."  Once I "got my head together," the compulsive energy left.   I have now  the correct 

amount of energy that a person of my age and history would normally have.  I see truth in her 

words..  Now  I am reaping the benefits both physically and emotionally of vast amounts of rest 

and relaxation. I realize that over the first 20 years of my adult life, I had given myself little 

opportunity to rest. 
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 I recently told some of my relatives that even though they probably saw me during most 

of my life as a rather slow-moving, unruffled person, I see myself in my early adulthood as one 

driven by compulsiveness, with never-ending lists of "things that must be done--yesterday."  I 

did have a craving for sleep--my attempt to escape the crazy woman in my head who kept 

saying, "Do, do, do!"  But I almost never napped or rested during the day, and I harbored 

resentment against those members of my family who did.   

 That Monday morning I saw that one more confession needed to be made in order for my 

experience to be complete.  I realized that things were not yet right between my son Robert and 

me.  For the first time I knew why.  The full impact of what I had been doing to him and 

withholding from him suddenly came crashing into my consciousness. 

 As a pre-schooler, Robert had witnessed his older brother Dee receiving much negative 

attention for misbehavior and less-than-perfect grades in school.  Before he was old enough to 

attend kindergarten, he announced, "Momma, I'm not going to be like Dee when I go to school.  

I'm going to be perfect.  I'm going to make straight A's and I'm going to behave." 

 Robert lived up to his word.  In elementary school he was such a rambunctious rounder 

on the playground that the teachers hoped he wouldn't be assigned to them in class.  In the 

classroom, however, he was a model student--attentive, well-behaved, and industrious.  

Somewhere in junior high he changed.  Robert had been so predictable, so self-disciplined, so 

dedicated to doing and being everything we wanted him to do and be that my husband and I  had 

come to take him completely for granted. We simply assumed that he would continue to be the 

model student.  We had inadvertently stopped giving praise and support, perhaps assuming that 

he was so self-motivated that he didn't need it.  Dee was getting all of the attention for not being 
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and doing what we wanted.  I think something in Robert decided to stop playing our "Please Me" 

game.  He had received a great deal more attention for not making A's than he ever received for 

making them. 

 The full realization of my sick game flooded over me.  I remembered a conference with 

one of Dee's high school teachers.  She was concerned that Dee was not producing anywhere 

near what she saw as his potential.  My husband and I understood what she was saying, and we 

agreed with her assessment of the situation.  We declined, however, to pressure him.  We had 

come to the conclusion that our long-range pressure had done the opposite of what we had 

intended.  My husband voiced our mutual concern when he said, "I am concentrating on showing 

him that I value him as a person quite apart from anything he can or does produce.  I need to 

show him that I think he is okay just the way he is." 

 Unfortunately, we never had come to that decision concerning Robert. 

 As the latest tears rolled down my cheeks, I said, "Robert, I want to tell you something.  

You are my very own flesh and blood, and I have loved you since the day you were born.  I have 

always thought I loved you just because you were you, but today I realize just how important 

your grades have been to me, how much they have gotten in the way of my loving you the way I 

wanted to.  Maybe you've somehow been aware of it all along, but I am just now understanding 

how much your school work has mattered to me.  I know now that it has mattered to me so much 

more than I thought.  I am ashamed and so sorry for what I have done to you.  And I ask you to 

forgive me.   

“You can go to school now and get your report card (which he had failed to pick up at the 

end of the term) because whatever grades you made really don't matter to me anymore.  And I 
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hate that they have mattered so much in the past.  There isn't anything you can do or not do in the 

future that can change the way I love you.  And I mean that." 

 He looked at me with wide eyes and an expression I cannot describe. 

 "Momma, I can't believe you're saying that." And I knew that he had known all along 

what I had just found out. 

 Then it was finished.  All the pain.  All the crying.  All the agony of my whole life 

compressed into those three days.  All complete.  Every bit of pain and anxiety, all the heavy 

feeling deep in the pit of me, vanished, disappeared.  Now I was able to verbalize a summary of 

the whole experience.  It goes something like this: I had experienced all the pain I had caused 

myself and others, made a complete public confession and apology to those three that I had loved 

the most and hurt the most, received a forgiveness from them that was always mine without 

having to ask for it, and in the confessing came the knowledge that I would not, could not, ever 

repeat my former injustices, and in that knowledge came the ultimate of what I needed--an 

experience of forgiving myself.  Because I knew I had been released from the past, including the 

desire to hurt and control, I knew a self-forgiveness that I could not otherwise ever have known. 

 My immediate reaction to my Monday morning experience was the resurfacing of my 

chronic desire to save others from themselves..  Now I was eager and determined to right the 

wrongs of the world, to show all how to achieve the peace in their own lives that I had found in 

mine.  I thought of a couple of friends who had recurring bouts with depression and mental 

illness.  I began to research neurosis, psychosis, schizophrenia, and other terms I had heard 

bandied about by psychologists.  I made mental notes on what I believed to be the errors in the 

diagnosis and treatment I heard described by knowledgeable people and started making contacts 
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with members of the families of those people I was determined to help.  

 I couldn't understand why my attempts at helping were being met with such resistance by 

the people with whom I was talking.  I tried to tell them that I had such a traumatic experience 

which had changed my life, and I was sure that the same kind of experience would be just what 

their sick relatives needed.  In both cases I was quickly told that my case must have been 

different, that I didn't understand all the facets and dangers associated with the illnesses of my 

friends.  The underlying message I received was that they were not at all ready to see me as the 

"healer" just because I felt myself to be healed in a special way.  I sensed some fear on the part 

of the people I talked with to try something as bold and unheard of as I was proposing in a 

dialogue with one‟s pain or disease, and, more than that, I sensed a kind of doubt that kept them 

from believing that that I was telling them about myself could possibly be true, or, more 

importantly, lasting. 

 My feeling of urgency in telling my story remained strong, and I determined to continue 

my research into history and treatment of various kinds of emotional illnesses.  I continued 

asking questions of knowledgeable people, including E.  

 Finally E.  became exasperated with me and said, 

 "Stop it, Ann.  You are acting like a „savior.‟ The world doesn't need a „savior.‟ People 

don't need saving.  They are perfectly capable of saving themselves.  So let them." 

 That rocked me back on my heels.  Of course she was right.  I turned to introspection, 

and as I did, three dreams surfaced which proved important. 

 In the first dream, I was with an older friend and I talked about her son in front of her 

without realizing what I was doing.  I thought I had probably hurt her feelings. 
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 In the second, I was with an old family doctor in Virginia and was helping him make 

rounds.  I tried to help diagnose--tried to remember the problems of each patient.  I became 

confused, frustrated.  I realized I could be more help by taking notes, writing down what I had 

observed, then later rethinking possible therapy.   

 In the third, I was in a group therapy session.  Our task was other than psychotherapy, but 

I was so eager to help, to show what I had learned, to share my good fortune, that I began to talk 

about it.  One willing soul disclosed enough for me to work on and we made progress rapidly.  

Suddenly we hit a snag.  I found myself losing the vital energy and power that had enabled me to 

bring this man thus far.  I lapsed back into the intellectual process, trying hard to recapture the 

power.  There he was, stripped bare emotionally and hurting so badly and I had to say, "Hold on.  

Let me do my homework and then I'll be back to help." I wasn't capable of finishing the job. 

 Each of these dreams told me immediately that I was not ready to do any kind of helping, 

that any assistance I might undertake now would hurt more than aid.  If I did have some potential 

capabilities, these capabilities needed to be trained and guided before they could be exercised.  I 

resolved to spend some time, as soon as I was able to hold a book and concentrate on the written 

word, reading psychology and psychotherapy. 

 And I remembered a fourth dream that I had had the week before, and its meaning 

became much clearer to me.  I was sitting in a bright, large, lovely room in a library.  There were 

many books on the table in front of me.  I was reading, able to read so fast and understand and 

apply so much of what I read.  I had the sense that I would be able to retain a great deal, unlike 

what sometime happened in the past.  In the dream I was having such fun and so enjoying being 

me. 
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 As a youngster and throughout my college days, reading had been a favorite pastime.  I 

distinctly remember story hour at the public library in my hometown, the arrangement of the 

children's books on the shelves in the lovely old house that was used as a library, even the 

peculiar smell of the place.  I remember how excited I was when I was finally old enough to 

apply for my very own library card. 

An uncle must have noted this early love of books because during my young years he 

gave me a subscription to a book club which monthly sent a boxed edition of one of the classics, 

along with a booklet of notes on the book.  I was given a set of bookplates.  I delighted at the 

arrival of each new book, looking it over and  affixing one of my very own name plates.  Among 

the volumes were Twain's Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, Swift's Gulliver's Travels, 

Anderson and Grimm's Fairy Tales, Grahame's Wind in the Willows, several books by Dickens, 

Paul Bunyan, Aesop's Fables, Alice in Wonderland, The Iliad and The Odyssey and Chaucer's 

Tales.  The marvelous illustrations in these editions fascinated and intrigued me long before I 

was able to read and appreciate the stories. 

 I can remember frequent trips to the library during elementary school years and 

immersing myself in the kinds of books that most adolescent girls of my age read--Betty 

Cavanna, Rosamond DuJardin, and the series, The Childhood of Famous Americans.  My class 

assignments in high school and college gave me little time for pleasure reading, but I tried to 

catch up during the summers.  

 I particularly remember summers during my college years when a friend and I would 

select an author we especially liked and read several books by him.  One summer we read 

Thomas Hardy, another Joseph Conrad, and another Dostoyevsky.  As I look back on it now, we 
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had bitten off some rather meaty stuff, and although we didn't begin to understand all that we 

read, there was more than enough to whet our appetites.  We were delighted with all the new 

thoughts and ideas. 

 Something happened when I graduated from college.  A teaching career, and then 

wifehood and motherhood must have loomed so large in my conscious that my love of reading 

was relegated to the area of "things I used to love to do but do not have time for anymore." I 

honestly cannot remember more than a dozen books that I read during the years from age 20 to 

43--adult books, that is.  From the time my sons were old enough to understand any spoken 

word, I began reading to them and continued enjoying that time together until they were in junior 

high school.  My own self-nourishment, however, came to a halt. 

 The dream about books and my recalled enjoyment of reading rekindled my former love 

of books.   The other three night-time dreams gave me new direction and focus for  reading. I 

realized that if I followed my long-neglected desire to nourish myself through reading, many 

wonderful things would happen to me.  I would enjoy life and being myself more than I had in 

years; I would be able to understand and integrate what I read; and I would prepare myself for 

whatever kind of help I might be to others in the future. 

 The direction was natural.  While I had had a long-standing romance with fiction, the 

little reading I had done in recent years had been in the area of psychology, and I was beginning 

to become interested in psychotherapy as well.  My dreams encouraged further reading in both 

fields. 

 And on the heels of these dreams came probably one of the most exciting and meaningful 

dreams I have ever had. In the dream,  I was in church, sitting in my regular pew, and there was 
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an interruption in the service for the escort and introduction of an “important” person.  There 

were balloons and other festive elements of celebration.  It was a happy time.  Someone else, a 

man, and I catapulted to the right to land outside the physical structure of the church.  But I could 

still see and hear what was happening inside. 

 I immediately interpreted the dream to mean that I was the important person.  All the 

other elements of my life and lifestyle were suspended, interrupted in order for my three-day 

Humpty Dumpty crisis experience to occur.  All the other parts of my psyche were celebrating 

the event.  My unconscious was happy, elated that I had finally broken through the "regular" 

routine of my life to let this indescribable celebration take place.  I interpreted the catapulting to 

mean that I could at the same time participate in and enjoy the celebration and also with an 

objective eye see what was happening to me. 

 This dream said further things to me.  First, that my attempts at “saving” others were 

unnecessary and irrelevant.  My celebration over my own experience could continue with or 

without support from outside and also without any confirmation that I could affect the same sort 

of celebration in others.  It also gave me the idea that since I could view the experience 

objectively as well as subjectively, I might want to consider the idea of writing about it. 

 Even before I voiced this second idea to anyone, my mother suggested it to me.  As I 

phoned her several times to assure her of my sanity and renewed mental health, and as she 

became more and more convinced from the excitement in my voice that something truly 

marvelous had happened to me, she said, 

 "Ann, why don't you write it down?  I would like to read the whole thing." 

 I said, "Well, I think I just might do that." I began to take notes, to jot down incidents that 
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happened during the first days and weeks after my crisis and to develop an outline.  And the 

more I thought and wrote, the more excited I became over the idea of writing.  About a month 

later, the idea of Humpty Dumpty came to me in a flash.  I knew that I must write as much of the 

experience as I could, if only for my own amusement and enjoyment. 

 I think partly because of my trying to “Save” friends and acquaintances, and partly for 

other reasons which neither they nor I have been able to understand fully, my family seemed to 

become uneasy and frightened at the zealot in me.  I felt such an urgency to tell them what had 

happened inside me, to describe the turnaround, to put into words the unspeakable joy and peace 

that had come to me.  My attempts, I realize now, probably sounded like a mixture of all the 

extreme forms of religion that had always repulsed them as well as me.   

I sensed fearfulness in my family that I might become a fanatical street preacher, and I 

found myself promising them that they would never see me on the religious TV programs nor 

would they hear me repeating "Praise the Lord." I told them that that just was not my style.  I 

guess they wondered what my style was. Repeatedly they told me that I was assuming a "holier-

than-thou" position--giving the impression that I thought everyone had to have my experience in 

order to be "saved." I regretted the holier-than-thou accusation, but I saw a real problem. 

 I was becoming more convinced with each passing day that I was not a "chosen one"--

that my experience had not happened to me because I was more special than anyone else. I was 

more and more convinced that the kind of experience I had had was available to everyone, and 

that the peace and joy I had received as a result was intended for everyone.  So I was caught in a 

dilemma.  I knew there was nothing about me that was any better than anyone else. There was 

nothing I had that others couldn‟t have as well.  
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I was absolutely sure, however, that I was happier than I had ever been in my life and 

happier than anyone else I knew.  It was this determination--that happiness was an inalienable 

right of all--that made me want my kind of experience to happen to everyone.  I decided that 

there is a thin line between having something we want others to have and giving the impression 

of arrogance, and I decided that perhaps the secret is not to talk about it so much but to act it out 

instead.  I resolved to try not to talk about it so much. 

 I told my sons, "Perhaps my Humpty Dumpty crisis and your witness to it will keep you 

from having to go through what I went through." The next day I found myself recanting that 

statement.  I was made precisely aware in less than 24 hours that I had uttered a falsehood.  

“Boys, erase what you heard me say yesterday.  My crisis only changed me.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Robert. 

“I think everyone has to go through his own crisis, painful, like mine, but different 

 since each person and his story and history are different.  I hope by seeing me go through my 

crisis and seeing what had happened to me as a result, you will have the courage to go through 

your own when the time comes. 

“Mom, get this straight.  I don‟t want or need an experience like yours,” Dee responded. 

  E. had invited me to come to see her for lunch on Wednesday of the same week.  My 

physical weakness, coupled with the walk on Sunday that I probably was not ready for, made 

walking alone extremely difficult.  I decided that I was not going to let that deter me from my 

luncheon appointment, and I found a cane to use.  As I began using it, I found myself laughing at 

myself inwardly and outwardly.  Me, of all people, who for years had taken pride in being able to 

go anywhere, to do anything I could think of, dependent on a cane at age 43.  
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 I laughed because it would have previously been unthinkable that I would ever be 

physically hampered in my doing, and I laughed because I realized with my whole being that 

being physically handicapped really didn't matter, and I laughed most of all, I think, because 

suddenly it felt good just to laugh.  I guess my family probably thought I was becoming 

hysterical again, and E. was visibly troubled at what she called my sick laughter, but I knew deep 

inside what was going on, and I just kept on laughing.  

I realized that for the first time in many years I really could laugh.  I could laugh with my 

whole being; I could laugh at myself; and I could laugh just because it felt good to laugh.  And I 

have laughed and laughed and laughed and recognize today that my laughter was radically 

changed in my transformation. 

 I have decided that if anyone cares to erect a stone on my grave and inscribe an epitaph, I 

would like it to say simply, "She laughed." I have friends who want to know what I laugh at, and 

all I can truthfully reply is "everything!" I felt like a person who hears a complicated joke and 

suddenly gets the point, the punch line.  And I am the point.  I felt them and so still feel now—30 

years later-- as though suddenly I have discovered the point of life, and the knowing and the 

experiencing come together in such a way that suddenly there is nothing for me to do but laugh 

at the simplicity of it.  I also laugh at myself for being so blind to all the signs all might life that 

tried to point me to transformation. 

 As we talked over lunch, I told E. about a woman I had known for about 14 years, with 

whom social contact had been so unpleasant that lately I needed weeks to recover from any 

encounter.  She asked me to describe her and what it was about her that bothered me.  I described 

her extremely critical tongue, my knowledge of my own critical tongue, and my repeated 
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admissions to my family, always with the addition, "but at least I'm not as critical as       _____." 

In my most recent encounter with her, I had been able to refute to my own satisfaction her 

unfounded and unkind remarks about some individuals.  Yet I still found myself emotionally 

ripped apart for weeks afterward.  My rebuttal had done nothing internally to assuage my pain.  

E. suggested that I try a role play and talk as though I were talking to her, as though she were 

present before me.  I did.  I told     ___ I felt as though she were sticking knives in me.  I said, 

"You are killing me." 

 As soon as I said the words, I knew exactly what I had been needing to know.  And I 

laughed again, because finally I knew that it was I who had been killing myself.  She was only a 

projection of my own violence against myself.  She was a betrayer to me, the one who caused me 

finally to see myself as I was.  She was actually incapable of doing anything to me.  What I 

thought she was doing to me was really what I was doing to myself, killing myself with my own 

critical tongue.  She was the mirror into which I looked, but from which I had refused to see the 

image of myself. 

 And I laughed again.  Now I knew the answer to the riddle, and once again the answer 

was me.  And I laughed at how much energy I had been spending on not seeing the answer 

before, and I laughed at the knowledge that I would no longer spend my energy that way, that I 

would not refuse to see myself again. 

 I thought again of the women I had encountered at the convention: the career women 

who, to my mind, kept fighting a battle that was on the way to being won; the disenchanted 

wives, mothers, and divorcees whose newly acquired career sophistication could not cover the 

heartache of disillusionment; and the career homemakers who looked and felt strangely out of 
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place, who openly said they would be glad when the week was over and they could return home.  

I fit with no group.  I could not identify with those who seemed to be battling men for real or 

imaginary equality in status, nor with the career women who seemed titillated by their artificial 

relationships with male colleagues, nor with the small-town women who were uncomfortably 

thrust into this new environment and were now resenting the fact that they had been available as 

delegates.   

I was saddened by the tense, hardened features I witnessed on women who were 

aggressively asserting themselves and appeared to me more like "losers" than "winners." I was 

saddened by the look of desperation I saw on the faces of the women who were trying to be 

satisfied with the tidbits they received from the lives they lived through their careers and still 

found unfulfilling.  I was saddened by the look of hurt on the faces of the women who felt so out 

of place, who had agreed to be representatives to the convention and wound up feeling like 

victims.  I was distressed at not being able to find a group of women with whom I could identify. 

 The men seemed different.  I met men who were willing to be themselves, to shuck the 

sham of career, position, crusade--and enjoy the moment.  Granted, I found men acting out the 

same sadness as the women I had met, but I also met men who, at least for the moment, had 

found joy and excitement in living.  I met men who were involved in something that made them 

alive without being tense, men who, at least for that space of time, were able to get beyond their 

jobs, to be free of the containers of life that had boxed them in.  Most important perhaps, was the 

fact that I was not concerned with finding my place among the men, so I could enjoy whatever 

conviviality I found. 

 I was repulsed by the women I met and attracted intellectually to many of the men.  I 
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began to feel like a traitor to my sex--not that I had gone to the meeting with any sexist agenda.  I 

remembered instances in the past when, in the company of men and women, I had found myself 

repulsed by the female position and in sympathy with the male.   

Somehow this encounter represented a culmination of all previous experiences and 

attitudes.  I was ashamed of my sex because of some of the programs women have presented.  I 

voiced my embarrassment to one of my male companions there.  At the same time I was 

uncomfortable with my embarrassment, not because of a sense of guilt from thinking I should 

support my gender regardless, but guilt from an idea that they somehow represented me and I 

represented them and we were not--either one of us--doing it decently and in order. 

 Now I could see that those women were providing a mirror of my identity crisis.  Perhaps 

I was afraid of being like the women I encountered at the meeting.  Or perhaps I was projecting 

what I feared was going on at a deeper level inside myself onto those women who might not 

have been any of the things I have described them as being.  I do know that I was upset at not 

having found a place for myself among the women I was with, at not having felt a part of the 

female contingency.  And I know that my deepest dissatisfaction in the whole experience was in 

not feeling comfortable with myself.  I felt more than a little angry that a group of women, that 

any group, could make me feel uncomfortable; but now I felt an inner peace about my 

rediscovered original identity.  That three-day crisis was over. 

 Then I began to remember the psychic powers that my father had and wondered how far 

mine would develop.  I wondered if I, as he, had the power of awareness to know intuitively 

beforehand when some tragedy would  strike.  I remembered  incidents from my childhood when 

my father knew events before they actually happened.   
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The first incident  happened when I was seven.  I had been invited to spend a few days 

with my eight-year-old  cousin who lived in a town nearby.  Daddy was against the idea, though 

he didn‟t give my mother and me any reason for it.  He was generally a very reasonable man, and 

since he didn't give us any basis for his objection, Momma and I pleaded until he  relented.  I did 

not understand until sometime afterward that he had had a feeling that something dreadful would 

happen to me if I went.  I had been given some change for "spending money" and the first 

morning of the visit, as we heard my cousin‟s brothers coming down the hall to her room, she 

and I popped the money into our mouths and hid under the covers.  They romped about the bed 

and tickled us heartily, and I swallowed two coins.   

To shorten the story, my cousin finally reneged on her promise not to tell her mother 

what had happened, and I had subsequent x-rays that revealed two coins lodged in my throat.  

My father was called and took me to another city where specialists extracted the money and 

saved my life. 

 The second incident describing my father occurred when I was in high school.  Our 

football team was to play a rival in a neighboring town, and the game was set to take place 

immediately after classes on a school day.  I wanted to attend, but my father refused to give 

permission.  I  pleaded and promised that we wouldn't skip classes to go, even though we would 

probably miss the opening kick-off by waiting until the end of school to leave.  The more 

adamant he was, the more I pleaded, and finally he relented.  We drove too fast and had a bad 

wreck, the car tumbling over several times.  Fortunately,  no one was hurt.   When he came home 

from work that night, my father's first question was, "Was anyone hurt?" 

 No one had reported a wreck to him.  He just knew instinctively that there had been a 



 

54 

                                                                                                                                                             

wreck and that he had been unable to prevent it. 

 I began to wonder if my level of awareness would reach the point where I knew in 

advance when tragedy would strike my loved ones, and I began to wonder how I would handle 

such knowledge if it did come.  As I pondered this possibility, I began to think about what life 

would be like without my immediate family.  I envisioned myself alone, with a sudden disaster 

having destroyed my family, my home, and all my possessions.  And I realized that I would not 

only survive, I would be all right.   

 I felt added excitement that I no longer depended on my family nor my things for my 

happiness and sense of self-worth.  At the same time that I realized I no longer needed my family 

in a psychological sense, I also realized that I was loving and enjoying them more than I ever 

had.  My releasing them from my psychological need for them to make life what I wanted it to 

be,  had also miraculously released me.   I think my husband had sensed this even before I told 

him, for when I verbalized it, he immediately said, "Yes, I know what you mean.  It's great." 

 During those first few days after Monday, hardly an hour passed during which something 

happened that was coincidental—and to me providential. I would find myself thinking about 

someone I hadn't seen or talked to in quite a while, and suddenly the phone would ring and she 

would be calling me.  Or the mail would arrive with a letter.  Or a message would come to me 

through someone in my family.  Lots of little things happened in the first week that "proved," if I 

needed any further external or internal proof, that something significant had happened to me.  

The incidents themselves were not so unusual.  The thing that was unusual was my response.  I 

had been changed, so naturally my reactions to events around me were going to change.   

One of the first incidents was among the funniest, at least to me.  I still find myself 
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chuckling silently and sometimes out loud as I recall it.  I was lying down when Denton came 

home for lunch.  He came in the bedroom to see how I was feeling.  He sat down on the bed to 

talk to me, and I noticed something on the shoulder of his shirt. 

I said, "Denton, I think you have bird-do on your shirt."  

 He said, "AAAA-NNNNNNNNNN!" 

 Through my hysterical laughter I managed to say, "Look, I really don't like to see bird-do 

on you.  Would you please change your shirt?" 

 What makes the conversation so funny are the nonverbal messages that were transmitted 

through that "AAAA-NNNNNNNNNN!" and the whole history we had written between us in 

our responses to each other over the years.  That "AAAA-NNNNNNNNNN!" was not the only 

statement that made me laugh.  My own "I think you have bird-do on your shirt" was hysterically 

funny to me.  In the past if I noticed anything the matter with the way he looked, the clothes he 

wore, or anything he said or did, I would call it to his attention in such a way as to also tell him 

that it shouldn't have happened in the first place.   

I wanted him to be perfect and that included what he wore as well as what he said and 

did.  I could not tolerate any imperfections.  When I found something “wrong,” I would report it 

in  a tone of voice that showed my attack.  This time was different.  There was no negative 

energy attached to the statement.  I realized for the first time how much negative energy had 

been attached to all such statements in the past. 

I laughed again at myself for previously spending so much energy on that kind  of 

 thing.  The past was really past, and I didn't even have to make a decision as to whether or not to 

repeat past action.  My reaction to the soiled shirt was absolutely automatic, came without one 
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thought being given to the choices of responses that were open to me.  So I laughed with relief at 

the knowledge that I no longer had to weigh the kind response against the unkind, that I could 

trust whatever union of conscious and unconscious that has taken place inside me to say and do 

the appropriate thing. 

 My statement was simply a statement of fact, nothing more.  I simply noticed that his 

shirt was dirty and called it to his attention.  Perhaps I need to work on why I needed to call it to 

his attention, on why I don't like to see him wearing a dirty shirt, and I intended to ponder that.  

 His response was like so many I had heard before.  It said several things to me.  First, it 

said, "Shame on you for noticing a dirty spot on my shirt!" Second, it said, "How dare you call a 

dirty spot on my shirt 'bird-do'!" Third, it said, "Shame on you for letting a bird do-do on my 

shirt!" These, of course, are my own interpretations of what he meant by that statement. In the 

past, rather than laugh, I would have felt the need to defend my words, actions.  Not now.  I 

laughed at being released from the past.  And I laughed so hard that I think I hurt his feelings a 

little, for he really didn't find the incident very funny at all. 

 He did change his shirt, however, and several weeks later, he was able to laugh when he 

brought me a dirty shirt and showed me where another bird had apparently used him as a target. 

 Another incident stands out clearly.  One day I was preparing to wrap some framed 

pictures for Dee‟s birthday present.  I had found the paper and tape and ribbon and had the 

pictures on the bed ready to wrap.  Suddenly I knew I had to sit down and rest a bit, and without 

noticing the pieces of glass, I sat down on top of one and broke it.  Denton was standing in the 

doorway, and perhaps recognized for the first time a change in my responses to life.  In the past, 

I would transfer my irritation with myself to someone else and throw a minor tantrum until 
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Denton or someone went immediately and bought another piece of glass.  I would refuse to take 

any responsibility for the incident and instead blame someone else by saying something like, 

 "Well, if you had taken charge of this like you should have, and framed them a long time 

ago as I told you to, they would already be wrapped up and I wouldn't have sat on the piece of 

glass." 

 This time I held up the two pieces of broken glass and sheepishly said, "Well, I guess I 

broke the glass, didn't I?" 

 A big grin spread across his face and he said, "Yes, I guess you did." 

 The same afternoon Robert came in from a lawn-mowing job to report a shattered 

window in the car, our  1968 station wagon.  I had been reluctant to let Robert use the car. I had 

warned him about the dire consequences should any mishap occur, be it his fault or someone 

else's.  In fear and trembling he came in to tell me that the windows were rolled up and the sun 

was so hot that one of the windows shattered.  

 I think he was as surprised as I was to hear me say calmly that I hoped he wasn't hurt and 

that I would appreciate his carefully taking out all the broken pieces of glass and throwing them 

away.  That's all there was to it.  I cannot begin to describe the anger and hostility that kind of 

incident had brought in the past--incidents that were the fault of no one.   

As I sat on the edge of the bed and thought about the two incidents of broken glass, I felt 

such a sense of relief that I was no longer bound by the craziness  in me that had made me react 

the way I had previously.  I had a sense now of why I was so tired, so bone tired that long naps 

and bed rest were essential.  I had used up so much energy being angry much of the time that I 

had worn out my emotional self. 
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 About that time Dee  asked me to call a friend about a social event the two of them were 

to attend.  I forgot to take care of his request for several days.  When I did remember, the friend 

had already planned to do something else.  As I heard myself immediately apologize to him and 

take full blame and responsibility for the delay, I thought, "Well, that is really something.  How 

long has it been, I wonder, since I have readily apologized for something that was obviously my 

fault without being coerced into it?" 

 I realized that there  had been no moment of decision on my part to apologize.  My 

apology came spontaneously.  I began to delight in realizing that at least some of the time I could 

do the right thing without having to think about what the right thing to do was. 

 Then there was the incident where I laughed so hard that Robert thought I was lapsing 

into sobs again.  It began about lunch time when Robert and I were sitting on the sofa together 

and Denton and Dee were preparing lunch.  Dee began to criticize Robert for some things he 

hadn't done, and the criticism developed into an all-out attack on his person and character.  He 

ranted on about how tired he was of Robert using his socks, his new graduation socks, without 

his permission and then leaving them stuffed under the sofa cushions.  I leaned over and 

whispered to Robert, "He sounds very much like I used do, doesn't he?" 

 "Yes!" he replied. 

 After lunch I was preparing to load the washing machine when Dee appeared with an 

armload of socks.   

I told him, “Set them down.  As soon as I am finished with what I‟m doing I‟ll see that 

they are washed.” 

 He said, "Now these are my new socks and I have them matched up and I want them 
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washed separately from everything else so I will be sure to get them all back." 

I said, "I will take care of it.  Just put them down." 

 Suddenly he screamed, "I'm so tired of your not being in control around here!  I guess 

I'm just going to have to take over!" 

 Fortunately Dee stormed out of the room immediately and did not witness my reaction, 

because he was so angry I think he might have hit me.  I became so hysterical with laughter that I 

finally collapsed in a heap on the floor.   

Robert was talking on the phone and saw me and said to his friend, "I have to hang up 

now and go see about my mother." I must have laughed for a full ten minutes before I could 

regain control of myself.  

 I am not  sure of the psychological implications of socks for Dee, but they obviously 

represented  something near and dear to him.  But more than that, he was having difficulty 

handling the fact that I had changed.  I wasn't the same kind of person he had become used to, 

had had to adapt to and make allowances for over the years.  He was exactly right in that I had 

given up control--over him and the rest of the family and everything that happened in our 

household.  He wasn't yet sure what the new me was going to be like, but I  wasn't constantly 

barking orders at someone.  And since all his life someone, namely me, had been commanding 

him and the other family members, he didn't know how to act when there wasn't anyone doing 

that anymore.   

So he had decided that he would be that person.  And what a marvelous job he started 

doing!  Of course.  He had had a marvelous teacher for 18 years.  He had learned his lessons 

well, and he was imitating me to the most minute detail.  If I hadn't already finished doing all the 
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crying I needed to do, I am sure I would have had to shed some tears over what I witnessed in 

Dee--all the anger and hostility I had acted out all those years mirrored in the way he was acting 

now.  But I had done all the crying I needed to do, and there was nothing left but the laughter.  

So I laughed and laughed and laughed.  

 I laughed because he was such a marvelous mimic.  I laughed because his reaction was 

so exaggerated compared to the issue before us (dirty socks), just as my previous angry reactions 

had been exaggerated compared to the issues confronting me.  And I laughed because I knew 

again how much energy I had been investing in all my anger.  Now I knew that all my anger was 

gone, forever.  And I laughed because I knew that all the energy I had previously put into anger I 

could now invest in laughter.  And the laughing felt so good that I just laughed and laughed and 

laughed. 

And unlike what my therapist friend E. thought, I knew that I was healthier than ever 

before.  My transformation, something E. didn‟t understand, prompted my repeated, uproarious 

laughter. 
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CHAPTER V 

 

A TIME TO LAUGH AND A TIME TO CRY 

 

    

The story of any one of us is the story of us all. 

    Frederick Buechner 

 

 

 Within a few days I went to visit a special friend to let him know that I really was all 

right and to tell him something about my experience.  He was glad to see me, and we had a long 

and interesting visit.  He asked some questions and listened attentively as I told him as best I 

could of what had happened to me.  From time to time he would shake his head, more in 

amazement than in disbelief, I think, and say, "Ann, I think you really have had an unusual 

experience." 

 He spoke repeatedly of an euphoria that he said I seemed to be experiencing.  I agreed 

that I felt like I was somewhere floating on a cloud.  I kept emphasizing that I was convinced that 

this euphoria would last me forever.  I could tell from the expression on his face that he could not 

be sure.  I seemed to sense a fearfulness from the look in his eyes of what my reaction might be 

if the euphoria ever left me. 

 The euphoria did last, at least for a while.  I was eager to tell my pastor, Shep,  of the 
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recent events in my life and called him on the telephone.  I told him I considered him to be one 

of my major prophets and reminded him of the conversation we had had five years previously.  

At that time he had said, when I told him of my suffering and anxiety, "It sounds like a rebirth to 

me." He scarcely remembered the incident, but I think he knew from the sound of my voice that 

something special had happened.  He rejoiced with me. 

 I was also eager to attend worship services the next Sunday.  Even though I promised 

myself I was going to try my best not to talk about my experience, I was looking forward to 

being with the group of people who had come to be my extended family.  I also wanted to show 

those who had learned of my illness that I really was all right.  

 I was also especially eager to participate in the worship as I had more to be thankful for 

than I ever had before.  Sunday dawned and though I was still extremely weak, I determined that 

I did not need the cane to walk.  I allowed myself plenty of time to dress so that I could 

periodically rest. 

 When I arrived at church, the friend who had called me on Monday saw me and asked 

about my health.  I told her I had been sicker than I had ever been in my life, but I felt better now 

than I ever had even though I was still quite weak.  She expressed her love and concern.  Another 

friend overheard the conversation and said, "I didn't know you had been sick.  What was the 

matter?" 

 I couldn't contain myself.  I said, "Do you believe in miracles?" 

 She said, "Yes, I do." 

 "Well, a miracle has happened to me.  I have been reborn.  And I have so much to tell 

you.  Please call me when you have time to listen to my story and I will tell you everything." 
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 She said, "Oh, I will." She hasn't yet, in all the 30 years since.  I think I must have 

overwhelmed her. 

 The worship service was one of the most exciting in which I have ever participated.  I 

was shaking with excitement and so weak physically that I could hardly stand at the appropriate 

times, but that didn't bother me.  The music, the prayers, and the Scripture all took on special 

meaning for me.  And the experience of being a part, in a new and different way, of a group of 

people who had meant much to me for the last 14 years and now, because I was changed, meant 

so much more to me, had me emotionally dancing on the ceiling. 

 After the service as I slowly made my way to the rear of the sanctuary, holding to first 

one pew and then another to steady my walk, another friend came up to me and asked what was 

the matter with me.  I said I had been sick. 

 She asked, "What was wrong with you?"  

"Well, think of the very sickest you can imagine." 

 She said, "Oh, you must have had a stomach virus." I tried to muffle my laughter so as 

not to hurt her feelings, and I said something like, "Oh, I was a lot sicker than that." 

 As the days passed and I began to feel strong enough to go out socially and be with 

people, I found myself unable to exercise much self-discipline in talking about my experience.  

Much as I tried, I could not contain myself.  I would try to determine in my mind if my 

conversant were ready and willing to hear anything about what happened to me.  And before I 

could make a decision, my mouth would open and I would blurt out: "Oh, I've had a breakdown, 

and it was the most wonderful thing that ever happened to me!" 

 The reactions were varied, but almost always I saw as soon as I had relayed the barest 
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sketch of the events, the person would exclaim, "Oh, Ann, that is wonderful!  I am so delighted 

for you!" 

 And one added, "I know that something really wonderful has happened because I am 

getting goose-bumps just listening to you talk about it." 

 One friend expressed happiness at the results of my experience.  He offered assurance 

that I would continue to be all right and said, "I know it will take time for you to feel physically 

strong again.  And I hope you will remember that the most important thing for you to do is to 

take care of yourself." 

 No one else, male or female, has said that to me.   

E. had told me that I must remember that just because I was at peace with myself and had 

released myself and others internally from the kind of person I had been before, I must not 

expect relationships with others and especially with those with whom I lived to become 

automatically ideal.  I realized the truth of her statement immediately.  In addition, I also realized 

that I wanted to work on that right away.  She had said that when I felt strong enough and wanted 

to, she would come and help moderate a family conference where we would begin to attempt to 

share "ownership of the structure," which was a term she used to mean shared responsibility for 

household duties.  E. explained that whenever two or more people live together, there is bound to 

be conflict until everyone begins to share in the ownership of the structure--to share 

responsibility for all that occurs at that place that promotes and contributes to the shared life and 

well-being of the individuals. 

 I realized that there had been very little shared ownership of our home for the last 14 

years, and even previously when we had lived in other places.  Somehow when I married, I 
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adopted a job description of wife that said she took care of everything in the household.  The 

wife, I believed,  was ultimately responsible for all decisions.  If she didn't want to or couldn't 

make decisions by herself, it was her job to coerce others into helping her make them.  I had 

enlarged on that job description and made a gigantic CEO out of the wife/mother/ household-

manager position I had created for myself.  I had "taken over" to the extent that the other 

members of my family had long since quit wanting to help in decision-making or even caring 

about what went on.  At this point I could so easily play a "poor me" game and accuse my 

husband of never wanting to take an interest in our property or household activities, but I knew 

that I was to blame for not encouraging that sort of mutuality from the very beginning. 

 I could assume  boastfulness and reiterate all the things I did for so many years.  I had 

handled everything single-handedly, or I had  pushed, pulled, nagged, and bitched until I 

persuaded someone else in the family to help me.  I recognized, however, that all that was my 

own doing--and un-doing.   I had failed to allow my family to  have an appreciation for and pride 

in the place where they did most of their living.  My usurping of complete authority was my own 

action, my own fault, and I could no longer transfer my inadequacies onto the other members of 

my family. 

 But a new day had dawned.  A day in which I had not only freed myself from the 

compulsions of the past, but I had freed my family from all control.  I was sure that I was not 

going back to that old way of life and could not imagine wanting to.  But years of habits are not 

changed immediately.  And as soon as I became able to get off the bed for even brief periods of 

time, I was confronted with questions about meals, laundry, groceries, and other things that I had 

attended to in the past. 
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 "E.," I said, "I don't want to wait until I am stronger.  I want to have that family 

conference right now." 

 "You know, of course," she said, "that even though you are ready for it, your family 

might not be." 

 "Yes," I said, "but I feel such an urgency to say some things and try to make them 

understand.  And I want you to come and help in the attempt." 

 "All right," she said.  And she came.  Her prediction came true.  I had the feeling from the 

outset that my family was not ready for any family conference.  But I was determined.  I 

confessed all of what I saw I had been doing in the past to deny them any interest or participation 

in household decisions or responsibilities. 

 I told them I was sorry for all the past, and that I wanted us to do things differently from 

now on.  I said I was no longer considering the house, the yard, and everything else as mine but 

wanted us to think of our property as our property.  I explained that I realized that in the past 

they had probably dreaded coming home because I almost always had a list of things for each 

one of them to do as soon as he came in the door.  I saw nods of understanding made me know I 

was on the right track.  Dee even said, "You are right.  Lots of times I really didn't want to come 

home." 

 I replied, “ I intend for things to be different from now on.   This is everybody's home.  I 

want us to decide together what is necessary and important to all of us.  I want and our time 

together pleasant and enjoyable.  I want us to decide who is going to do what or when we are 

going to work on the tasks at hand together.”  

 I asked, “What is important to you?” 
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Robert responded, “I like to  have the family room straightened up” ( Later, I began to 

notice, much to my delight, that, for a while at least, he began to take responsibility for picking 

up and straightening up that room.)  

I continued, “I am going to try not to say what I think is important to our life together, but 

to wait and let you tell me your ideas.” 

 Several days later Denton bought and installed a ceiling fan in the family room.  We had 

been talking about for more than a year, though I cannot recall all the reasons that had been 

given for not being able to complete the project earlier.  I was delighted with the first indications 

of "ownership of the structure" and looked forward to more indications. 

 About this time I experienced a setback.  It caused indescribable fear and anxiety and 

temporary disillusionment.  What precipitated my setback was that I overexerted myself during 

the town's  Fourth of July activities.  I walked to the square for the parade and patriotic speeches, 

made food preparations for the picnic in the park, and partied with some friends after the 

fireworks that night.  And there were more festivities the next day.  Then I had to spend a couple 

of days lying down. 

 On the third day I tried to take on outside responsibilities, and I struggled to find the 

needed strength.  It wasn't there.  I tried pushing myself and found I couldn't.  In the past I had 

been able to find some hidden reserve of energy to accomplish anything I had decided was 

desirable or necessary.  This time I couldn't.  My body just would not cooperate.  There was 

nothing physical to draw upon.  It was all gone.  Nothing left in the reservoir.  

 I felt myself getting tense, anxious, and afraid that I never would have any of the 

physical strength I had had before.  My exhaustion was so intense that I was unable to attend a 



 

68 

                                                                                                                                                             

party that I had eagerly anticipated.  And I was almost reduced to tears.  

 I said to Denton, "I just don't understand it at all.  I am feeling so anxious and uneasy 

inside and am beginning to have the kind of pain that I had during those three days.  I was so 

sure, so positive that I would never have that kind of pain again.  I knew that I would never have 

it again.  And here it is coming back." 

 I could see a hint of terror in his eyes.  He did not know what to say.  I wanted him to 

reassure me, to tell me that this was only temporary, that my hellish experience had been a once-

in-a-lifetime event and that I need not fear having to go through another one.  But he could not 

give me that reassurance.  He did not have it himself. 

 At this crucial point,  E. called to see how I was feeling.  I said, “I‟m having a bad day.  I 

had thought I was making such progress physically and now, all of a sudden, I feel so bone tired. 

I cannot seem to get rested, and am becoming anxious and fearful.” 

She quickly diagnosed my problem as having done too much physically.  She reminded 

me, “Small children become fretful and teary and easily upset when they are tired and do not 

realize that what they need is rest.”  I felt greatly relieved and resolved to be more careful about 

overdoing in the future. 

 In the past I could overtax myself and all I needed for complete revitalization was one 

good night's sleep and I was ready to start all over again.  Now one night's sleep didn't begin to 

refresh me as it had in the past.  I was finding out that when I over-tired myself I would have to 

pay for that error for many days until I could slowly build back my small reserve of strength.  

 Moreover, the least over-exertion would bring such exhaustion that sleeping was even 

difficult.  My body would be so tortured with fatigue that I could not fall asleep, or I would 
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frequently awaken during the night, burdened with the leaden feeling from my too-tired body.  I 

soon learned that if I was ever to regain any of my former strength, I must listen to my body as I 

had never listened before.  I must listen and respond, placing it foremost on my priority list. 

 I recalled some of my past experiences of being tired, overworking myself, and not 

allowing myself the needed rest.  And I could remember the tense feeling throughout my body 

and anger and frustration that resulted because I could not let myself stop whatever I was doing 

and rest myself.  Somehow the doing, the things, were so important that my body had always run 

a poor second.  Now I was learning to put it first. 

 A few days of complete bed rest convinced me that I had not lost my treasure after all, 

but rather had simply overtaxed my body.  I resolved to stop monitoring my physical progress 

and to be thankful for any strength I had each day.  I resolved not to look backwards to compare 

how much strength I had now with the amount I had previously had, and also not to look forward 

to try to anticipate the amount that I might have later on. 

 As I began to weigh what was important for me to do with my limited strength each day, 

I began to realize how much energy was required for me to do  routine personal tasks for myself.  

And I realized how often I had let personal grooming tasks, even normal ones, fall into the 

category of "I'll do them if I have any time or energy left after I finish the things that have to be 

done."  Now I was putting those same tasks first.  I realized that no one else was going to do 

them for me and if I considered myself important, and I did--increasingly so each day--I needed 

to show myself how I felt.  I began to take more pride in personal grooming and also in my dress.  

Even if I didn't intend to leave the house for the day, I found myself carefully selecting what I 

would wear, something unheard of in the past. 
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 I received another phone call, particularly supportive at this time.  My cousin B., whom I 

have loved as a sister, called to check on my health and well-being.  I told her of my setback, and 

without hesitation she told me that she expected someone like me who had experienced what I 

had to need at least a year even to begin to feel physically strong again.  That was just what I 

wanted to hear.  So I tucked that into my rapidly filling knap sack of helpful data, and kept on 

resting. 

 At this point I had more encouraging dreams.  I had, in fact, two dreams on the same 

night.  Another dream surfaced which also proved to be encouraging. 

In the first dream I was on my way to a school where I was uncertain of a teaching job.  

School had begun and I had overslept and I could not be sure if I had a position there, so I was 

on my way to find out. 

 In the second dream I was walking into the school, still not knowing if there was a job 

waiting for me.  I was looking for the elevator because the steps were steep and the flights long 

and I knew I was not able to climb steps.  I saw a male friend named J. in a bright green sweater 

coming toward me.  We embraced as friends.  I first put my hand around him to touch his weak 

back and to show my love and concern (he actually has a chronic back problem), and he put his 

arm around me.   

In the dream I was pleasantly surprised because I could not think of any other time he had 

ever touched me.  He asked me how I was and I told him quite honestly that I was experiencing a  

setback in my rebirth experience.  He seemed to understand, and I was quite relieved because I 

thought I'd better not tell anyone of my setback or they wouldn't believe any of the rebirth.  I told 

him I was looking for the elevator, and he said it was on the upper floor; we would have to walk 
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up one flight.  I said I thought I couldn't possibly make it up those stairs, but he calmly said he 

would be right behind me to catch me if I fell. 

 I interpreted that dream to mean several things.  First of all, that I needn't be afraid to tell 

anyone anything about my experience because people would understand and that the fact of my 

physical weakness would not hinder their belief in the validity of my experience.  Second, I had 

more support among my friends and loved ones than I had imagined, and that beyond their 

support, I had an inner psychic strength coupled with a new-found God-strength that would not 

let me fall. 

 About this time I began reading again, and with that activity, new and wonderful things 

began to happen.  First was the indescribable excitement over my reaction to the printed word.  I 

was rereading poetry and devotional literature that I had previously enjoyed.  With each page I 

found myself startled to find new meaning in old familiar passages.  And I found myself 

reaching for paper and pencil to take notes on everything I read.   

Several years ago I had been a student in a graduate American literature class at Ole 

Miss.  The professor had enjoined us to read always with note-taking materials, and to take 

copious notes on the who, when, where, and what of everything.  He was convinced that was the 

only proper way to read a book.  His approach appealed to me, as I remembered that for years I 

had wished I possessed enough self-discipline to write at least a personal sort of dated review of 

every book I had read.  

 Now suddenly I was doing both, effortlessly.  I was taking notes on what in my reading 

spoke to me in a meaningful way, and I was also keeping a diary of my own general impressions 

of the books.  I was absolutely delighted.  Finally I was doing what I had wanted the 
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determination to do for so long--and doing it without any consciousness of self-discipline in the 

sense of forcing myself to do something rather than obeying a natural impulse. 

 In everything I read--and I began to branch out from devotional reading into theology, 

psychology, philosophy, and fiction--I found amazing insight and immeasurable support to 

reinforce my own traumatic experience.  Because of my experience, the truth I found in 

everything I read fairly jumped off the page at me.  And in almost every book I picked up I 

found something of the phenomenon of my experience as well as the search for it.  I found a 

common thread throughout all the authors I examined that in some form or fashion described the 

need for an experience like mine, the desire for such an event, and the results one could expect.  

 I was astounded.  My kind of breakthrough had been envisioned by writers many years 

before, and although I haven't found one yet who mirrored my own anguished experience, I have 

found many who can tell in vivid terms what has to happen to an individual in order for the  

experience of transformation to be thorough and permanent.  I was ecstatic at the realization that 

somehow I had become one with that kind of collective knowledge that was present in writers 

since ancient times. 

 Soon I became even more excited.  I was determined to try to put down in some 

understandable form my own experience.  I wanted readers to know the difficult time I had lived 

through, and to know that the end result was more than worth the trip.  My reading gave me 

continued "Aha!" experiences and also made me more eager than ever to try to transmit some of 

my enthusiasm. I wanted others to duplicate my journey. 

 I found,  as I became immersed in my books--randomly picking up anything I could find 

to read or anything that anyone suggested to me--that I had finally stopped monitoring myself.  I 
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was so engrossed in something other than my own physical recuperation that I had completely 

forgotten to ask myself how much energy I had.  I began to see myself in a state of constant 

awareness, the state of "relaxed alertness" mentioned by Erich Fromm in The Art of Loving.
4
  I 

found myself more sensitive to everything around me and yet so much at ease that no external 

nor internal event had the power to cause tension in me. 

 I found my senses sharpened, all of them, to the point where I seemed to be so much 

more in touch and in tune with the natural environment around me than ever before.  I found 

myself hearing the finer points of musical selections, more variety in the singing of the birds, 

greater depth of meaning in the tones of voice of the people I spoke with.  I seemed to be able to 

see colors more vividly and appreciate a much greater range in colors.  I especially began to see 

with greater perception the meaning behind a facial expression or gesture.   

As my appetite came back, I found I was hungry for the things that I now know 30 years 

later, are the very best for my body, and I have effortlessly been able to maintain the high protein 

diet that I somehow knew my body craved.   

One of the most pronounced and surprising changes was in my voice.  I had known, 

partly because of frequent reminders from my husband, that my voice assumed an irritating 

falsetto quality whenever I became excited.  I had been trying to change that characteristic for 

quite a while, with no success.  Now after my crisis, I realized that I was no longer speaking in a 

high-pitched voice, no matter how exciting the situation. 

             Another blessing  was the disappearance of  facial acne I had suffered  for 20 years.  

During that time my mother had told me repeatedly  she thought I was doing something to 

myself internally to cause it. I kept blaming diet and heredity rather than the tension,  pressure, 
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and inadequate rest I actually suspected to be the cause.  Additionally, my good health seemed to 

say that my ulcer was gone. 

 I found myself taking/making time for many enjoyable activities that I had determined in 

the past I couldn't work into my schedule.  I enjoyed phone conversations with friends, not 

watching the clock in anxious dread that the chat would last more than a few minutes, a few 

precious minutes in which I should be busy doing something useful.  I could remember many 

instances in the past when I would take the phone off the hook, having decided that my 

scrubbing and cleaning were more important than unplanned interruptions.   

I had secretly envied neighbors and friends who purposely and unashamedly scheduled 

time on their calendars for luncheons and card games with friends.  I had rarely done that, and 

even when I did take time for such enjoyable activities, I could not escape feelings of guilt.  

Somehow the idea of work was so ingrained in my head that I couldn't let myself play with ease.  

Now I was not only enjoying such activities, guilt-free, but I was initiating them.  

 I realized that I had a great deal of lost time to make up for.  My friends noticed a change 

in my behavior.  One day as a friend and I were having lunch at a restaurant, another friend 

stopped by our table and wanted to know what I was doing there (never had she seen me having 

lunch out anywhere).  I replied, "I'm playing and having fun.  And it's not going to be the last 

time.  I've decided to quit work and enjoy myself from now on. All play and no work, that's 

going to be my motto from now on." She laughed and said something about it being high time I 

found out about the other side of life. 

 Humor continued to play a major role in every day, in my attitude toward everything, in 

fact.  I found myself enjoying humor to the utmost, inadvertently becoming a child again 
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whenever the occasion presented itself--teasing, exaggerating,  being playful with any kind of 

situation.  

 I was having a snack with a friend and her daughter one afternoon when she began to 

speak negatively of her children's teachers.  I could sense her frustration; school was not going 

the way she wanted. I sensed frustration as well  over her inability to produce happiness for her 

children.  The anxiety--the problem--centered, however, on the teachers who, in her mind, were 

totally to blame for whatever wasn't right.  I was sorry that she herself seemed so unhappy, and 

yet I had no proof that the teachers in question were at fault.  I couldn't in good conscience join 

in her game of "Ain't it Awful," and I decided I really didn't want to play that game anyway.  I 

thought our conversation had deteriorated into something other than a pleasant exchange, and I 

searched for a remedy. 

 Finally, as she continued her diatribe against the teachers, I said, "It seems to me that I 

detect a bit of criticism here." This provoked at least a smile, and broke through whatever it was 

that was ruining our pleasure together so that we could play again.  My friend‟s daughter  found 

my remark much more amusing, however, than did her mother. 

 Another time I drove two friends to a meeting.  As we prepared to return home, there was 

much discussion over which of them was going to sit with me in the front seat.  Each was 

determined that the other would have the preferred seat.  Finally the issue was settled and the one 

who was forced to sit in front said, "I'm always letting myself be ordered around by others." 

 This was said in jest but I knew it was not so. 

 I said, "I'm sorry, but I'm not buying that."  

The woman in the back seat agreed that she was not accepting that statement either. We 



 

76 

                                                                                                                                                             

both knew that the woman in question had a definite mind of her own and was not easily 

dominated. 

 The woman in the front seat said, "Shame on you both for not showing proper respect!" 

 I said, "I‟m sorry about that, too," meaning, "You'll just have to do without proper respect 

because I'm not going to change my position." 

 We all laughed.  It turned into a marvelous joke, and yet I think we all sensed that it was 

more than a joke.  There was too much reality beneath it to be only a joke.  Yet the fact that there 

was so much reality involved made it an even more marvelous joke. 

 I began to notice something new about people I had previously held in awe.  They now 

held an attraction for me that had never before been present.   Somehow I was able, totally 

without conscious effort, to engage them in playful conversation with me, and suddenly I found 

that we were laughing and joking together about ideas and events that hitherto had been serious 

business to us both.  I was delighted at  such an unexpected enjoyment with those I had 

previously considered so aloof. 

 I began to discover more about my childhood.  I had recently pulled out a portrait of 

myself as a child and hung it in the living room.  I began to study that picture, wondering to 

myself what sort of child I had been, wondering what notions were going through my head at the 

time it had been made.  To me, the picture shows a serious little girl looking rather stoic.  One 

day Robert asked me if I realized that I was only four years old when the picture was made.  I 

had not.  He had noted the date and subtracted my birthday.  It seemed to me  I had been about 

seven or eight.  I could not remember whether I was happy or sad as a child, but I then discusses 

this with my mother.  She said that my father, who was an amateur photographer, found it almost 
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impossible to coax me to smile for pictures after the age of three and a half, when my younger 

sister was born. 

 After the conversation with my mother, it all came back to me:  my sibling jealousy, my 

fervent wish that my sister  hadn't been born, and all the meanness and ugliness that I had foisted 

on her simply because I was not willing to share the love and affection of my parents.  And I 

realized that all my life I have laughed very little.  Something had to be hysterically funny  

before I saw any humor in it.  I had learned to smile and be gracious, but the real humor must 

have been covered up with something that would not let it out.   

Now I  wondered if perhaps crying wasn‟t  the flip side of laughing.  I hadn't cried much 

during my life either.  And I realized that perhaps now that the laughing was finally being 

released,  I was finding a kind of humor in myself that I had never known before.   

Always I had admired those who were quick and clever with one-liners, the appropriate 

witty remark when a situation warranted one.  Now I was finding that occasionally I could 

spontaneously make such a contribution to the conversation.  I was able to be funny and 

contribute not only to my own laughter, but also contribute to the laughter and enjoyment of 

others.   

 Suddenly humor seemed to be all around me.   One night Denton was emptying ice trays 

into the keeper and refilling trays and made the kind of remark I had heard many times.  "I don't 

understand why people who empty ice trays can't fill them up again at the same time.  Here are 

two empty ice trays that someone has emptied and not refilled." 

 Dee immediately replied, "Dad, if you will count the trays you will find there are six.  We 

used to have four. I just went out  and bought two more.  Let's just consider them my ice trays. 
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So there really aren't two trays empty after all." 

 Three of us roared with laughter.  Not Denton.  He said he was in no mood for "subtle 

humor." 

 And I gained greater appreciation and respect for Robert's humor.  Previously, I had 

considered it avant-garde,  to say the least.  Robert has always prided himself on the kind of 

humor that emanates from the unexpected, that exaggerates beyond expectation, that turns 

something upside down and inside out in order to extract the laughable and ridicule the serious. 

His form and content blossomed and mushroomed and I laughed and laughed at this funny 

person who lived in the same house with me.  He would take the simplest statement, like "the 

grass needs mowing" and repeat it with various prefixes, introductory clauses, inflections, 

inverted word order until I found myself giggling uncontrollably.   He would turn the most 

mundane event into an occasion for fun and teasing.   

One day a mother of a youngster came by to retrieve a picture we had that belonged to 

him.  Robert wanted to know if I hit the woman.  There was no reason in the world for me to hit 

Mrs. C., who is barely an acquaintance of ours.  But suddenly I was playing the game, too. 

 "Yes, I hit her three times, Robert.  Three being to me a good round number.  I hope you 

agree that was enough times." 

 I think Robert sensed that finally I was willing to meet him on his level, and we spent 

many playful times together where he would introduce some ridiculous statement and I would 

pick up on it and away we would go.  Even though some of the incidents were not the laughing-

out-loud variety, the fact that we could join each other at a deeper level of play than we had 

previously known made, I think, a tremendous difference in our relationship. 
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Notes on Chapter V 

1.Erich Fromm, The Art of Loving (New York: Harper and 

 Row, Inc., 1956), p. 97. 
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 CHAPTER VI 

 

 PREPARATION AND PENTECOST 

 

 

                     No one has ever seen the essence of God, 

but we believe in the essence because we experience the energy. 

Archimandrite Kallistos Ware 

 

 I soon began to need less and less sleep.  In fact, some nights I slept only a few hours.  

My excitement level was building to the point where I found myself, much like a little child at 

Christmas, unable to go to sleep because of excitement over all the new and wonderful things I 

knew would happen to me the next day.  I was finding that each day was  brimful with 

excitement--people, events, ideas, and more than that, the greater joy and ecstasy that I was 

feeling inside myself--that I could hardly contain myself.   

I felt new life in me, new excitement having broken out of its shell, filling my whole 

being with such force that I thought I would explode.  I began to tell my family that I felt like a 

hot-air balloon that was just about to burst.  I knew that each day was going to be more exciting 
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than the previous and I began to wonder just how much excitement my body and psyche could 

stand.  I began to pray, "God, You are just going to have to slow this thing down.  I feel as 

though I am going to pop." 

  The hot-air balloon image fit well because each day I was feeling fuller  with something 

over which that I seemed to have no control.  And yet, the idea of hot air conjured up images of a 

wind bag who blows off steam but doesn't really have anything worthwhile to say.  I decided I 

didn't like that image. 

Then one morning I arose early and found I could hardly sit still and drink my tea 

because of the internal excitement. The image of a grenade came to me.   I had a definite idea 

that when Denton awakened he might find me in pieces, having actually exploded from the 

internal activity.  I could think of nothing to do to prevent it.  Finally I decided that if I was to be 

exploded by this "thing" inside me, I did want to say farewell to one near and dear to me, so I 

called my sister.  I think she was surprised to receive a phone call so early on a Saturday 

morning. 

“Jane, I know this sounds crazy but so much is happening inside me that I think I‟m 

going to explode.  I need to talk to someone.  Will you listen?” 

“Of course.  I may not understand what you‟re talking about, but I can certainly listen.” 

 “Well, it‟s like an enormous energy is surging around inside of me.  Ideas are coming 

thick and fast, but there is an energy that‟s more than ideas.” 

“Are you all right?” 

“Well, so far I am, but I can‟t control this energy and I don‟t know what it‟s going to do 

to me.” 
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“Do you think it‟s the Holy Spirit?” 

“Gosh, I don‟t know.  If it is it‟s come to me in full force. I feel so much spiritual 

awareness and emotional excitement, more than I ever imagined I could feel.” 

“Do you think this is a good thing?” 

“Yes, but there‟s too much of it.  I think I‟m going to explode—like a grenade.” 

“Well, it‟s obvious there‟s something amazing happening in  you.” 

“Yes, but it‟s too much of an amazing thing.” 

“Can you think of anything to calm it?” 

“No, I can‟t.” 

“Is there anything I can do for  you?” 

“I don‟t know.  I guess tell Denton if he wakes up and finds me in pieces all over the 

floor that I couldn‟t help it.” 

“Yes.  I‟ll tell him  you went out with a bang.  Ha, ha.” 

 I kept thinking about the hot air balloon and the grenade and neither image satisfied.  As I 

said, the balloon sounded like a wind bag.  The grenade sounded too much like all the anger I 

had been hoarding  all those years that would explode in meanness.  But one day the right image 

appeared: the image of a geyser .  I knew that was what I really felt like--an inner gushing of 

water, or some kind of life-producing substance, that from time to time gets so excited, so 

ecstatically agitated that it just erupts.    I fervently hoped that if and when I did erupt, I would do 

no harm to myself or to anyone else.  And all the while I was still saying to God, myself, and 

anyone else who was inside listening, "Come on, now, we've got to slow this thing down.  A 

body can stand just so much excitement." 
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 Some dear friends came to visit us about that time.  They had been our best friends  in 

graduate school days, and we had kept in close touch all through the years.  They knew I had 

been sick and that I was not able to do much in the way of entertaining, so they came only one 

day to visit.  In the past our visits had been so few and far between that I nearly always felt some 

tension as I tried to say everything and to ask about everything I wanted to, trying to compress so 

much conversation into such a small amount of time.   

This time was different.  I found myself totally relaxed, knowing that we couldn't 

possibly say everything we wanted to say in one day, but also knowing that I was going to enjoy 

what we did say to each other more than ever.  Their teenage son, whom we had not seen in 

years, accompanied them.   

We laughed as we remembered all the funny things that happened in graduate school. 

We laughed as we told each other all the funny things that had happened to us in the intervening 

years. And we laughed about current jokes within families.  At the end of the evening I think we 

were all a little sore from laughing so hard.  She wrote to say it was the best visit they had ever 

had with Denton and me, and I concurred. 

In the weeks following my crisis, my reading began to trigger all sorts of thoughts and 

ideas about how to use these ideas.  I was making definite notes on Humpty Dumpty and at the 

same time my mind was being filled daily with countless possibilities for developing other 

essays, stories, and books.  The radio, newspaper, and television brought still more ideas for 

writing to mind.  Such a flood came daily that I began to keep paper and pencil with me 

everywhere I went.   

A good friend told me that one of the most important things I needed to remember was 
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that catchy titles make books sell.  My mind went wild thinking up the most unusual titles 

imaginable.  I was observing this creature--myself--thinking and writing all these things, and 

could only marvel at what had been released from somewhere in my head.   

Maybe it wasn't the originality that my husband had previously nudged me 

 toward, but it was the closest thing to it I had ever experienced.   I wondered if those ideas had 

been there all along and had just been covered up with the sick games I had been playing for 

years.  Or had I  to live all those years in order to help those ideas formulate?  

 Thirty years later, I still don't know the answer to that question, but I do know that 

nothing that has ever happened to me has been wasted.  I read that idea first in a book called 

Prime Time by Herbert Barks, and it jumped out at me as though it had a spring attached. 

Nothing is wasted.(1)   And I knew that for as long as my mind functioned  I would continue to 

receive insight and wisdom from synthesizing my three day crisis with all the other experiences 

of my life, past and present.  I knew that I had my own unique storehouse of material from which 

to draw for thinking and writing and conversing with others. 

 One of the most exciting sources for inspiration and integration came from music, always  

one of my favorite things.  I began to hear snatches of popular song lyrics and was stopped in my 

tracks as I perceived depth of meaning I had never before discerned.  And the more I listened to 

sacred as well as popular music, the more the lyrics were speaking special words to me.  I found 

myself madly scratching down the words and making notes on how I would use them.  

 I began to make lists of songs that I thought would be especially meaningful to my 

family and close friends, songs whose words I thought expressed some psychological need or 

desire.  I gave my suggested list to the people I had in mind, and some of them reacted quite 
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favorably.  Two said some of their favorite songs were among the ones I had written down for 

them.  I was encouraged to know that perhaps my insights were not only true and valuable for 

myself but might prove the same for others, and I began to think seriously for the first time that 

under the skin we are all really very much alike. 

 During this time Denton was sleeping quite a lot.  I suppose the trauma of my experience 

plus the added responsibilities of the summer were finally taking their toll.  One afternoon he 

awoke from a nap and told me a dream he had had. I found myself shaking with excitement as he 

relayed detail after detail.  It wasn't a long dream, and the ending was the part that meant the 

most to me.  I know enough about dream interpretation to know that first, one cannot ultimately 

interpret another's dream and second, the elements of the dream are segments of the dreamer's 

own personality.   

For me to interject myself into his dream, much less to act on my own interpretation, was 

indeed presumptuous, but that is exactly what I did.  The dream had to do with going to a 

banquet that turned out to be anything but a banquet, and the most disappointing part of the meal 

was the dessert, which had been removed and discarded before he had a chance to select one.  

The end of the dream saw him going various places and exerting great effort to make sure that 

someone in authority was properly notified that he didn't get a dessert.   

“I couldn‟t understand why I wasn‟t given my dessert.  I tried to find someone to get one 

for me, but no one was interested.  I saw somehow that many desserts were being thrown out.  I 

kept trying and trying to get mine and no one would help me.” He continued to express the great 

disappointment he felt, even after waking. 

My brain instantly placed me in the dream as represented by the dessert, and I was 
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delighted.  I interpreted it to mean that above all and beyond everything, he still wanted me. ( I 

admit this is all projection.)  I suppose that my realization that I had years ago fallen in love with 

the man, quite apart from any "be strongs" I had placed on him, had me looking for reassurance 

and documentation that he felt the same about me.  The dream told me just what I wanted it to 

tell me.  And in my mind I said, "That does it.  This time I'm going to marry him." 

 When we were married in 1960, he had laughingly told me that I must understand that 

our marriage was on a trial basis only.  At the end of a year, if he were not completely satisfied, I 

would be returned with no questions asked, no explanations given.  I laughed and said that suited 

me.  And all during the first year of marriage that joke was repeated, always with the same 

laughter from both of us.  At the end of the year, however, nothing was said and, as I recall, 

nothing had been said about it in the subsequent 22 years.  I knew that in a sense we had 

continued that "trial" period for 22 years, that we had never thrown away the conditions we had 

unconsciously written into the marriage contract.   

Not only had I married him on the condition that he be strong, I also included in my-

nonverbal contract that he support me emotionally as well as financially and that he be faithful 

sexually.  None of this was mentioned in the ceremony that included love, honor, and cherish.  

But I had added an unwritten paragraph.  And I was beginning to develop a suspicion that he had 

added a similar paragraph for me.   

I was beginning to sense that he had been needing me for the same psychological  

reasons  I had been leaning on him.  And I was so eager to sense that he had dropped the same 

kind of psychological conditions that I had thrown away that I read into the dream just exactly 

what I wanted.  We had fulfilled all those non-verbal agreements for each other, freely and 
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willingly.  The thing that constituted the sick game was the fact that each of us (perhaps I should 

just talk about myself here) had levied what was freely offered as a duty on the other.  Something 

dreadful happens to willingness, I think, when the receiver, instead of being a grateful recipient, 

sends psychic messages that say "you must." And that is what I think I—and maybe both of us-- 

had been doing to each other on one level for years.  I wanted to be rid of that game permanently. 

I didn't tell Denton of my decision to marry him.  I had a notion he might think me truly 

crazy if I tried to explain what was going on in my head, so I kept it to myself.  The next 

morning, however, my general internal excitement had reached such heights that I could not 

restrain myself.  At the breakfast table I told the children, "Listen to me.  I have something really 

important to tell you.  I want to tell you that your father and I were married yesterday evening.  It 

all happened so fast that there really wasn't time to tell you, though I know I should have let you 

know." 

 Dee said, "Momma, what in the world are you talking about?" 

 I said, "Well, it just occurred to me yesterday that we had been living together all these 

years, and I decided it was time we really got married.  So I just up and married your father." 

 Robert said, "Well, if you haven't been married all these years, what does that make us?" 

 I hadn't anticipated that, but of course I should have--with Robert. 

 "I'm not sure, but I hope you know that we have loved you like our own children, no 

matter what you call yourselves." 

 And I added, "And we might just take a real honeymoon, too." 

 All this time Denton was sitting there, open-mouthed, wide-eyed, and a blush was 

creeping up his face.  Later when he came into the bedroom, I said, "I know I embarrassed you, 
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and I'm sorry about that but I decided it had to be done.  I had rehearsed what I was going to say, 

so that was not another example of my former "foot-in-mouth" disease.  I decided it was high 

time the boys knew we were sleeping together and were not ashamed of it." 

 I think Dee and Robert were beginning to wonder what in the world their addled mother 

was going to do next.  I had grown up in a home where the motto seemed to be "Don't Embarrass 

the Family," and now my firstborn, from the time he had any idea of the meaning of the word 

embarrass, gave me the same injunction.  Most of my life I had been conscious of the effect my 

words and deeds might have on those who wished me not to embarrass them, and here I was 

throwing away all the convention I had ever known.  I didn't know, myself, what was going to 

happen next. 

 My internal excitement continued to mount.  When I arrived at church one Sunday 

morning,  a combined Sunday School class with adults and children was in session.  I was 

trembling so much  I was unable to write my own name tag.  The first exercise was to participate 

in a written quiz, answering questions associated with the Bible, and then the leader gave the 

correct answers.  In my head the answers all ran together with such force and with them the 

answers to questions that weren't even being asked.  The answers tumbled around in my brain so 

wildly that I gave up trying to concentrate enough to write down my responses. 

 The spirit was jovial around the table where I was sitting.  I was laughing and joking with 

the others seated there.  Then the leader announced the second exercise.  Each person was asked 

to think of his or her favorite Bible verse and in a few moments everyone would be given an 

opportunity to tell the assembled group what it was.  I could sense that something momentous 

was about to happen in me.   
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And as soon as the first person spoke, I knew what it was.  I was able to interpret, to 

know instantaneously why each one had chosen the one he did and what in his life caused that 

particular verse to be especially meaningful .  I wanted to write down what they were saying so I 

could think about it more later, but the thoughts in my head were coming so thick and fast and 

mixing with the words the people were saying  that I was not able to write anything.  I remember 

that in one family the mother and young son both recited the same verse, even though they were 

sitting at opposite ends of the table from each other.  I remember in another family that one child 

refused to announce her favorite verse after her father had passed his turn without speaking.   

Suddenly, I thought I knew what was happening behind and beyond the words that were 

 being spoken. In fairness, I should say that I have not actually gone to any one of those people 

and told them the thoughts that were going through my head.  I have not asked them what indeed 

lay behind their choice of scripture.  So I must say here that psyche and brain might very well 

have been having a field day.  Nevertheless, I was getting some sort of special vibration, sense 

from each utterance.  It was a kind of insight about each personality that had never come to me 

before.  What  struck me most was the fact that three other people, all of them young, chose the 

same Scripture passage I chose: John 11:35, “Jesus wept.”  I remembered my sons' surrogate 

grandfather telling them when they were tiny fellows about how he had been educated partially 

by a tutor who was hired to teach all the children in one location, back in the days when regular 

teachers and a regular school were not yet common in the Delta. He said the tutor he 

remembered most was the one who made them begin each day with a memorized Bible verse.  

He had searched and searched and finally found the shortest, which he used as often as he 

thought he could get away with it:  "Jesus wept." I think he had heard or made up a little poem to 
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go along with it.  I wondered for an instant if these young people this Sunday had recited that 

because it was the shortest, but I immediately knew the answer was "no." I could sense great 

suffering and anxiety in their young lives that caused them to reveal something deep inside them.   

 I couldn't resist telling the group my reason for choosing the passage.  "Even though it is 

the shortest in the Bible, I think it is probably the most important.  I believe from my own 

experience that because Jesus wept, it is not only all right for us to cry; it is important." 

 My legs were weaker and shaking more as I left that assembly than they had been when I 

entered.  I wondered if I should go home to rest, but I was eager to attend the worship service.  

Denton was preaching that day, and I knew he was going to preach a sermon I had asked him to 

write.  Several years before, I had begun thinking about the use of the term "kingdom of God" in 

the Bible, and especially the passage where Jesus says "The kingdom of God is within" (Luke 

17:21). I asked Denton to research, think about, and write a sermon on the kingdom of God being 

within because I did not understand it and wanted to.  I had heard him preach the sermon at least 

once before, and I was eager to hear it again.   

My excitement continued to mount throughout the service and when the sermon was 

begun, I was quite sure that something unusual was about to happen.  I found myself being 

restless in the pew, and several times Robert turned to me and asked, "What is the matter with 

you?" 

 I didn't know, and Robert threatened to make me leave if I didn't behave better. After the 

incident at the breakfast table, he had to be heavily coerced into sitting with me.  He had at first 

adamantly refused, and I teasingly told a couple of the elders that I needed them to instruct my 

son to sit with me, as it clearly states in our Book of Church Order that families are to sit 
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together during worship.   

To my surprise, instead of supporting me and at least humorously encouraging Robert to 

sit with me, both the elders  took sides with him and, without him saying a word, promised him 

that they would keep an eye on me, and if I acted up in the least they would tend to me.  He was 

delighted with the unexpected turn of events and agreed to sit with me. 

 The sermon spoke to me in ways it had not on previous hearing.  I understood, beyond 

even the words he spoke, my reason and need for having that passage explained.  I knew that I 

had been searching for the kingdom of God within myself for many years in many ways, and I 

had asked Denton to give me some guidance on how and where to find it.  Something deep 

within me knew that the kingdom was in there and was urging me toward its discovery.   

And now I knew that I had found it, that my three-day crisis had found it for me, and that 

at last I was able to put a name on where I was and what I was.  I thought of the words of Jesus 

as he went to the temple and announced to the authorities there, "Today this scripture has been 

fulfilled in your hearing (Luke:4:21)."  And I had to exert tremendous internal restraint in order 

to keep myself from leaping to my feet and announcing the same thing to this congregation.   

The feeling of excitement further intensified inside me as I became aware that this day  

had become my own personal Pentecost.  I thought of the event described in Acts and began to 

pray fervently, "Please, God, don't have me speaking in strange tongues.  It would frighten and 

alienate these people." 

 As soon as I prayed that prayer, I knew that I would not experience what the theologians 

call “glossolalia”--that mysterious utterance of indistinguishable language that many associate so 

importantly with  visitation of the Holy Spirit.  I knew I would not have that experience. I felt 
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that I did not want or need that experience, and it was important for me to be able to say to folks 

afterward that the strange tongues did not come to me. 

 I realized, instead, that my "tongues" had already begun.  My "tongues" were my ability 

to speak in love and humor rather than in the previous "tongues" of anger and frustration.  I knew 

my "tongues" were all the words that were the real me that had now been uncovered deep inside 

me by my three day experience.  And  I somehow knew that my "tongues" would be 

understandable to others just as they had been immediately understandable to me. 

 I also realized that I had been given the gift of interpretation--the interpretation not only 

of my own "tongues," but also, and because of my new insight, an ability to interpret the 

"tongues" of others, the words that they were speaking and the thoughts and feelings and 

longings behind them.  I began to see how important are the words that people actually utter, for, 

if we are attentive and perceptive, they can reveal to us a great deal more than what is going on 

at any given time in their consciousness. 

During the sermon I began to feel a kind of heat over my head and began to wait 

impatiently to discover if there would be some outward manifestation of what was going on 

inside me.  I kept wondering what was going to happen over my head, and tried inconspicuously 

to glance up from time to time, fully expecting to see tongues of flame dancing above me.   

Nothing visible appeared, and I found myself relieved.  Something in me knew that an 

outward sign of the inward miracle would not accomplish what was in store for me.  A visible 

sign, I thought, would not convince anyone of anything, except perhaps that I needed to be in a 

circus.  What was needed to convince others of the miracle that had occurred inside me was for 

me to live it day by day and in time, perhaps, they would see a change in my life.  I would have 
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to live the miracle in the next days and weeks and months for anyone really to believe what I was 

so eager to tell them. 

I was able to control the urge to shout and sing and dance for joy right there in the 

sanctuary, but I was not able to keep myself from telling some people afterwards about what was 

happening to me.  I could not resist the uncontrollable urge to tell one friend that I had just 

experienced my own Pentecost.  I can't remember the words I used, but her reaction was both 

surprise and delight.  

 We chatted on and the conversation became more and more humorous.  I told her 

 of several incidents that had happened in the family which, I knew, had caused my family to 

begin to view everything I said and did with suspicion of lunacy.  At the end of the conversation 

she, too, was beginning to wonder about my stability and jokingly (I hope) said to my husband, 

"I really think you ought to take her home and lock her up in a closet for a while." 

 Far from being weighed down with the seriousness and enormity of the events of the day, 

I was more light-hearted and jovial than ever.  I realized that important events do not have to be 

treated with the seriousness I previously imagined.  After all, baptisms, graduations, weddings, 

any number of events of life are celebrated joyously.  Just because something carries great 

importance does not mean that it cannot be celebrated in uproarious fashion.  And I gained new 

insight into the reason and cause of my delight in humor and fun and laughter. 

 I remembered a story that one of my favorite friends told me a few years ago about his 

grandfather who nearly every morning would let his hounds out to chase a fox and would climb 

the highest hill on his farm and sit down to laugh at the dogs barking and the fun of the chase.  

He never allowed them to harm the fox and never thought of killing it himself, but loved the 
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sport and the fun of the chase.  He would sit down on the top of that hill and laugh and laugh and 

laugh.  Finally he would begin to roll down the hill, laughing all the way to the bottom.  He was 

not senile nor did he have some diagnosed mental illness.  He lived to be in his 90s and told this 

story himself.  

 I had enjoyed the story so much that I had asked him to tell it to me several more times, 

and when 1 repeated it to my sons, they also asked that I tell it again.  I felt a kinship with this 

old man who loved the activity of life so much that his laughter continued to roll him down the 

hill.  And I laughed as I rolled down my internal hills, too. 

 Recently a friend quoted me a wonderful sentence from Jane Roberts's Seth Speaks.  "On 

the one hand you take life too seriously, and on the other, you do not take playful existence 

seriously enough.(2)  And I recalled a statement another friend had quoted to me that I had been 

pondering for some time:  "Everything is important, so nothing is serious." I was beginning to 

understand that our existence, our whole purpose for being here is for play, for the kind of 

existence--life--that is totally, 100% enjoyable, that we were intended to be so brimful of joy and 

peace and happiness that we would frequently burst into laughter from the sheer ecstasy of it all. 

 I decided that perhaps in the long run my laughter and humorous delight in life might be 

the most convincing element in any attempt I might make to encourage others to break out of 

their Humpty Dumpty shells.  Regardless of how my new-found humor might affect others, I 

was sure that I could not give it up.  It was already too much a part of the new me and meant far 

too much to me to consider trying to suppress.  Anyhow, it might prove useful as well as fun.  I 

would be interested to find out. 

The most marvelous characteristic of this new-found humor was the spontaneity of it. 
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I didn't have to consider for an instant what response I might make to a situation.  There was 

absolutely no conscious decision made.  I simply opened my mouth and heard myself utter 

some previously unthought-of words.  Something beyond my control was in charge of my 

response. 

Not that I felt I was becoming some sort of robot.  That was not the case at all.  But there 

seemed to be some important connection between my newfound ability to appreciate what was 

being said beyond the level of comprehension I had previously experienced and my 

instantaneous humorous responses.  Something inside me, which I couldn't quite identify, was 

using my brain and mouth as instruments to interject some humor, and underneath that, a 

certain depth of reality, into many situations. 

 The funniest incidents were those in which I poked fun at myself, made myself the brunt 

of the joke.  Once during this time, we were spending an evening with several couples and 

during the conversation, one of the men turned to me and said, "Well, Ann, what do you do with 

yourself all day while Denton is busy?" 

 "Well, I sit home and drink a lot.  And H. and I have been having a little afternoon affair, 

but we are beginning to get tired of each other; so I am looking around for someone else to have 

fun with.  Are you available?" 

 Though the poser of the question was a nonplussed at this, the others of the group, 

especially H. and my husband, were roaring with laughter. And I roared, too, at the quickness of 

my brain and the novelty of my response.  Never can I remember saying in public anything with 

the least bit of sexual overtone, much less giving myself credit for that kind of behavior.  Besides 

that, I had always been the one to blush  quickly at any off-color remark. I eventually became 
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easy prey for any man who verbally liked to take advantage of one like me.  I would take myself 

beyond earshot if possible when jokes were told that seemed the least distasteful to me.  Not only 

did I have a reputation as a prude, I openly referred to myself as one.   

 Lately I was in a group of relatives when one brought out a gag gift he had received and 

was about to play it on another member of the group.  Everyone looked at it and laughed, 

including me.  Much later, after everyone had made numerous comments about the "thing," 

which resembled a part of the human anatomy, and the joke had been played successfully on one 

of the group, I looked at the object again and laughed out loud.  

 I had mistaken it for another part of the anatomy and had been making remarks which I 

now realized were totally inappropriate.  Through my laughter I confessed to the group, and they 

laughed, too. One commented, "I'll tell you one thing.  If I had made a mistake like that, no one 

would ever have known it."  I thought the joke on myself was so hysterically funny that I 

couldn't resist letting everyone else in on it. 

 My Pentecost continued. From time to time, I had to repeat my prayer to slow it down a 

little because all the excitement often was so intense that I had difficulty concentrating on routine 

matters.  But it did not leave me. 

 As I reply to those who have heard of my crisis with the assurance that it was the most 

wonderful event in my life, they look more than a little puzzled and comment that they are so 

glad I am better.  But when I recommend that kind of experience for them, they seem shocked 

and offended.  One woman told me, "Oh, no.  I've been there and I don't ever want to go again.  

The road back was awful." I can't help but think that she aborted the experience, not letting it 

culminate into something like mine. 
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 Recently  I had an interesting conversation  with an acquaintance who is a clergyman.  I 

wanted to comment on a sermon I heard him preach,  and I used examples from my "hatching 

out” to explain my point.  He asked questions and I tried to condense my reiteration into a few 

paragraphs.  When I had finished,  he asked me, "Well, how have you felt since that time?  Have 

you experienced ups and downs like the rest of us or have you continued to soar on the clouds?" 

 I thought I detected a note of hopefulness in his voice as he phrased the second part of his 

question. 

 "The latter," I said. 

 And I added, "And I am sure, absolutely certain, that the kind of experience I had and am 

having can happen to everyone." 

A few months after my shell-breaking crisis experience, I had a chance to visit with a 

long-time friend in another city.  As she listened to me retell my tale, she commented, “I believe 

you've had a transformation experience." 

 I hadn't heard that word in a long while, and I wasn't sure I understood exactly what it 

meant.  As I have researched it somewhat, I think I agree with her.  In some of the letters to 

churches in the New Testament, the writer urges them to be transformed by renewal, and I 

certainly felt transformed and renewed.   

My husband tells me that among the black people he grew up with, the idea of 

transformation became  "sanctification." A person was sanctified when his sins had been washed 

away to such an extent that he was no longer able to sin.  He was made holy, like God, and had, 

in the flesh, entered into a kind of relationship with the Divine that made him feel that he had 

experienced something divine here on earth.  All that made sense to me because it was exactly 
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how I felt. 

 My husband asked, "Do you feel, then, that you no longer sin?" 

 I said, "I guess that depends on what you mean by sin.  I am sure that I do and will 

continue to do things that cause you to be unhappy with me.  But that would involve what you 

define as sins against other people.  I am thinking of sin only in terms of a relationship between 

an individual and God.  And I have a strong sense that I have achieved a oneness with God right 

here and that I am unable to do anything to destroy that relationship. 

 "So you feel you are sanctified?" 

 "That again depends on how you define the term.  But as I define it, 'made holy,' which is 

to say 'made one with God in so far as any human being can in the flesh be made one with God,' 

yes, I do feel sanctified." 

 "Do you feel you can do no wrong?" 

 "That depends on how you define wrong.  You may very well decide that it is wrong for 

me to stop doing some of the household chores that I used to do.  I don't see that sort of thing as 

right or wrong.   It just is.  I think what I do is just what I choose to do in order to protect and 

enhance this relationship with God that I have found.  I don't call what I choose to do right or 

wrong, however.  I just call them my decisions." 

 "So you think you are better than everyone else?" 

 "Absolutely not.  There is no difference between me and anyone else except I think I am 

happier.  And I know that anyone who wants it can have the same happiness I have." 

 This was neither the first nor the last of many conversations we would have concerning 

my new ideas about myself and many other things.  I tried to learn to wait, however, until he and 
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others were ready to talk and had expressed a willingness to listen by asking questions, before I 

expounded on what I knew were some radical-sounding ideas. 

 In the meantime, I was reading the most amazing things and thinking the most amazing 

thoughts and having the most fun of my whole life, writing them all down and trying to figure 

out how they went together. 
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                                                               CHAPTER VII 

 

THE KEY: INTERNAL DIALOGUE 

 

 

 

We hear only the question to which we are capable of finding an answer. 

Nietzsche 

 

 

 For over a year after my three-day crisis, I  kept wondering why I was certain  if I 

endured I would be all right.  Nothing that frightening had ever happened to me before. Even in 

less frightening events I had not been sure of the outcome.  I began to read theology and 

psychology in search of clues and found none that really satisfied me.  Somehow there was a 

missing piece of the puzzle in my transformation. 

 I could detect nothing from my past history of activity or self-knowledge which gave me 

any indication of the source of the certainty that I encountered.  Not that I doubted the hand of 

the Divine in the whole experience.  I just kept remembering my long-standing fear of any sort of 

depression, because I could not find within me any prediction I would recover.                                          

 I was unable to identify with manic-depressive rhythms in friends.  This inability  had 

been  consistent.  Somehow  assurance of a happy ending was an even greater surprise than the 

surprise of despair and suffering.  In August of 1983 I happened to be thumbing through an old 

journal, one which, to my knowledge, I had not used in at least ten years.  I cannot remember 

what, if anything, I was consciously looking for.  I came to the following entry dated March 2, 

1977: 

After most fearful time in my life four days ago--two days being frequently overwhelmed 

with extremely uneasy waves of feeling coupled with morbid thoughts about my own 

death, talked with Denton and Shep and Shep suggested I begin journal keeping, asking 



 

102 

                                                                                                                                                             

who is the Ann who wants to do various things.  

-During two days of fearful feelings I concentrated on doing things I really wanted to do-

-one day I spent entirely in the yard pruning and working--and enjoyed it. 

A1  Why do I like to work in the yard?  

  A2 Because I like for things to look pretty.  

A1 For people to see?  

  A2 I guess so but more for my own pleasure--because I like beauty.                          

A1 And you think you are contributing to beauty?  

  A2 Yes, I do--and to life and preservation and 

              conservation. 

 Al And is life, etc. important to you? 

  A2 Yes, I love life.  I want to live.  I enjoy life. 

                I enjoy making things live. I enjoy contributing 

                to a more abundant life in others. 

A1 Why? 

              A2 I guess because it gives more meaning to my own life, puts me in closer touch with  

  God, the very center of my life. 

 Al Then how do you explain the bad feelings you had while you were working in nature? 

    A2 I can't explain them.  It almost seemed as if there were something deep inside that  

  wanted to die.         

  A1 Do you want to die? 

    A2 No, I want to live--a long time.  I have much to live for.       

  A1 Why would you want to die? 

    A2 I don't know.  There must be some unconscious part of me  that wants to die--or be  

  reborn. 

  A1 How does one get to be reborn? 

    A2 One has to die. 

 A1 Do you want to be reborn?             

    A2 Yes, I think I do.  Those fearful feelings made me realize there is something wrong  

  somewhere and if that part is to ever leave me I think it will have to die.  And  

  something will have to take its place.  I don't want a void.   I want to be filled  

  with that good feeling I used to have.  Perhaps I will have to be reborn in order to  

  have that good feeling again. 

  A1 Are you ready to be reborn? 

    A2 Yes, I am.  Let the process begin. 

 

 I had found the missing piece of the puzzle, the key to the whole experience!  As soon as 

I read the entry, I remembered the rest of my conversation with my minister, Shep Crigler, the 

day I had gone to his office in turmoil, and he told me my pain sounded rather like a rebirth to 
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him.  He also told me to go home and spend some time doing just the things that I really wanted 

to do. And to try to have a conversation with the pain that was eating away inside me.  I had tried 

to engage in some satisfying activity and chose to work in my garden, a hobby that had always 

brought me much pleasure.  Contrary to the entry in the journal, I remembered that the gardening 

did not bring me the satisfaction that it had in the past.  It did not relieve the uneasy feelings I 

was experiencing. 

Because of that lack of enjoyment in what had previously been such a pleasure, I came 

inside and undertook the second part of his advice.  As soon as I sat down at the table with paper 

and pencil the conversation had begun to flow.  As I read the dialogue I could remember all that I 

was feeling and thinking when it occurred.  And I realized that the resolution was so satisfactory, 

so final, so complete, that I had closed the journal and had completely forgotten what I had 

written. 

Five years later, however, in the midst of my crisis, the  conversation came back to me in 

a certitude that I would be well.  That conversation was what had given me the notion, during the 

crisis, that if I endured without drugs or alcohol, I would be all right.  I was nearly as excited 

over my discovery as I was when I heard the special message about being vs. doing.  I felt 

satisfied that I now had all the parts of the puzzle, and they all fit perfectly together.  I could now 

begin the life-long adventure of looking at the whole as one looks through a prism, each time 

from a different angle, each time to see a different facet, a different shade of meaning. 

 I describe this conversation as a sort of internal dialogue that took place between the 

more conscious part of me and the more unconscious part of me.  Obviously the whole event 

occurred in my mind.  At the same time there were, however,  two parts of me conversing in a 
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way that had never happened before.  

 I first described the event as my conscious asking questions of my unconscious and 

receiving answers that finally satisfied me.  Then I was willing to give permission for the life-

changing process to take place.  Now as I reread it I find that A1 seems to be the unconscious 

who initiated and took charge of the direction of the conversation and,  in every instance , asked 

a question.   

A2 was the more conscious part of me.  And I marvel at the ingenuity of A1.  Her 

questions provoked a kind of evaluation.  They evolved gradually  into the crucial questions, so 

that A2 was able to follow and finally come to the agreement that was necessary.  A1 begins the 

conversation as though between two parts of my conscious personality.  As A2 becomes engaged 

in conversation, A1 retreats into the unconscious and the conversation moves into dialogue 

between the conscious and the unconscious.   

When the time is right and A1 senses that A2 is ready, the dialogue moves deeper into the  

psyche.  Two parts of the unconscious seem to be talking to each other in the section about dying 

and being reborn. When A2 has experienced all that she needs to experience of the unconscious 

to make the final and all-important declaration, A1 brings the conversation again to the level of 

the unconscious with the conscious. 

 In the classic I’m OK—You’re OK, Harris says that internal dialogue takes place between 

the Parent and the Child.(1) My analysis of my own dialogue confirms that in the sense of the 

conscious Child conversing with the Parent of the unconscious (see Chapter 9 for more 

explanation of the Parent-Adult-Child of the conscious and the Parent-Adult-Child of the 

unconscious).  The repetition of the word "want" by A2 throughout the conversation 
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substantiates the notion that my Child was responding to the questions.   

The questions asked by A1, although in every instance asking for information, were the 

kinds of questions which were leading, in a nurturing and compassionate manner, toward the 

desired goal.   

 I am reminded of the thought-provoking questions that Socrates was noted for asking, 

which gradually and unintimidatingly brought his students from where they were in their 

thinking to a place of greater maturity and understanding. He attempted to help others carry out 

his sage advice to "know thyself" by asking  introspective questions through which one can 

examine his life.  His question-asking technique provided a model for a skill that could be used 

internally--by his students and us. With his emphasis on the abstraction of thought, he believed 

that the thinking power which achieved this abstraction to be the psyche, and his probing 

questions were aimed at getting as far as possible into that psyche.  

Such was the case of A1 for A2.  A1 knew A2 so well and could lead her in such a 

gradual and non-threatening way that A2 was able to make that doxology-like statement of faith 

in her penultimate entry (“Perhaps I will have to be reborn in order to have…good feeling 

again.”)  I would spend much more time and energy dissecting that dialogue to find out what 

more it could reveal to me, but my initial reaction upon finding it will remain the most important.  

It was proof that my conscious caught a glimpse of wholeness and what needed to happen in 

order for that wholeness to materialize.  Then it unconditionally gave permission for the process 

to take place on its own time schedule and in its own way.   

Most interesting to me was the fact that even there, in the midst of my ulcer symptoms, 

having been confronted with one of the two things that I had vowed I would not allow to happen 
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to me, I still did not place any conditions on the process of rebirth.  Never did the thought of "I'm 

ready for anything except a breakdown" enter my mind.  Never did the thought of "I'm ready for 

anything except _______" enter my mind.  I felt such a desire for a sense of well-being and 

wholeness that I did not entertain the idea of putting any restriction on the process.   

I think the fact that the culmination of the process was indeed a huge emotional  

breakdown was, for me, a most necessary part. Something in me had long ago decided that for 

me an ulcer and an emotional breakdown were indicative of a kind of weakness that I could not 

stand and would not tolerate in myself.  For me to experience the kind of strength which can only 

come through weakness, I had  to encounter both. 

 Please do not misunderstand the significance of the dialogue you have just read.  Though 

it was a product of my own mind, it, like the message I received that Monday morning from 

God, was a phenomenon experienced by my entire being. In prayers of confession in worship I 

had intellectually and, in a sense, emotionally, been ready for and asked for a sort of rebirth that I 

might be "dead to sin and alive to all that is good" (I Peter 2:24, Phillips translation).  

Never before, however, had I felt such unconditional desire for wholeness in the midst of 

utter despair and brokenness. I had to reach the point where my psychic pain was so intense that 

I knew I could not relieve it.  Only then was I ready to hear the message the pain had to tell me. 

Only then could I understand that by giving up control of my life, allowing something I could not 

see or touch deep within me, to take charge, could the pain be eliminated.  

I began talking with friends who were having emotional crises to try to discover if my 

experience could in any way connect with theirs.   Four friends were aware of what I was talking 

about in that they had already experienced a tug of something from within themselves wanting to  
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be heard and responded to. All four were aware that something within them wanted control, and 

all four were unwilling to give up conscious restraint over the forces in the unconscious.   

S. admitted he was unwilling to carry his own internal dialogue to its logical 

 conclusion.  He understood something of the injunction to surrender and realized that he is 

unwilling to comply.  Even though his depression was acute and had plagued him for years, he 

still maintained his determination to keep some of his attitudes.   

He recognized the culmination of the process, however, and had a glimpse of his own 

fate, as he described himself as being somewhat like the rich young ruler in the Gospel (Matthew 

:16-22).  Indeed, like the young man in the story, he was sorrowful--full of sorrow at his own 

inescapable condition, which is the basic human condition engaging each of us: thinking we 

must choose between two options when the necessary cooperation will give us both.  This is the 

strange but essential paradox of salvation. 

 T. readily admitted that she did not want life if it meant not having what she had already 

decided life was not worth living without.  She had closed her mind to the possibility that life 

could hold something even more valuable than that for which she yearned but knew she could 

not have on her terms. 

 M. would not allow himself to believe that new life was a possibility because what he 

wants it to be is so far removed from where he is now that he could not imagine being able to get 

from here to there, even if "there" were a reality. 

 H. intellectually understood that the process of wholeness requires a crisis, where the old 

self is sloughed off and the new self or real self emerges.  She, too, was unwilling to allow the 

crisis to come on its own schedule.  She was determined to effect the process by controlling the 
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crisis and causing it to produce mini-crises.  She feared loss of family and friends if she risked 

letting her inner forces have their way with her.  

All four are highly intelligent adults and all have suffered much emotionally, 

psychologically, and spiritually at the hands of the unconscious which continues to seek their 

attention and cooperation in the journey toward wholeness.  All four seem to know what is 

needed  but will not let themselves experience existentially the deep yearning for life that lives 

within each of us--a yearning so strong that, once discovered, is willing to give up complete 

control of all that is most precious in order to achieve wholeness. 

 Analytical psychotherapy says that when unconscious messages demand to be heard in 

painful ways, the same traumatic conditions affect different people in different ways(2)  The 

etiological factors can be traced to physical and psychological heredity and, indeed, indicate 

major differences among people.  The underlying cause, however, remains the same.   

The four friends mentioned above have differing problems: acute depression, chronic 

physical and emotional problems, ulcers, and suicidal tendencies. Their common cause remains 

their unwillingness to give permission to a force which can do for them what they cannot do for 

themselves. 

                                                                             

 I began reading with the thought of looking for clues to events similar to mine in the 

thinking and experience of others.  I found many.  In mythology, literature, philosophy, theology,  

current psychotherapies, and sacred writings,  I found echoes of my own experience:  

communication between two parts of the individual personality which resulted in a miraculous 

and traumatic change.  
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DIALOGUE IN EGYPTIAN, GREEK, AND NORSE MYTHOLOGY 

 The ancient Egyptian sphinx, generally depicted as a reclining figure with a man's head 

and the body of a lion, ram, or falcon, guarded important places like temples and the Nile Valley.  

As an enormous, passive, silent representation of a being which is part human and part animal, 

the sphinx presented a visible riddle to ancient man.  As a psychological symbol of the  

unawakened power of the masculine conscious, the sphinx  presented a silent puzzle for man to 

ponder.  

 When the sphinx appeared in Greece 2,000 years later, it was usually winged and with 

the upper torso of a woman on the body of a lion.  This guardian of cities became an active, 

vocal, demonstrative controller of life and death.   According to legend, the sphinx destroyed 

passersby near the city of Thebes when they could not answer a certain riddle.  Representing the 

cunning and power of the feminine unconscious along with the emerging consciousness of man,  

this sphinx required an answer and forced man to reckon with it.  

 Man had moved from a time of individual pondering to a time when he was compelled to 

respond to forces beyond himself.  As his conscious awareness developed, man was being 

pushed to deal with questions which would mean life or death for him.  Eventually these 

questions and answers were couched in a more sophisticated form as mythology developed.   

 In Greek mythology Apollo is the god of light and truth, the epitome of reason, 

intelligence, and civilization. In addition, he is regarded as the healer who first taught men the 

healing art.  His oracle at Delphi, frequently visited by those who sought truth, came to be 

regarded as the center of the world.  A priestess at the oracle delivered answers to questions after 
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going into a trance.  It was thought that whatever she said would happen always came to pass, 

and all attempts to act in such a way as to defeat the prophecy were useless.   

 Again and again individuals undertook to thwart the Delphic divination, but no one was 

successful in changing his fate as foretold by the oracle.  The encounter between man and the 

divine, in this era, was one of verbal encounter in which man asks questions and receives 

answers in the form of a foretelling of the future.  The prediction may be positive or, as in most 

cases, negative, and the knowing generally causes fear and turmoil rather than relief and joy in 

the life of the individual.  Even Hercules, who sought purging of the enormous burden of guilt 

that he carried, and who attempted and accomplished all of the twelve impossible labors as his 

penance, did not gain the sense of peace he was seeking.   

Perhaps man was not yet asking the right questions, and the oracle seemed either unable 

or unwilling to help him ask the right ones.  Man's interest in knowing the future was satisfied, 

but his desire to change his destiny was unfulfilled.  Man was not asking or being asked whether 

he wanted life at all cost.   Rather than struggle with the gods in an attempt to achieve a 

satisfactory resolution, man simply took what he heard from the oracle and tried to alter the 

prophecy by his own devices.   

We want to exercise our free will as well.  We need to understand that God values it as 

much as we do.  Maybe more.  That‟s why our dialogue and consent to His proposal is 

necessary. 

 In Norse mythology knowledge also takes the form of question and answer and is 

embodied in the god Kvasir who, more a spirit than a physical being, could answer any question 

and never ran out of information.  Man's mythology reflects his emerging conscious ability to 
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discern factual information but still leaves unsolved the mystery of inner wholeness.  From man 

in emerging consciousness seeking information from the gods, mythology moves into the era 

when man attains strength enough to begin to alter his destiny.  

 

DIALOGUE IN GERMAN, SPANISH, AND BRITISH EPICS 

 Foremost among the stories depicting this strength are those of men and dragons.  Among 

the earliest is the tale of Saint George, slayer of a dragon who was demanding human sacrifice in 

a kingdom in Libya.  He rescued the king's daughter, who was to be the next victim, and baptized 

the people into Christianity.   

In the German epic "Nibelungenlied" Siegfried appears on the scene as a hero who has 

slain a dragon.  Beowulf in the English epic saves his people from the man-beast Grendel early 

in the story and later kills a fire-breathing dragon even though he subsequently dies from wounds 

he has received from it.  Even in one of the Arthurian romances Lancelot opens a tomb and kills 

a fire-breathing dragon.   

The movement goes, however, from domination by man in the tale of Saint George, 

through the German and English epics where man eventually dies, either at the hand of another 

human or a dragon, to the romance where Lancelot's courage and power over the dragon cannot 

offset his moral flaw.  Even dragon-killing does not afford man the kind of power he craves.   

 The Spanish epic, "El Cid," based on an historical personage, seems to provide the 

transition to a new era.  Although the hero's campaigns against the Moors effect reconciliation 

with his lord, King Alfonso VI, there is no happily-ever-after ending.   El Cid must finally 

avenge by combat the ill-treatment of his daughters by the husbands arranged for them by the 
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king.  

 

DIALOGUE IN THE GRAIL MYTHS 

Lacking the fantasy and fairy tale quality of the English and German epics, the Grail 

Myths  set the stage for a different kind of story--a  mystic quest where the hero searches for 

something beyond a monster or an enemy to subdue.  A quest which is at the same time  more 

realistic and more symbolic than any previous tales.   A kind of quest where the hero's goal 

moves beyond the physical to the spiritual.    

Myth, that "living thing" existing "within every person," often springs up at the beginning 

of a new era in history as "a sort of preview of what is to come” and contains "sage advice for 

coping with the psychological elements of time."(3)  In the twelfth century,  knight-hood 

emerged as a challenge to the political,  intellectual, and cultural superiority of the Christian 

church.  Arising alongside the flowering of knighthood, when, according to many scholars, our 

modern age began, the Grail myth represents the emerging conscious of man and his struggle to 

understand and achieve harmony with the  unconscious from which he finds himself separated.   

 Among the myths of western man, the story of the Grail is unique for several reasons. It 

is the most recent; it draws upon both Christian and non-Christian  sources; and various forms of 

it appeared almost simultaneously in a number of western European countries.(4)  The 

conflicting details of the story in its many versions  add an element of mystery to the many 

possible symbolic  meanings.  Paramount in the myth is the quest by the knight for the Grail, 

which is sometimes a food-bearing dish or platter large enough to hold a salmon; sometimes the 

chalice which was used by Jesus at the Last Supper and which subsequently was used to catch 
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his blood at the cross; and sometimes a stone.   

In many versions the container miraculously provides each person with whatever he 

desires to eat or drink—or whatever he most desires.  The hero is, however, a youth who sets out 

first and foremost to be a knight.  Even though the reader comes to assume that he is questing 

after something special, namely the Grail, the knight's awareness of this desire is not always 

made clear.   

 Another essential feature concerns the culmination of the quest, which is dependent upon 

the knight's asking at the appearance of the Grail, coupled in some versions with the appearance 

of a lance stained with blood, "Whom does the  Grail serve?" and "What do these things mean?"  

Jessie Weston suggests that all the Grail stories are those of initiation that always require that the 

hero ask the question "What do these things mean and whom do they serve?"  

Failure to ask the question perpetuates the mysteries.(5) The question is changed in 

various versions from "What is the Grail?" to "Whom does the Grail serve?'  to "What do these 

things mean?"  Of paramount importance, however, is the asking, although none of the texts give 

answers.  

  The knight seems to be expected sometimes to know instinctively that he is to ask these 

questions.  In some versions he is instructed to remember to ask them at the proper time, but in 

others there are no such instructions; in fact, there are repeated injunctions to speak as little as 

possible.  Even if the knight is not told beforehand that his task is to ask the proper questions at 

the proper time, he afterwards meets characters who let him know in definite terms what a failure 

he is for not completing his job. Whether or not he receives instructions to ask the questions, at 

least some versions indicate that the knight's innate curiosity causes him to think the questions 
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even though he does not voice them. Here we can  see the importance of our asking the proper 

questions in our quest for wholeness.  

 The third common element in all the stories is the infirmity of the king and the need for 

the knight to ask the proper questions in order for his health to be restored and, in many versions, 

for fertility to be restored to the land. In the bulk of the Grail texts the distinctive feature is that 

of the impotence of the ruler.  Simply the asking of the questions effects restoration, and the 

failure to ask the questions results in the continued impotence of both the king and the kingdom.   

Two obvious implications appear for us.  First, we must "see" something which we do 

not understand.  As long as we have solutions to all our problems and answers to all our 

questions, we have no need for further revelation.  Second, we must ask the question when we 

"see" that which we do not understand.  Simply the asking of the questions brings about the 

potent miracle that is within reach for all of us.  To be alert for anything we do not understand 

and to ask questions about any mystery is all that is required. There is a mystery within ourselves 

that needs to hear our questions. 

 The idea appears that the knight intuitively knows what he is searching for and what 

kinds of questions he must ask when he encounters it.  Yet he is always portrayed as a rustic who 

makes many clumsy mistakes along his journey.  This device lends an air of the incongruous but 

at the same time reinforces the hunch that man, in his emerging consciousness, can ask the 

proper questions to achieve wholeness if he will rely on the innate curiosity within him.  Each of 

us is, in a sense, on a Grail quest, and each of us has many opportunities to ask the question 

which will give us the answer we need in order to experience the Grail.   

 The phenomenon of the search for the satisfactory  answer seems to move from A, the 
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riddle of the sphinx, to B, the intellectual question and answer of the oracle or the god, to C, the 

obedience to or attempted rebellion against the direction given, to D, the total existential 

encounter.  A, B, and C are incomplete without D. A, B, and C  all have inadequacies, yet all 

point to the desirability of a solution.  In A the solution to the riddle doesn't bring wholeness.  In 

B answers to the question don't satisfy the human heart.  In C the inability to change the 

prophecy by physical activity leads to frustration and hopelessness.   Only D can break the cycle 

of repeated riddles, foretellings of the future, and physical attempts to circumvent man's basic 

sense of alienation.  D moves through the superhuman of man vs. dragon to the inter-human of 

man vs. man to finally the intra-human of man vs. himself. An internal dialogue.  

 The same cycle takes place in the intellectual development of children that we see in the 

mythological development of man. The rhymes and riddles of childhood eventually fail to 

satisfy, so the child begins to ask questions to which he hopes to get definitive answers.   

Eventually the factual answers prove unsatisfactory, and he begins to assert his will power, just 

as those who disliked the answers of the oracle, to change his future.  Only an encounter which 

involves the totality of his being can pave the way for the achievement of that for which he is 

searching.   

The open-endedness of the Grail myth points to the endless possibilities of a satisfactory 

resolution--if we continue searching, knocking, asking, and wrestling there is the possibility for 

solution.  We, like the Grail-seeking knight, have many opportunities to ask the right questions, 

receive the important answers, and approach the castle to experience the Grail for ourselves. 

 Sometimes the notion of simply asking ''Why?"  does not occur to us.   Our conscious  

would do well, however, to become sensitive to possible conversation with the unconscious 
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whenever all is not well within.  

   One scholar suggests that the greatness and the limitations of the literature of the Round 

Table are summarized in the fact that it produced Don Quixote.(6)  Writers like Cervantes make 

the transition from the mythology of an earlier time to the literature of the modern era.  

Crystallizing the two natures of man into two distinct characters in Don Quixote and Sancho 

Panza and at the same time emphasizing the holy quest of man within a secular world,  Cervantes 

presents us with at least two possible levels of question and answer.  

My impression upon reading Don Quixote for the first time was not favorable.  My 

second reading gave me the impression of distinct polar opposites in unresolvable tension.  My 

third reading gave me sensitivity and compassion for the pathos and the dream that permeate the 

story.  Cervantes gives us the opportunity to see the disadvantages of a split personality and to 

yearn for both the dream of the idea and the practicality of the real.  

 Seeing reality outside ourselves may be necessary before we can recognize it internally.  

The Grail myth pits man against destiny.   Cervantes pits man against man--albeit comrades, 

allies,  helpmates--each providing what the other lacks, using easily observable qualities of 

realism vs. idealism in a transition stage.  The transition moves into the more subtle and not so 

easily delineated dichotomy between the conscious and unconscious parts of the individual 

personality.  

  

DIALOGUE IN MODERN FICTION: TOLSTOY, ELIOT, FAULKNER 

   Most scholars agree that internal dialogue is found only in great writers.  The following 

example of three great writers of the modern era--Tolstoy, Eliot, and Faulkner--demonstrate the 
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important movement from dialogue between characters to an interior dialogue within a character 

where important information is revealed which has not previously been given.  

Tolstoy has provided a masterful example of internal dialogue in "The Death of Ivan 

Ilych."  Ilych tries to decide if his tormenting ailment is a problem of the appendix or kidney and 

decides that it is neither "but of life and . . . death."(7)                        

   Later, thinking of the syllogism he had learned from Kiezewetter's Logic ("Caius is a 

man, men are mortal, therefore Caius is mortal"), he thought:  

Caius really was mortal, and it was right for him to die; but for me, little Vanya, Ivan 

Ilych, with all my thoughts and emotions; it's altogether a different  matter.  It cannot be 

that I ought to die.  That would be too terrible. . . If I had to die like Caius I should  have 

known it was so.  An inner voice would have told me so, but there was nothing of the sort 

in me. . . . (8) 

 

Ilych tried to replace his morbid thoughts with healthy one but the pain made him 

 “look at It, look it straight in the face; look at it and without doing anything, suffer 

inexpressibly.”(9)  

 

 He sought distractions but could not escape “It,” looking at him, demanding he look 

back.  He groaned “not so much with pain, terrible though it was, as from mental anguish.”(10) 

   

  

He . . . restrained himself no longer but wept like a child.  He wept on account of his 

helplessness, his terrible loneliness, the cruelty of man, the cruelty of God, and the 

absence of God. 

 "Why hast Thou done all this?  Why hast Thou brought me here? Why, why dost 

Thou torment me so terribly?". . . .   

 Then he grew quiet and not only ceased weeping but even held his breath and 

became all attention. It was as though he were listening not to an audible voice but to the 

voice of his soul, to the current of thoughts  arising within him.   

 "What is it you want?" was the first clear conception capable of expression in 

words, that he heard.   

 "What do you want?  What do you want?" he repeated to himself.   

 "What do I want? To live and not to suffer," he answered.   

 And again he listened with such concentrated attention that even his pain did not 

distract him.   

 "To live?  How?" asked his inner voice.   
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 "Why, to live as I used to--well and pleasantly."   

 "As you lived before, well and pleasantly?" the voice repeated.(11) 

 

He realizes that only in childhood had he experienced the happiness he now yearned for.  

He sees in his adult life failure in meaningful private life while he was succeeding in public life.    

   

 “Maybe I did not live as I ought to have done,” it suddenly occurred to him. “'But 

how could that be, when I did everything properly?”  he replied, and immediately 

dismissed from his mind this, the sole solution of all the riddles of life and death, as 

something quite impossible.(12) 

 

Eventually a new reality began to dawn on him and he asked the existential question. 

 

 It was true, as the doctor said, that Ivan Ilych's physical sufferings were terrible, 

but worse than the physical sufferings were his mental sufferings, which were his chief 

torture.   

 His mental sufferings were due to the fact that that night . . . the question 

suddenly occurred to him:  “What if my whole life has really been wrong?”   

 . . . . .  

 “But if that is so,' he said to himself, and I am leaving this life with the 

consciousness that I have lost all that was given me and it is impossible to rectify it--what 

then?”(13)  

  

He suddenly saw in his family members confirmation of the truth the his life indeed 

 had been a  “huge deception.”(14) 

 

For three days he struggled  

 

 in that black sack into which he was being thrust by an invisible, resistless force.  He 

struggled as a man condemned to death struggles in the hands of the executioner, 

knowing that he cannot save himself. 

. . . . . .  

 Suddenly . . . he fell through the hole and there at the bottom was a light. . . . 

 “Yes, it was all not the right thing,” he said to himself, “but that's no matter.  It 

can be done. But what is the right thing?” he asked himself and suddenly grew quiet.(15) 

 

 Just two hours before his death,  Ilych's young son came to the bedside of the hysterical 

man.  As one of Ivan's frantic hands fell upon the boy's head,  

the boy caught it, pressed it to his lips, and began to cry.   At that very moment Ivan 

Ilych fell through and caught sight of the light, and it was revealed to him that though his 

life had not been what it should have been, this could still be rectified. He asked himself, 
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“What is the right thing?” and grew still, listening. . . . 

 He sought his former accustomed fear of death and did not find it.  “Where is it?  

What death?” There was no fear because there was no death.  In place of death there was 

light.  “So that's what it is!” he suddenly exclaimed.  “What joy!”(16) 

                                          

 Ilych is a paradigm for modern man, and his dilemma is our dilemma.  He has done the 

best he could, lived the life of a morally upright man, lived as correctly as he knew how and, 

having recognized that, also finally  recognizes that it was all for naught.  Somehow all the 

propriety of his life--and ours--fails to bring satisfaction and hides from us a certain truth that we 

need to know: that even the best of a good life cannot make that life ultimately worthwhile.                

 Ilych, like the rest of us, finds the asking of the ultimate question of life extremely 

difficult.  "Could it be that I have not lived as I ought?"  Ilych comes close to acknowledging this 

possibility and dismisses it several times before he can no longer turn from the truth about 

himself.  Likewise, most  humbling experience for any of us is to admit that no matter how hard 

we have tried, our lives have not been what we intended them to be.  In my crisis I realized I had 

set out to be a good person, and I hadn‟t done it right, and there was no starting over.  But in the 

transformation I was made into a good person and enabled to begin again.  

 

******* 

 My experience of internal dialogue finds further articulation in "The Love Song of J. 

Alfred Prufrock."   In the poem T. S. Eliot experiences two parts of his personality, each 

yearning for fulfillment, but he does not allow either to voice its existential pain in the form of 

the questions that need to be asked.  Prufrock's name indicates an individual who is looking for 

some unshakable evidence, some firm basis for existence.  Prufrock wants harmony between the 
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two parts of his personality, a union that the term "love song" points to, but he is not able to let 

either his subjective or his objective self-sing out.                 

 The subjective "I" invites the objective "you" to become a companion. The subjective or  

 

more conscious part of  Prufrock--"I"--recognizes that life has led "you" to "an overwhelming  

 

question" but insists that "you" not ask it. "I" repeatedly asserts that "there will be time" for  

 

 many things,   

          Time for you and time for me,                       

And time yet for a hundred indecisions    

And for a hundred visions and revisions                        

And indeed there will be time  

To wonder,' Do I dare?' and, 'Do I dare?'              

Do I dare 

Disturb the universe?  

     . . .  

So how should I presume?  

     . . . 

And should I then presume? 

 And how should I begin?                   

 . . .       

Should I . . .       

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?       

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,         

And in short, I was afraid. 

 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 

 . . .among some talk of you and me,      

. . . 

If one . . . 

Should say:. . . 

“That is not it, at all.”(17)  

 

 "I" can't bring himself to ask the question and won't allow "you" to ask it. His fear 

prevents him from the dialogue that might have brought wholeness, and the poem ends on a sad 

note indeed:      

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 
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. . .    

Till human voices wake us, and we drown.(18)  

 

The ending of the poem indicates his recognition of how close "we" have come to finding the 

 

 treasure of the primordial sea of the unconscious but have symbolically drowned by being  

 

awakened to human consciousness and separation. 

 

I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each. 

I do not think that they will sing to me.(19)  

 

These two lines indicate his having sensed something of the love song he yearns for but he 

despairs of hearing it sung to him by others.  His fear prevents him from attempting to sing it to 

himself from hearing it sung by a part of himself that he does not yet know. 

 

********* 

 William Faulkner describes a powerful internal dialogue in the character of Thomas 

Sutpen in Absalom, Absalom!  As a youth  Sutpen is sent by his father to the house of the 

plantation owner for whom he works with a message.  He is told by one of the black servants 

never to come to the front door again.  Sutpen, who "had not only not lost the innocence yet, . . . 

had not yet discovered that he possessed it,"(20)  responds with the image that looms largest in 

his mind when he thinks of the plantation owner and his handsome rifle:             

But I can shoot him: he argued with himself and the other: No. That wouldn't do no good: 

and the first: What shall we do then? and the other: I dont know: and the first: But I can 

shoot him.  I Could slip right up there through them bushes and lay there until he come 

out to lay in the hammock and shoot him: and the other: No. That wouldn't do no good: 

and the first: Then what shall we do?  and the other: I dont know.(21)  

 

 Sutpen, faced with a situation which causes him embarrassment and shame, wonders  

 

what kind of response to make.  His immediate thought is to retaliate with violence, but another  
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voice within him repeats the impotence of such action.  This second voice knows what not to do  

 

but does not know what to do.  As a result, he decides to escape the immediate situation and  

 

attempts to amass  material  goods that will enable him to compete with such men  

 

on their own  terms--to become a plantation owner himself. 

  

   Note that his fall from innocence took place at adolescence, when his ability at 

conscious articulation enabled him to ask and answer questions within himself.  The fall from 

innocence takes place in most of us at a much earlier age, when we are still pre-conscious.  

Regardless of the age, the process is two-fold.  The decision to do something in order to achieve 

a lost sense of adequacy must precede the later decision.  The pain of inadequacy must take 

control of the process and bring us to a sense of adequacy.  

 Sutpen doesn‟t bring his dialogue to conclusion and fruition as an adult, as Ilych did.   

Again and again the "boy-symbol at the door" returned to haunt Sutpen, and in his advancing 

years he tells Mr. Compson something of the story:  

just to explain now, trying hard to explain now because now he was old and knew being 

old that he had to talk  against . . . telling . . . that the boy-symbol at the door  wasn't it 

because the boy-symbol was first the figment of the  amazed and desperate child;(22) 

 

 Sutpen recapitulates the story of the boy at the door, the youth who grew to manhood and  

 

married an octoroon whom he later repudiated because her blood line jeopardized his plan 

 

to compete with wealthy landowners.  In his retelling of the story an innocence emerges again:  

 

which believed that the ingredients of morality were like the ingredients of pie or cake 

and once you had measured them and balanced them and mixed them and put them into 

the oven it was all finished and nothing but pie or cake could come out.(23)  

 

 In trying to explain his life, Sutpen exhibits a calmness that indicates 
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  that he had long since given up any hope of ever  understanding it, but trying to 

explain the circumstance: . . . .   

 “You see, I had a design in my mind.  Whether it was a good or a bad design is 

beside the point; the question is,  Where did I make the mistake in it, what did I do or 

misdo  in it, whom or what injure by it to the extent which this  would indicate.  I had a 

design.  . . . . And yet, and after more than  thirty years, more than thirty years after my 

conscience had  finally assured me that if I had done an injustice, I had  done what I 

could to rectify it--“(24)  

 

There is no satisfaction in his life.  His design was an external one.   He again has  feelings of  

 

inadequacy.  He realizes that   

 

no matter which course he chose, the result would be that  design and plan to which he 

had given fifty years of his  life had just as well never have existed at all by almost  

exactly fifty years . . . .(25) 

 

He did not, however, want pity; could not accept advice; and did not need justification 

  

but  rather hoped that the legal mind of Mr. Compson “might  perceive and clarify that initial  

 

mistake which he still insisted on, which he himself had not been able to find.”(26) 

 

 

He sees that he still has choice, either to destroy his design or    

 

let matters take the course which I know they will  take and see my design complete itself 

quite normally and  naturally and successfully to the public eye, yet to my own  in such a 

fashion as to be a mockery and a betrayal of that  little boy who approached that door 

fifty years ago and was  turned away, for whose vindication the whole plan was  

conceived and carried forward to the moment of this choice,  this second devolving out of 

that first one . . . .(27)  

 

 Sutpen believes that there might be some mistake in his design, a mistake which  might 

still be correctable.  He is at the point of being open to learning what he needs to know about 

himself.  Instead of asking the question internally, however,  he asks it of the old lawyer.  Instead 

of allowing the internal self to rectify the initial mistake, he sets out to make second and third 

chances for himself. He asks the existential question of the wrong source and thus misses the 
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opportunity to satisfy his quest.   

  

PHILOSPHERS DISCUSS DIALOGUE: SK, NIETZSCHE, BUBER, TILLICH, AND 

BRUGEMANN 

   

 I found much substantiation of the importance of inner dialogue among the best-known 

philosophers and theologians.  Kierkegaard says that the important thing man needs to will is the 

Good.  By being willing to do and suffer all that is necessary in order to attain his goal, he is 

made free by the  Good.(28)  Kierkegaard asserts, "The most important thing of all is that a man 

stands right toward God, does not try to wrench away from something, but rather penetrates it 

until it yields its explanation."(29)  He understands man's desperate desire to attain the Good but 

realizes that man has not the power to provide for himself what he most wants.  He declares that   

the wish is not the cure.  This happens only by the action of the Eternal.  The wish is, on 

the contrary, the life in suffering.  It is the perseverance in suffering, for it is as one 

thinker has said, “The comfort of the temporal existence is a precarious affair.  It lets the 

wound grow together, although it is not yet healed, and yet the physician knows that the 

cure depends upon keeping the wound open.”  In the wish, the wound is kept open, in 

order that the Eternal may heal it.  If the wound grows together, the wish is wiped out and 

then eternity cannot heal, then temporal existence has in truth bungled the illness.(30)  

 

He urges man to "ask yourself and continue to ask until you have the answer."(31)  

 Nietzsche says that what bothers man is not his suffering but his inability to find an 

answer to the question "What is the meaning of my trouble?"(32) 

 Sartre says “one interrogates oneself as to one's real  possibilities--and the self which one 

interrogates is 'the absent-present'. . . hidden in the way the body feels from the inside."(33) 

 Martin Buber sees God confronting man in an intimate relation where dialogue takes 
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place.  God is the "Thou" which appears in 

dramatic episodes . . . loosening  the well-tried context, leaving more questions than 

satisfaction .. . shattering security . . . . 

 At times the man, shuddering at the alienation between the I and the world, comes 

to reflect that something is to be done.  As when in the grave night-hour you lie, racked 

by waking dream--bulwarks have fallen away and the abyss is screaming--and note amid 

your torment: there is still life, if only I got through to it--but how, how?(34)  

 

Man penetrates to the life that still exists by entering into relation, and that relation comes 

about only by speaking the "Thou" and hearing the reply.  We become naked and vulnerable as 

we place ourselves in prayer "'before the Face,' in the consummation of the holy primary word 

that means mutual action."(35)  

 Buber admits the limits of his ability to describe  spiritual meeting in a man's life and 

says, "in the end, when indirect indication is not enough, there is nothing for me but to appeal, 

my reader, to the witness of your own mysteries--buried perhaps, but still attainable.''(36)  

 Paul Tillich says that when man confronts a painful reality which raises questions in his 

mind, he has two options.  One is to accept the uncertainty and ambiguity of the questions that he 

harbors.  The other is repression.  He says,  "the enemy . . . is conscious literalism with 

repression of and aggression toward autonomous thought."(37)  Autonomous thought seeks to 

lead us to resolve  the questions. 

 Walter Brueggemann says we must sing the song back down to the pain, which is the last 

truth in our lives, in order to experience deliverance and be enabled to sing authentic praise.  We 

are trying to keep a lid on the pain which, if allowed expression, will produce newness.  Pain 

lingers on because it is not attended and confronted, and we must break the silence before God 

can speak to us through the pain.(38) 
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PSYCHOLOGISTS DISCUSS DIALOGUE: JAMES, KUNKEL, MAY, STONE, RANK 

Among psychologists, William James early spoke of differences between the self as 

subject and the self as object and the importance of good relations between the "I" and the 

"me."(39) 

 Fritz Kunkel stressed the importance of a kind of confession which can only take place 

alone in meditation with God.  Such a confession must bring to light the unknown and thus it 

becomes the research, investigation, and discovery that the individual needs.  Reckless 

expression before God is a prime characteristic of this confession, and this kind of "confessional 

meditation" becomes a combination of the old "practice of the presence of God" from traditions 

of meditation and prayer combined with the new practice of depth-psychology.(40) 

 Gestalt therapy maintains that the personality is split by substituting approval-disapproval 

for acknowledgement and response and that reintegration requires the restoration of 

acknowledgement.(41)  Rollo May, founder of existential psychotherapy in America, holds that 

there is a positive life-enhancing “daemon” in a  person (something more than can be controlled) 

which a  person must trust.  Therapy thus depends upon working  with something in the person 

that is not already conceptual,  already defined, but will emerge in new steps of living, if  

allowed to do so.(42)  

Acknowledgement must precede trust and can only manifest itself in confrontation.  Hal 

 

Stone recalls an internal dialogue in his own life in which there was verbalization by only  

 

one partner but was,  nevertheless, real communication.   

 

My first experience of divinity was very powerful and awesome . . . This . . . happened 
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when I was a psychologist in the Army and very much a Ph.D. who  'lived in his head.'  I 

had never had any kind of religious experience, and I believe now that nothing short of 

being faced with the fear of absolute annihilation would have shifted my awareness, so I 

might recognize new levels of reality.  At three a.m. one night, an energy of incredible 

magnitude awakened me from sleep.  Coursing through me like a million volts of 

electricity, it felt all-destroying and all-consuming.  I knew immediately that it was some 

part of the power of God, a part far beyond the range of ordinary human experience, and I 

knew that if I didn't surrender my resistance to it, I would quite literally die.  So I said, 

“Please, dear God, take this from me.  Thy will, not mine, be done.”   

 The moment I said those words, which were completely alien to my way of life, 

the energy stopped.  Totally shaken, I walked around the house, trying to assess what had 

happened.  When I went back to bed, the energy returned, but in a slightly diminished 

way. Again I knew that death was imminent, and I spoke the words,  “Thy will, not mine, 

be done.”  As before, the energy stopped and I got out of bed.  The experience repeated 

itself one more time, and once again I literally saved my life by uttering the words that 

Jesus did at Gethsemane. . . .  

 

We harbor the illusion of being in control of our lives, but certain experiences of  

cosmic consciousness   require an absolute and unquestioning surrender of that so-called  

“control.”  Throughout my own shattering experience, it's not as though my controlling  

self, my ego, consciously thought, “I'd better  pray to God and surrender to His will.”  My  

words of surrender issued from a deep, transpersonal source whose power far transcends  

the claims of my personal ego.  As a result of this magnitude, we give up the fantasy of  

being in total control of our lives, which is a silly fantasy at best.  At the same time, we 

gain the power that comes from surrender. . . .  Ultimately all one's thrashing around  

leads  to the state of “Thy will, not mine, be done.”  But in the process we must confront  

divinity with our totality--with our arguments, our disapproval, and our passion.  If we  

refuse to recognize our resistances, we will not achieve  surrender, but merely a state of  

passivity and obedience characterized by a repression of our vital energies.(43) 

 

Otto Rank, experiential psychologist, substantiates this trust of feeling in this statement     

 

As long as one makes the feeling experience as such, in  which the whole individuality is 

revealed, the sole  object of the explanation and understanding one will find one's self on 

sure ground . . . .(44) 

 

Experiential psychotherapy also asserts:     

 

Intellectualization alone produces little change. . . . There  has to be some kind of feeling 

work, not mere think work. .  . . Is it something nonbodily and nonthinking?  Not at all,  

rather something which is both.(45) 

 

We need to focus on the "why?" of emotion rather than the "why?" of behavior, the 



 

128 

                                                                                                                                                             

"why?" of feeling rather than of fact. In my own dialogue I realized that something in me needed 

to die in order that I might live.  But I realized this only as I honestly investigated my emotional 

state. 

 We have come to view honest dialogue as an essential therapeutic tool, whether between 

social confidants or in a patient-therapist situation.  As an interpersonal phenomenon it is but an 

external representation of the internal dialogue which will be even more therapeutic to our 

wholeness. 

DIALOGUE IN THE PSALMS 

In Hebrew scripture there are various examples which imply internal dialogue or 

movement toward it--some initiated by God, some by man, some in which resolution seems to 

have been reached, and some which seem to end unfinished.   

 The Psalms demonstrate the longing for contact with the Divine.  As existential 

expressions of the human situation, they speak both for man and to man with a lyrical quality 

that evokes a kind of yearning for oneness with God.  A oneness that can only be accomplished 

through personal, individual encounter. The psalmist speaks “out of the depths” (Psalms 130:1), 

a poignant metaphor for the human predicament which incorporates helplessness, incompetence, 

guilt, and despair, the place from which all human souls cry out and ask to be heard by the “ears” 

of God (Psalms 130:2).  God is implored to do for man what man cannot do for himself-- wash 

away the sense of iniquity which grips him; teach the necessary wisdom to man‟s secret heart; 

deliver from death; and fill with joy and gladness (Psalms 51: 2,6,8,14).   

The writer pleads, “Create in me a clean heart, O God, and put a new and right spirit 

within me” (Psalms 51:10).  He says in effect, “I want to live!” as “heart” and “spirit” are  
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Hebrew terms for the parts of the individual through which the self finds expression.  What is 

said about heart is said about the basic character and direction of a person‟s life. “Create” in this 

sense means to transform what is already existing, to renew the essence of the individual.  This 

idea carried with it the knowledge that the change must come from inside out, and God is the 

only one who can bring about what is needed.(46)  

 Again and again the psalmist endeavors to initiate contact with God, crying out of his 

most urgent need.  Perhaps the most moving is the utterance of despair from Psalm 22.  From his 

ultimate sense of abandonment man cried, “Why has thou forsaken me?”  This utterance couples 

the sense of existential alienation with a dialogue  with the Creator as he cries, “My God.” (verse 

1). Over and over he urges God to dialogue with him, repeating his entreaties and reminding God 

how often he has cried out to Him without response (verse 2); reiterating the response God had 

given to the cries of his fathers (verses 4,5); retelling the personal protection and deliverance 

God has given in the past; and graphically depicting the current agony he is suffering.   

In the middle of the psalm the mood changes entirely.  From a lament, the writer 

suddenly breaks forth into doxology.  We are not privy to the dialogue, to the transforming 

encounter, and yet we know that something important has happened.  This plummeting from the 

depths of suffering to the heights of praise reinforces the notion that our cry of anguish from our 

most intense pain is the threshold of the doorway to dialogue which will bring us the deliverance 

we are seeking.  What the writer of Psalm 22 has found is waiting, he is convinced, for all 

people, and he cannot help, in his ecstasy, but offer praise and thanksgiving as he tells his story.   

 Psalm 118 echoes the anthem of praise in Psalm 22.  There is a response to an act of 

personal salvation which leaves the writer without vocabulary to properly express his ecstasy. 
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Recounting his fearful experience in terms of “being pushed” and “falling” so that the reader 

understands something of the intensity of his suffering, the writer uses metaphors of “life,” 

“gates of righteousness,” “cornerstones,” and “blessedness” to relate the result of his personal 

encounter with God.  

 

THE HEBREW PROPHETS DIALOGUE WITH GOD 

The minor prophets echo again and again my own experience and that of all of us in 

spiritual anguish: the desire for it to be removed and finally the recognition that we are unable to 

do that for ourselves.  The book of Hosea gives the hopeful promise that man shall lie down in 

safety and shall know the Lord (Chapter 2).  This knowing, according to Martin Buber, “does not 

signify the perception of an object by the subject, but the intimate contact of the two partners of a 

two-sided occurrence.”(47)    

The Lord speaks of the time when the people will seek His face (Hosea 5:15) and says 

that He desires them to have knowledge of God rather than to sacrifice (Hosea 6:6).  How else 

can man know God than by asking questions?  Thus, God invites the people to dialogue with 

Him.   

Chapter 14 is very different from the previous thirteen and was thought to have been 

written by someone other than the prophet.  It is now believed to have been written by him as a 

result of the experience of love and reconciliation with God that he prophesied.  In this final 

chapter the writer enjoins the people to return to the Lord with their words, telling Him what they 

want Him to do, which is to take away all iniquity.  The book ends with the implication that after 

dialogue with God, man shall have not only knowledge, but wisdom, which is an even rarer 
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possession.   

 In the book of Haggai, God again initiates the dialogue, this time speaking to the people 

three times. The first time He tells them to consider the present and says for them to go with the 

assurance that He will be with them (Haggai 1:13).  The second time He asks them to remember 

the past and think of the present and future, ending again with the words: “Courage, I am with 

you.  My spirit abides among you; fear not.” (Haggai 2:4,5).  The third time God speaks He asks 

two riddles: Can something holy transmit that holiness to something else?  And can something 

defiled transmit that uncleanness to something it touches?   

The priests answer “no” to the first riddle and “yes” to the second.  God responds that He 

is referring to the people in the second riddle (Haggai 2:12-14). God makes no further reference 

to the first riddle but the overwhelming affirmation in the final verse, “I have chosen you” 

(Haggai 2:23) implies a  holiness within man that God wants him to uncover.   

The first riddle is no less important than the second.   God, in His wisdom, gives man the 

option of questioning the significance of the first riddle as he seeks to discover how and why 

God has “chosen” him and how he can experience that “chosenness” within himself. How can 

man find the “holiness” within himself that does not need to be transmitted from another but 

which was created within him in the unconscious, in the beginning?   

 Zechariah reports God taking the initiative in contact with man, pleading with man to 

return to Him so that He can return to man (Zechariah 1:3).  Chapter 1:4 indicates that God has 

attempted to initiate communication in the past, and Chapter 8:8 prophesies that the people “shall 

be my people and I will be their God.”  In what has been called one of the most enigmatic parts 

of the Bible, the prophet abdicates his position as shepherd, acknowledging that he is ready for 
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whatever is to die to do so (Zechariah 11:9).  This dramatized parable can easily be interpreted as 

the prophet‟s recognition of the inevitable “death-to-life” cycle within the people—and the 

individual—in which something had to die in order for something more important to live. 

 Jonah was the prophet who fled from God rather than obey His directive to preach to the 

Ninevites.  In addition to the traditional interpretation that Nineveh represents the Gentiles whom 

God also wants to redeem, Nineveh can represent whatever phenomenon there is in us that needs 

to be cried out against within us.  It is the very place that Jonah and we most want to avoid.  

Jonah books passage on a ship going in the opposite direction only to experience a great storm at 

sea.  He finally confesses that his disobedience has probably caused the storm. 

Perhaps he thinks his confession will suffice.  This is akin to  our thinking that our 

intellectual admission of our inadequacy will be sufficient when what is needed is an experience 

which encompasses far more than merely the intellectual response.   

The confession is not sufficient, however, and Jonah is thrown overboard to spend three 

days inside a fish before being deposited on land.  Even his deliverance from this trauma is not 

enough to change him, for he has not been in cooperation with the forces which would transform 

him. He continues being angry toward God, even though he finally concedes to the demand to go 

to Nineveh.   

His anger doubtless is predicated on his lack of control in the situation and his 

unreadiness to love what God loves. Jonah wants the Ninevites destroyed.  God wants them 

saved.  The Ninevites represent what we want destroyed that is preventing us from experiencing 

authentic joy.  God wants us to participate in transforming it.  We want it destroyed.  

 Note that Jonah‟s three-day experience in the fish changed his direction but not his 
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nature.  He goes where God directs him but he is still the same angry man.  Viewing the water—

and the fish—as our unconscious, we see, represented by Jonah, that total immersion within our 

internal forces will not transform us unless we have consciously cooperated with the procedure, 

intellectually assented to the process.  

 Look at Jonah‟s anger and see if it doesn‟t call us to consider our own.  Jonah becomes 

even more angry at the very point where we would expect him to rejoice. He is furious because 

the Ninevites repent.  He wanted God to destroy them and when He doesn‟t,  Jonah wants to die.  

Jonah‟s anger is so intense that he wants to die if vengeance is not going to take place, i.e., if he, 

Jonah, is  not going to get his way in the matter. He literally “asked his  soul to die.” (Jonah 4:8)   

He does not ask God that he may die as in  4:3 but in his grief he communes within himself.(48)  

Jonah is  aware of the death wish within himself.  He recognizes his desire to die and 

acknowledges it.   

He is aware, as I was, that something inside wants to die.  We cannot help but wonder if 

he finally engages in a conversation with that death wish  which would allow him to realize how 

much he really wants to live.  Such a conversation would tell him also how important to 

authentic life is the metaphorical death that he is interpreting in a physical sense. The story ends  

unfinished, with God asking him question after question, trying  again and again to engage Jonah 

in the kind of dialogue which can  lead to life.  

Isaiah gives us yet another initiation by God to dialogue: 

 

                       Come now, let us reason together, says the Lord; 

  though  your sins are like scarlet,  

  they shall be as white as snow;   

  though they are red like crimson,  

  they shall become like wool.  
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  If you are willing and obedient,  

  you shall eat of the  good of the land; (Isaiah 1:18-19)   

 

 The promise is that the “reasoning together” will bring a change so radical that what 

disrupted relationship between God and man will be transformed into something wholly positive.  

Note that the injunction is not simply to listen and obey but to “reason together,” calling on 

man‟s intellect to participate with the mind of God.  What greater compliment can the Creator 

give the creature than to invite him to converse as a co-participant.  God wants to dialogue. 

 

CHRISTIAN AND MUSLIM REFERENCES TO DIALOGUE 

 The Judeo-Christian emphasis on the mighty acts of God concentrates on God‟s 

inaugurating events and omits man‟s response.  Texts that deal with the realities of pain, doubt, 

and negativity, such as Lamentations, Job, Ecclesiastes, and Habakkuk need to be considered as 

man examines his relation to the deity.(49)  An individual in pain needs another mighty act of 

God and craves an encounter with the deity that in a personal manner matches  the activity of the 

Divinity on behalf of the community.  And as we ponder these examples and read between the 

lines, the plan of the Divine becomes clearer.   

 God wants us to face Him one-on-one.  He created us in His image and is satisfied only 

as we rediscover that image, experience our original divinity.  The encounter is necessary in 

order for us to experience God‟s potency,  our own creativity, and our desire for life.   

  In Christian Scripture one of the most memorable  parables that Jesus told is that of the 

Prodigal Son.  A younger brother  asks his father for his inheritance and leaves home to travel.  

When all his money has been spent and he is poverty-stricken, “when he came to himself he said,  
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„I will arise and go to my father.‟” (Luke 15: 17,18).  On the surface this hardly appears to be an 

example of internal dialogue, but close examination reveals something more.  

The young man, in coming “to himself” realizes that his father will hire him as a servant 

and he will be assured of work and food.  He comes to the decision to return to his father, 

knowing that there he will at least survive.   

The encounter, however, proves to be quite different from what the son anticipates.  In 

this meeting he receives, in a sense, a new inheritance, a new beginning, a new life. This physical 

encounter represents graphically the kind of spiritual rewards we can expect in our meeting with 

God--something much greater than mere survival.   

 Jesus repeats in various forms his encouragement to man to respond to God‟s invitation 

to encounter.  In Matthew Jesus‟s,  “What do you think?”  precedes parables, responds to 

questions he is asked, and pushes his followers to come to some conclusion about what he is 

teaching.   

He gives his disciples a model of a prayer they are to use, asking God for what they need 

and want (Luke 11: 2-4). He  further directs them, “Ask, and it will be given you;  seek, and you 

will find; knock, and it will be opened.”  (Luke 11:9)  Prayer is, after all, another word for the  

attempt on the part of man to achieve authentic communication between himself and God.  Jesus 

urges man to initiate the conversation, to ask whatever questions he wants answered.   

Followers of Jesus echo the theme.  James urges anyone who lacks wisdom, “let him ask 

God, who gives to all men generously and without reproaching (James 1:5) and explains that 

“you do not have, because you do not ask”  (James 4:2).   

Undoubtedly the most powerful example of dialogue in Christian scripture is recorded as 
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Jesus struggles in Gethsemane.  He tells God what he wants and what he doesn‟t want.  He 

foresees his impending death and asks that he be delivered from it.  We only have part of the 

conversation recorded but there is evidence that he was in communication with God.  The agony 

is graphically depicted in the description of blood, sweat, and tears as three times Jesus asks that 

he be spared the crucifixion.  Jesus seeks God in confrontation, to make known his innermost 

desires.  Jesus reveals himself to God in the same vulnerability others exhibited, that we need to 

exhibit. 

 The Quran of Islam addresses the issue of question and answer in “The Earthquake,” 99: 

   When Earth is rocked in her last convulsion;  

  when Earth shakes off her burdens and man asks “What may this mean?” 

  --on that day she will proclaim her tidings, for  your Lord will have inspired her.   

  On that day mankind will come in broken bands to be shown  their labours.   

  Whoever has done an atom‟s  weight of good shall see it, 

   and whoever has done an atom‟s weight of evil shall see it also.  

 

Whenever the quaking inside man brings him to the point of  asking “What may this 

mean?” there is an answer, inspired by  the Divinity.  The feeling of anguish within is what 

causes us finally to ask the question, and the “earth,” symbol for  the “Ground of being”(50)  

within man, is the place where the answer will be found, where the good news will emanate.  

 

 

JACOB‟S ENCOUNTER 

 

One of my sons, soon after he entered  first grade, reported to me that he had wrestled all 

the boys in the first grade and was beginning on the second graders.  To my horrified response, 
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he  explained, “Mom, you don‟t understand.  This is the way boys get to know each other.  We 

don‟t hurt each other.  Don‟t worry about it.” 

In retrospect I have a greater understanding of that kind of encounter.  They were testing 

each other in a non-violent but nonetheless physical manner.  That kind of external testing 

represents the kind of internal encounter God desires to have with us.   

 The wrestling with God knows that God is God but also knows the reality of pain and 

suffering.  Both are brought into the encounter.  We lack both a sense of freedom and a sense of 

who God is, and wrestling with God gives us back this lost sense of freedom and provides a deep 

and profound act of communion with God. 

 There is something within us whose potential is so great that the only way for us to 

experience it is to encounter it with the totality of our conscious being.   The strength of the 

unconscious—the divinity within—demands the potency of a life and death struggle in order that 

each part may fully know the other and become one.   

Perhaps the most striking example of a kind of internal dialogue occurs in Genesis 32 

where Jacob wrestles with a mysterious stranger throughout the night in what many interpret as a 

life and death struggle.  Some scholars label the assailant a numen, (i.e.,  an angel of God), but 

most agree that it was the deity in what appeared to be human form.   

Although current versions of the story relate the laming of Jacob by his opponent, the 

earliest source tells the story in just the opposite fashion: Jacob is the one who lames.  The 

opposing views only aid in emphasizing that the two were evenly matched, and reinforce the 

notion that Jacob emerges victorious from the encounter. He has sought God in prayer and 

physically exposed his vulnerability.   
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Heretofore in Hebrew scripture God has confronted man verbally, giving either promises 

or commands, and man has responded with questions, obedience, or disobedience.  Here we see 

a graphic physicality in which God and man meet in a way they have not met before.  Neither is 

rendered helpless, as is the purpose of a wrestling match, but a change takes place in both 

personalities. 

 Jacob demonstrates a tenacity not found before  in recorded Jewish canon.  He refuses to 

release his opponent until he has received a blessing, which undoubtedly turns out to be even 

more than he hoped for.  He is not only blessed, but his name is changed to Israel.  The 

vagueness of interpretation of the new name only serves to emphasize the significance of this 

encounter.   

Whether Israel is translated "God wrestles" or "He who strives with God," the important 

thing is that both God and man have met in an encounter which involved the totality of both, 

where each experiences the essence of the other, and both are changed by it.  Each gives and 

receives something in the experience and emerges richer as a result.  God gives something of 

himself and Jacob is transformed.  Jacob gives God both his vulnerability and his strength, and 

God's relationship with him is thus enriched.  They commune. 

 The physical encounter is the most graphic means by which the Hebrew writer could 

portray something mystical and spiritual in the relationship between God and man. Since the 

Hebrews considered man a totality rather than the separate parts which emerged in Greek 

thought, a physically active narrative contained more meaning for them than a purely verbal 

encounter. Jacob is only one of many ancient and modern Jews who guiltlessly argue and wrestle 

with God in a freedom that knows that God is God and also knows the reality of and the yearning 
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to understand, pain and suffering, all of which are brought into the encounter.  Jacob's example 

demonstrates that the wrestling with God gives us back our freedom and is a deep and profound 

act of communion with God. (51)   

Perhaps this incident between God and Jacob ushers in an era in the God/man 

relationship (or in man's understanding of it) when each can wound and bless the other.  Jacob's  

recognition that "I have seen God face to face, and yet my life is preserved" (Genesis 32:30) 

inaugurates a new era where man can meet God openly and honestly and not only live but 

receive a more abundant life.  

Another probable interpretation of the word "Israel" connects it with root words meaning 

reliable, successful, happy--an exciting foreshadowing of the new kind of relationship which will 

exist between man and God, the conscious and the unconscious, after the struggle.  This story is 

a dramatization of the consequences of any soul's trying to evade the truth about itself and the 

eventual experience of a reckoning with God, a wrestling with "the dreadful mystery of existence 

. . . .the ultimate power to which it is constrained to give account."(52)  

 

INITIATING OUR OWN INTERNAL DIALOGUE 

 

 The Islamic community owes its life in great measure to revelation.  The mystical Sufi 

movement, which more than any other has shaped modern Islam, emphasizes the individual 

inner experience and direct communication with God.  Moreover, one of the most influential 

modern scholars, Ali Shariati, encouraged interpreting religious language in terms of the 

proportionate depth of each man's thought and experience in the realm of meaning.(53)   
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This revolutionary position that entrusts each individual with his own interpretation of 

religious symbols opens the door to dynamic inner dialogue.  In light of this new thrust, the 

"What is Thy command?  I am here" voiced by Muslims on pilgrimage as well as the Christian 

"Not my will but Thine be done" and the Jewish "Speak Lord, for Thy servant heareth"  become 

part of the universal questioning of the inner phenomenon which alone can provide the answers. 

 The internal dialogue is also the logical means of initiating the process toward harmony 

within our psyche. With our increasing cultural emphasis on the rational and the cognitive, the 

articulated word increases in prestige. Our thinking process seems incomplete without the use of 

words.  And the writing is essential.  Aristotle is even credited with saying "How can I know 

what I think until I see what I say?"  Something mysterious and profound happens when we 

transcribe our thoughts on paper, part of which is the release of the words from our mind which 

allows us to view them with some objectivity.   

 Our internal dialogue is not complete and has not served its intended purpose until we 

have found satisfactory answers to the questions we ask.  Anything less than that is incomplete 

and unresolved.  The following revelations from a personal journal by Sam Keen are excellent 

examples of unresolved dialogue.  He undertakes conversations with Fear, his Spectator, and 

Anger, three identifiable parts of his personality, and he seems dissatisfied with the ending of all 

three.   

The "Dialogue with Fear" is initiated when Fear says Keen had made the choice to keep it 

as a "reluctant friend.”   Keen responds, "I am stuck with you but I wish you would move away."  

Fear asserts that no one, and least of all Keen, has the ability to ascertain his own potential and 

labels any such delusions as "clearly sinful and stupid." Keen says Fear has refused him 
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knowledge of his freedom and has stolen his dignity and potency.  He glimpses the possibility 

for change and affirms his ability to make a decision against Fear and live independently of it, 

but Fear doubts that Keen can carry out his ideal.  The dialogue ends unresolved as Keen says 

that Fear is beginning to bore him and perhaps he will begin to converse with it less and less.(54)   

 In "Dialogue With My Spectator,"  Keen begins by asking why Spectator is always 

watching him and asks if it is not possible to be unified and whole and act without self-

consciousness.  When he affirms his belief that the total organism can be trusted to act 

spontaneously and wisely, Spectator tells him that he is being romantic and naive and needs its 

oversight. Keen says the action of Spectator often does violence to his instincts and asks finally 

if there is no way for it to watch over and guide him without alienating him from himself.  

Spectator suggests that Keen is not yet ready or able to uncover the answers to the questions he is 

asking:   

You might, had you the courage, discover the source of the hatred, judgment, and demanding 

intent you seem to find reflected in my eyes. Before whose eyes are you small, inadequate, 

guilty, shameful?  If you were to remove these projections from my face, you might discover 

what rational requirements spring from my oversight.  You might find that reflective self-

consciousness may be the most concrete mode of self-love.  I care for your wholeness.  That is 

why I cannot let you surrender to the moment. 

(55)  

 

 In “Dialogue With Anger” Keen realizes that Anger has been hiding behind other  

 

emotions.   Anger admits that it has been denied recognition so long that it is confused about  

 

itself, does not know where it came from or what would satisfy it, and says it feels like a hurt  

 

child who wants to strike out and retaliate for all the years it has been ignored.  Anger suggests  

 

that one reason Keen has denied it for so long is that he has been afraid of it and has 

 

 camouflaged it with gentleness.  Anger asserts, defending its  importance:     
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I keep you safe by making your full strength available to you in situations of danger.  I 

help you to identify those enemies that threaten your well-being. I defend the boundaries 

of the physical, psychological, economic, and social space you need to survive.  And, I 

might say, I add as much spice to life as your highly idealized love.  I keep one person 

from being swallowed up by another and thus preserve the duality which is necessary for 

love.  If you doubt that I am the companion of life, remember the ecstasy of the 

reconciliation that comes after fighting. . . . If you can't fight, you can't love. (56) 

 

Keen responds that Anger is "an exhausting friend" and one which he hopes will visit him "less  

 

often and on more appropriate occasions."(57)   

 

 Once again the conversation ends unresolved.  Keens does not receive complete 

satisfaction from dialogue with Anger any more than he does with Fear or with Spectator. I 

maintain that beneath whatever unsatisfactory facet of our personality we can identify lies the 

core of the unconscious which longs to erase all fear, self-consciousness, and anger and recreate 

us in our original nature.  The dialogue needs to be pursued until we discover that core.   

 A friend shared an unsatisfactory attempt at internal dialogue where her inner Critical 

Parent immediately began criticizing and abusing her as it had done many times in the past.  Her 

conscious finally ended the conversation with the statement,  "Well, you know I can always kill 

you and then we'll both be dead!"  She readily admits that suicide has long been her alternative 

plan if life becomes unbearable.   

Another friend has chosen the same alternative or rather, feels that the suicidal urge, 

which she must constantly battle, has chosen her.  She has consciously determined to live 

because of her love and enjoyment of her husband and children but is occasionally so 

overwhelmed by the death wish that severe depression occurs.  The possibility of internal 

dialogue poses an enormous threat as she fears surrendering to a force that she thinks would 
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destroy her.   These two cases of reluctance to pursue a dialogue to its natural conclusion are 

not uncommon.  They represent the fear of loss of control that is basic in all of us.  

Several friends who read my own internal dialogue (the A1 and A2 conversation)  

immediately responded with, "Oh, I could never do that.  I could never give up control like that."  

Control means different things to different people.  For those with suicidal tendencies, control 

means preserving physical life.   For those who feel burdened with duties, control means 

remaining sane and responsible.  For those like me, for whom physical and emotional weakness 

are most dreaded, control means power and strength that is desirable above all. (A more 

complete discussion of psychic energy and alternatives to life will be found in Chapter 8.)   

 We are not encouraged to give up anything until we are sure that we will receive 

something far more valuable in return.  We are enabled to give up control only as we experience 

the goodness of that something within us which is wresting power from us in such a painful way 

that we think it is trying to destroy us.  Only then are we able to give up control and give 

approval to that which promises to work toward our benefit rather than our detriment.   

 The internal dialogue must be both intentional and satisfactory.  In order to begin the 

process toward ultimate wholeness, it must come to a resolution that is satisfactory to both the 

conscious and the unconscious.   It may be begun in several ways.  The important thing is to 

direct our attention to whatever is causing us discomfort—pain (psychic or physical), feelings of 

failure, self-dislike, restlessness, sadness, joylessness, anger, discontent, or hurt.  We can 

communicate not only with whatever is causing us negative feelings in the present but also with 

what used to bring us meaning and joy.  

 Possible starters might include: 
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-Why am I so angry about _______?  

-What happened to that good feeling I had when I used to ________?  

 -Why can't I get rid of this sadness about _________?   

-What is this pain that keeps eating away inside me?            

-Why can't I find joy in ______ anymore?  

-Why don't I feel successful in my ability to _________?            

-Why can I no longer enjoy _______  which used to bring me much satisfaction?         

-Why can't I get rid of this feeling of failure?  

-Why do I continue to feel so guilty?  

Any one of these are ways of asking "Why is this happening?," "What do I do now?," "What do 

these things mean?"   

 We need to dialogue with whatever we fear most in life, whether or not that fear has 

become actuality. My dialogue was with the pain of an ulcer, that which I had most feared which 

had indeed become a reality in my life.  Despair need not actually occur before the conversation 

can take place.  We can converse with the pain of fear as well as with the pain of reality.  And 

remember, your free will is never compromised.  You can end the dialogue whenever you wish.  

And you are not forced to agree to anything. 

 Basically what we need to do is give ourselves permission to ask whatever questions we 

want answered. "Why?" is one of the first questions we learn to ask as children.  It comes from 

the innate curiosity of our being, for even preconsciously we understand that learning and 

knowing will promote the kind of growth that we were intended to have.  

 Our "whys?"  for factual information bring answers, but sooner or later we begin to ask 
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some "whys?"  that no one seems to be able to answer. We tend to ask "Why do people die?" 

before we are self-conscious enough to ask "Why were we born?"  And we tend to stop asking 

the questions that no one seems to be able to answer because we sense that the kind of answers 

we want are not to be found.  At time of crisis or tragedy some people say that we are not to ask 

"why?"  They might like to ask but think there is no possibility of finding an answer and 

therefore decide that not asking is better than asking.  

The "whys?" come naturally to mind when we cannot understand a situation.  We would 

desperately like to have an answer, but we cannot imagine any answer that would be satisfactory 

to us, so we attempt to suppress the question rather than receive the kind of answer that we don't 

want to hear.  Better to have no answer than an unsatisfactory one. 

 Perhaps the greatest issue for all of us is that eventually we stop asking "why?" to the 

existential pain within us.  (Some psychotherapists say that the greatest difficulty in treating bi-

polar patients is that they early gave up asking ''why?")(58)  But we cannot hear the answer if we 

stop asking the question.  What is needed is a revival of that original child-like curiosity within 

us that keeps on asking "why?" until it finds the answers that satisfy. 

 Pearce says that "the asking of a question with passionate concern for its answer, a 

concern which demands life investment, suggests a door which will sooner or later be 

found."(59)  God does not allow man to think questions which have no satisfactory answers.  

There are satisfactory answers even to questions of birth and death and the answers will 

paradoxically come from the same source that asks the questions or makes the asking of them 

necessary.  We need both to ask the right questions and direct them toward the answer-giver. 

 We know intellectually of the natural cycle where death becomes a rebirth.  Myth and 
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religion reinforce the theme.  Our problem is in transferring the concrete to the abstract.  We 

understand the cycle objectively as it concerns nature and mankind in general.  We cannot 

achieve, however, a settledness when we narrow our thinking to ourselves.  We understand in a 

rational sense what the natural cycle is, even for us, but we do not have a satisfactory feeling 

about it.  Feeling is ultimately what controls us, and we are yearning for a feeling of acceptance, 

an ability to embrace with feeling as well as intellect the inevitable.   

Ultimately every "why?" is an attempt to know more about ourselves, the most important 

object of knowledge that there is.  We need to allow the original child within us to come forth to 

ask all the "whys?"  in order for us to find the answers we are seeking.  He who stops asking 

questions and searching for knowledge stops growing.  

I cannot fully cooperate with another human being until I have some real understanding 

of what he wants from me, until some genuine communication has taken place.  The same is true 

within us in our conscious/ unconscious relationship.  Thus the absolute necessity of the internal 

dialogue when there is any pain or sadness or fearfulness or discomfort which will not go away.   

 All that is necessary is to recognize, in the midst of an experience of something we do not 

want, what it is that we do want.  We need not believe or trust or hope that we can have what we 

want.  All we need do is experience that we want it.   

The dialogue with the unconscious will reveal to us that we can have it.  Internal dialogue 

is both an experience of great energy from the conscious will and at the same time a surrender of 

that same conscious force.  The paradox is that the conscious must want what it really wants--

must allow itself to experience how much it wants what it wants--enough to experience that the 

only way to get it is through surrender.  In my dialogue, the expressing of what I wanted 
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preceded the realization of the way in which I was going to get it.   

This is a rational argument.  Only after we consciously decide what we want can we  

can ever be led to know how we are going to obtain that prize.  And only the unconscious is the 

part of us that can both enable the conscious to know what it wants and to what degree and also 

how it can achieve that goal.  There is a paradox within the unconscious in that it cannot be 

completely controlled and yet enough control can be exercised over it by the conscious that the 

process toward wholeness cannot be completed.   

What happens in the internal dialogue is that the conscious understands that the 

unconscious can achieve the goal that the conscious has not been able to reach and that it needs 

the cooperation of the conscious in order to do so.  Rather than the conscious trying to exercise 

control over the unconscious, it listens to the unconscious describe what must be done in order 

for the whole being to gain health.  In my case, the unconscious somehow enabled me to feel 

deeply enough to realize what must be done. 

The unconscious continues to work in each of us, with or without the permission of the 

conscious. What happens when it does not have the cooperation of the conscious is that we 

become consciously fearful of what we begin to sense is going on within us.  We deny the 

process by alcohol, drugs, or attempts at some kind of behavior modification. The unconscious 

cannot complete the process without permission from the conscious, and the conscious cannot 

give that permission without knowing that the process will culminate in the kind of wholeness 

that it desires.   

 The conscious must understand that the process will result in wholeness and that the 

unconscious can, if allowed, bring the process to completion.  It is the conscious that must be 
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willing to give up the of control that it has exercised over the unconscious in the past and relax 

enough to let the process happen.  The conscious cannot know how and when and where the 

process will work itself out, least of all the details of the culmination. The conscious does not 

need to know this.   

All the conscious needs to know is that health is possible and that an unconscious force 

can bring it about.  And, in an existential sense, I think that is all the conscious wants to know.  

Having tried to do everything in its power to make itself whole and finally having recognized its 

own failure, the conscious is then ready to hear some new and encouraging word from a part of 

the personality that it has not met before. At the same moment that we recognize what we most 

want in life the unconscious tells us that our desire can be realized.   

 The unconscious is so ready, so willing, so eager to communicate with us that it stands 

waiting--like the image of Jesus outside the door, knocking--until our conscious opens the door.  

Any attempt on the part of our conscious at communication is met with great celebration by our 

unconscious. We need not memorize any formula or ritual in order to effect the dialogue.  No 

matter how we begin, the unconscious will direct the conversation so that the kinds of questions 

that need to be asked will be asked and the kinds of answers that need to be given will be given. 

 The unconscious may respond initially with a question rather than an answer.  In 

response to an initial question, it frequently asks me,  “What do you think?”--causing me to think 

more deeply about something that is bothering me.  Simply continue to respond to both questions 

and statements until you are satisfied.  One dialogue may contain so much energy that you think 

you need to stop.  You have the power to do just that and continue it whenever you wish. 

 Proof of the benevolent power within: Mentally tell your Inner Wisdom that you want to 
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want to do a particular task that you have been avoiding but needing to address.  Then let go of 

the issue.  In a relatively short time (not necessarily ten minutes or even two hours) you will find 

yourself wanting to do that very thing. 

 No matter how clumsy our attempts at conversation, the unconscious can use whatever 

we provide. The important thing is to continue initiating dialogue until we are satisfied that we 

have received the answer we are seeking--not that we know beforehand what the answer will be.  

All we know consciously is that we have some questions that need some answers.  We may not 

even be able to identify the questions in the beginning.  They will come, however, as we decide 

to participate in the two-part inner conversation.  

And when the most basic questions that we need to ask have been asked and when we 

have heard the answers that we most need to hear, we will know that the dialogue is finished--

that nothing more need be said.  We can close our journal and go about our lives without even 

any need to remember the conversation, for its purpose is not to provide us with a catechism to 

memorize but an experience to be invisibly engraved on a part of us that is more valuable than 

our conscious memory. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

 

MOTTOS 

 

 

 

To do the human best is to deny something happening in you which is more wonderful still. 

Frederick Buechner 

 

 

 I began to think more about what had motivated my thinking and behavior prior to my 

three-day crisis and miracle experience.  I reread  I’m OK; You’re OK, which made me ponder 

further what I had been doing  to feel OK about myself.   It was clear that a  “Be Strong” motto 

had dominated my adult life.  And now it was gone.  The sequence of events begun by the 

internal dialogue (A1 and A2) eliminated that motto.  But how had I happened to choose “Be 

Strong” in the first place?     

The more I pondered this motto, adopted as a child, the more I am convinced that there 

was something innate which would have directed me to choose that motto. The event for me was 

unusual punishment for crying when I was three years old.  But it could easily have been a 

different incident,  some incident in which I saw myself weak as motive for adopting the "Be 

Strong" motto.  

Because children are usually with parents more than with other people, I believe mottos 

are generally adopted during an incident involving parents or some other family member. Other 

people, however, are incidental to the motto and its impact on the individual.  The motto shapes 
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our psyche; how we live it manifests our free will. 

       Because our mottos are basically alike, when, where, and how we adopt them and live 

them out is secondary to the motive and inevitability of mottos.    

Most psychologists agree that somewhere between the ages of three and six,  a child 

makes a decision that will affect the rest of his life.  The specific age may vary but the important 

thing is that very early in a child's life he decides that he needs improvement and he adopts a 

motto to help him.  This event can be described in theological terms as the fall from grace, where 

the child no longer perceives himself as one with the Creator in a state of perfection, and in his 

desire to regain that state he adopts a guiding principle to assist. 

  Harris quotes Freud as saying that sex is the basis of man's struggle in life and Adler, 

that the basis is feelings of inferiority.(l)  Beyond these formulations, there exists an existential 

alienation that is experienced before the individual is capable of conscious articulation of this 

realization. As soon as the individual is aware of this estrangement, he begins to try to overcome 

it, to regain the state of wholeness he has lost. 

All mottos have the tendency to overlap to a greater or lesser degree, and none of us fits 

entirely into one category.  Still, delineative attempts may serve to help us see more clearly what 

has been guiding our conscious lives and the kind of energy that is at the same time pulling us in 

the opposite direction.  Again, and I repeat this because it is such an overriding conviction, each 

motto represents a basic feeling of inadequacy and its corollary yearning for a sense of adequacy. 

As such, it forms a common basic motivation for action that is a more common human bond than 

we might initially be willing to acknowledge. 

 When I was three and a half, my younger sister was born.  The only incident connected 
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with her birth that I remember happened on the first Sunday that my mother was able to return 

with me to the worship services at our church.  When we arrived at my Sunday School  room, I 

suddenly began to cry and begged her not to leave me.  She was shocked, as were the teachers, 

because I had never behaved like that before.  My parents tell me that I had always acted quite 

grown up for my age.   

When my mother realized that my tears were not going to subside, she consented to stay 

with me. I could not explain why I wanted her to stay--I could not remember wanting/needing 

her to be with me at Sunday School in the past--but I still today remember how much I felt I 

wanted her with me just then.  When I was assured that she would stay with me and not attend 

her regular class, I calmed down and enjoyed the session.   

Afterwards, however, she told me she had never been so embarrassed in her life. She said  

she intended telling my father when we reached home.  He, too, was embarrassed at my behavior 

and decided that if I was going to act like a baby, I would be treated like one.  For the rest of the 

day I was forced to wear diapers.  I can't imagine any form of punishment which would have 

made a deeper impression on me.  I saw myself as a rather mature little girl for three and a half, 

and the diapers were certainly the most embarrassing and humiliating punishment I could have 

received. 

From time to time during the ensuing years I have thought of that incident, not, as you 

might suppose, with anger and resentment (surprisingly), but always with the need and desire to 

understand more fully the deeper significance that it had in my life.  During college when I was 

enrolled in a creative writing class and was assigned a parody, my first thought was to parody the 

style of J. D. Salinger's Catcher in the Rye, using my diaper incident as the content.  During adult 
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life when I found myself in groups where people were retelling some unforgettable incident in 

their lives, I would frequently think of that event and relate it.   

Some years ago when I enrolled in another creative writing class and began working on 

this manuscript, the first assignment again prompted me to reexamine the diaper incident.  The 

professor instructed us to think of an event in our lives which we had rehearsed in our minds. We 

were to write a narrative of the event from the viewpoint of another individual who was 

involved.  I immediately thought of my oft-remembered punishment and tried to get inside my 

father's skin and understand what he was thinking and feeling. I was amazed at the insight that 

came to me about his personality.   

The next assignment was to rewrite the same incident, this time from the viewpoint of 

still another person who was involved.  I rewrote the event as I thought my mother would write it 

and again gained great insight from the exercise.  I understood in greater depth my parents‟ 

embarrassment at my behavior and natural tendency to try to make me understand that such 

behavior was unacceptable. 

 At three and a half,  I was not yet articulate enough to be able to explain to my parents  

that my crying and wanting my mother to stay with me were simply a form of sibling jealousy 

and fear of abandonment.  I needed  reassurance that there was enough love for both my sister 

and me, that my parents had not put me aside in their affection with the birth of another child.  I 

have never faulted them for what they did.  They simply did not understand what was happening 

in me and I was not aware enough of it myself, at that early age, to be able to explain it to them.   

As a result, however, I adopted a motto that was to shape a great many of my actions and 

attitudes throughout life.  As well as I can identify that motto, it was "Be Strong."  Even in my 
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preconscious state as a child I was aware that I had revealed a vulnerable side of myself, had 

shown a weakness that was not recognized and responded to as I had wanted, and I had suffered 

some consequences that were devastating.  Something in me decided that everything in my 

power would be done to try to prevent the same kind of thing from happening again. 

What my "Be Strong" resulted in was, among other things, a rigid control over when and 

where and why I allowed myself to cry.  As I have mentioned before, my not letting many tears 

flow also prevented me from laughing very much, so another result was that I became quite a 

serious child--and adult--who took all issues confronting her with gravity.   

Most importantly, however, was the camouflaging of weakness that my "Be Strong" 

produced.  I became such an expert at disguising my own weaknesses that I was able to conceal 

them even from myself.  I would not allow myself to recognize the underlying debility and 

irresolution of will beneath my "strong" facade.  So early did I adopt the motto that, as I became 

more conscious, it became more subconscious.  Perhaps never having been fully aware of it in 

the first place, there was not the action of the conscious constantly suppressing something it 

knew and did not want to know. 

 My "Be Strong" also took the form of "Be in Control" as I attempted to manipulate 

circumstances and people to reinforce the need to feel my own strength and power.  As the motto 

grew, my power-image also took the form of a kind of omnipotence, an ever-increasing need to 

do many things. It also included an urgent desire for others to adopt the same motto.  I was 

working hard at being strong and wanted everyone else to be strong as well.  I had little patience 

with those who exhibited weakness.  I thought I was able to "Be Strong" and thought everyone 

else should be, too. 
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At the same time there was another part of me, perhaps an even more unconscious part, 

that wrote or wanted to write for itself a "Be Weak" motto.  It hated all the energy and effort that 

was being spent on the "Be Strong" motto and wanted to lean, in weakness, on someone else's 

strength. This desire erupted in anger when, in that knowledge that my own "Be Strong" was 

becoming exhausted, I tried to lean on others' strength only to see it turn to weakness and 

disappoint me. 

An interesting paradox was happening in my life in that weakness was building in the 

same proportion and to the same degree as strength.  The more developed my "Be Strong" 

became, the stronger my weakness became. Newton's law--to every action there is an opposite 

and equal reaction--is as true in the human psyche as in the realm of science.  What was building 

in me was a weakness in all areas--physical, emotional, and mental--a weakness which was the 

natural "underside" of the "Be Strong" I was so determined to develop.  A weakness which was 

chosen by me at the same moment I adopted the "Be Strong" motto. A weakness which was an 

absolutely necessary part of the process to bring me finally to a kind of strength far greater than 

any I could have consciously achieved. 

The paradox was always at work within me.  The unconscious goal was always a 

harmonious balance, a see-saw effect that took place before a goal could be achieved.  The "Be 

Weak" began to gain strength while the "Be Strong" began to weaken.  What had to happen to 

me was the intensifying of weakness within me on all levels until the time when I could no 

longer ignore it, but had to admit that I was not the strong person I was attempting to be.   

That realization came with the ulcer, which, in retrospect, was the essential problem 

which had to happen to me as it was  one which I had vowed never to allow to occur.  When I 
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realized that I had not been able to prevent myself from developing the ulcer, I also glimpsed 

some other parts of my personality over which I realized I had not complete control.   

All mottos are positive and all include adjectives, all attempts to make improvements, to 

improve on the character of the individual.  We experience some sense of preconscious 

inadequacy which resonates against our earliest feeling of sufficiency.  This inadequacy is 

uncomfortable to the point of being painful.  Thus attempts toward adequacy are immediately 

begun.   

The incident that prompts the choice of the motto is not important.  The inherent 

character and temperament of the individual has predetermined to a great extent what motto he 

will choose. If one incident doesn't trigger it, a similar incident will.  Although we choose 

different mottos, sometimes in combination, and live them out in different ways, we are all 

bound by the common bond of our inner sense of inadequacy and our great desire to overcome it. 

 BE RESPONSIBLE 

 This motto is adopted on an occasion in which the individual feels he has somehow 

behaved irresponsibly.  My son Dee readily agrees this is  his motto.  He easily recalls the event 

that triggered its adoption.  When he was four years old and his brother was two, we purchased 

twin beds for their room.  The day they arrived and were assembled, I entered the room to find 

Dee watching his younger brother making nicks in the headboard of one of the beds with a 

hammer that had inadvertently been left nearby.  Both children were spanked, the younger for 

doing the deed and the older for not preventing or reporting it.  Dee decided at that moment that 

he needed to "Be Responsible." 

 In his particular case, however, a definite tension displayed itself as he felt both a keen 



 

161 

                                                                                                                                                             

sense of responsibility for his brother and at the same time a resentment of that self-imposed 

duty.  Many times during their growing up I remember hearing him say, "I am not my brother's 

keeper!"  Yet he found himself profoundly accountable to his brother, in protecting him from 

harm, and in a special kind of brotherly trust which forbade betrayal. 

In one sense there is something quite commendable in a motto like "Be Responsible," 

but there is always the possibility of the underside.  The result of such a motto may be  that the 

individual burdens himself not only with what he considers his own responsibility. He may 

frequently chaff under the load of it, but he also becomes inexorably bound to monitor and 

evaluate what he considers the responsibility of others.   

What begins as a positive, virtuous "Be Responsible" may become an irresponsibility 

toward oneself in terms of mental, physical, and emotional health.  The motto may also result in 

constantly expecting more from others than they are able to produce. 

Dee's "Be Responsible" causes him to give his all to the many jobs he undertakes, far 

beyond what duty demands, more than anyone requires or expects.  Sometimes he becomes 

mentally and physically exhausted.  Also, his "Be Responsible" causes him to be hard on 

himself, to expect more of himself than anyone else does.  As his expectations of himself 

increase, guilt builds.   He is never quite satisfied with himself, never quite totally pleased with a 

job completed. 

This laudable motto can become so burdensome that the individual becomes less and 

less capable of meeting the standard he has set for himself.  Feelings of irresponsibility, the 

direct opposite of the goal, may result.  Dissatisfied with his own performance, he may become 

proportionately more critical of the irresponsibility of others.  As one‟s unconscious pulls him 
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toward an experience of inadequacy one may find himself more and more critical of the 

irresponsibility of others. 

Eventually, the "Be Responsible" person may find that the harder he tries to be what he 

wants to be the more he sees himself failing in the attempt.  What he needs in order to be the 

completely responsible person he desires to be is a traumatic experience which forces him to 

recognize the burden of his motto.  This recognition leads to a submission to the unconscious, 

which is working toward just such an end.  The end where his motto is transformed so he can be 

responsible as a joy rather than a burden. 

 

   

BE INDEPENDENT 

 As a boy Frank was a trusting child who readily accepted advice and guidance from 

others. One day two older boys, whom he admired, told him that water would mix with gasoline 

in a car and make it run better.  They convinced him to pour water into the gas tanks of several 

cars parked nearby. When the incident was discovered and the truth came out, Frank realized that 

he had been the dupe in a destructive joke. Not only was his punishment humiliating to him but 

his feelings of betrayal by two people he had wanted to emulate made him feel painfully 

vulnerable. He adopted the motto "Be Independent." He resolved not to rely on the advice of 

others; he would depend instead on himself. 

He matured quickly into an industrious and energetic young man who set high goals for 

himself and worked hard to reach them. He became trusted and esteemed by his peers and elders 

as one who would undertake a job and see it through as an independent worker. 
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 Frank‟s  “Be Independent" became excessive.  Not only would he not ask for travel 

directions even when he knew he was on the wrong road, but he would not seek help in 

assembling something that completely baffled him.  He developed a thought pattern which 

stressed independent action and focused on one-person tasks rather than viewing jobs or 

activities in terms of possible group participation.  His motto stressed a "have to” attitude rather 

than one which would foster a kind environment in which one is free to develop talents and 

independence without pressure.   

His emphasis on independence was also an emphasis on the intellectual, and his 

emotional life began to suffer.  External expression of feeling seemed to him to exhibit a sort of 

lack of control.  His idea of independence was predicated on self-control, so he denied himself 

the avenues of emotional expression that others use.  He began to rely unconsciously on others to 

express emotion for him and eventually admitted that he did not know how to express the feeling 

he was experiencing within.  What seemed to be needed above all for Frank was an event in 

which he lost all sense of sufficiency, one in which he might become totally dependent on others 

in order for him to be pushed into facing his inner insufficiency and allow the miracle of 

wholeness to occur. 

 

BE DUTIFUL 

 Soren Kierkegaard adopted at age five the motto "Be Dutiful."  He had just begun 

 

school and was given the assignment of memorizing ten lines from Balle's Lesson Book. In his 

 

own words:  

 

 Every other impression was then obliterated from my soul, only my task stood out 
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vividly before it. As a child I had a very good memory, so I had soon learned my 

lesson.  My sister had heard me recite it several times and affirmed that I knew it.  I 

went to bed, and before I fell asleep I catechized myself once more; I fell asleep with 

the firm purpose of reading the lesson over the following morning.  I awoke at five 

o'clock, got dressed, got hold of my lesson book, and read it again.  At this moment 

everything stands as vividly before my eyes as if it had occurred yesterday.  To me it 

was as if heaven and earth might collapse if I did not learn my lesson, and on the other 

hand as if, even if heaven and earth were to collapse, this would not exempt me from 

doing what was assigned to me, from learning my lesson.  At that age I knew so little 

about duties . . . I had only one duty, that of learning my lesson, and yet I can trace my 

whole ethical view of life to this impression.(2) 

  

 Kierkegaard‟s  writings reflect an obsession with a duty from which he was never able 

to escape.  What is needed in the case of mottos like these is the realization that the individual 

cannot perform what he considers to be his duty.  The subsequent experience of despair then 

leads him to the transformation in which he learns that there is a "beingness" which transcends 

duty.  There is a state where lawfulness and duty are secondary and can be realized without the 

depletion of energy that the motto requires. 

There are such things as family mottos, directives given us by others, unlike mottos that 

we form for ourselves. A family motto may be accepted and become part of our behavior model.  

It may be positive or negative.  Or we may reject, or try to reject, this motto and fight against it 

for years. 

The script my mother gave me from a young age was “Don‟t embarrass the family.”  

Any time I was about to make a presentation, attend a function, or even receive a reward, she 

would remind me, “Now don‟t embarrass the family.”  My sister tells me that from time to time 

Momma would say to her, “You know, I‟m worried about Ann.”  There was no explanation 

given.  I now believe it had to do with her fear of my embarrassing her.  I, however, never had 

any intention of embarrassing her or any member of my family, so I have spent no energy trying 
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to incorporate or to reject that script. 

A friend tells me that one of his earliest and most prevailing recollections as a child was 

hearing his parents repeatedly state the family motto: "Don't seem. Be!" It points rather 

cryptically to the essence of our common problem.  All the mottos I have described point to an 

attempt at being which results instead in a seeming to be.  In our endeavors to be the best that we 

can be, we have, in a psychic sense, achieved nothing more than a sense of seeming to be.  We 

have put forth our very best efforts and still they have not sufficed.  We have persevered and yet 

the goal has not been achieved.  We at last recognize our failure and are given the choice to 

continue with the motto we have chosen or decide on a different route. 

Perhaps the most fundamental motto and the one which underlies all others is "Be 

Perfect" in which the individual preconsciously sets the ultimate standard for himself and then 

seeks to achieve it.  What happens is that the individual loses the sense that he is perfectly who 

he was created to be. In his sensitivity to the highest achievement in man's potential, in his 

preconscious sensitivity to his original state of perfection, he sets before himself the 

quintessential standard of that transcendent excellence with which he has lost touch.  

 "Be Strong," "Be Right," etc., are simply lesser reflections, minor components, of the 

goal of perfection which lies at the center of man's soul.  What is needed for the "Be Perfect” 

motto,  which is basically what is needed for all mottos, is the experience of ultimate 

imperfection in which utter despair causes us to confront our Inner Wisdom and listen to its 

assurance of restoration.  

 To reiterate the paradox: Feelings of inadequacy lead to adoption of mottos which lead 

to attempts to fulfill such mottos.  The conscious legitimately values such endeavors.  All mottos 
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are worthwhile and commendable.  Yet all are ultimately exhausting.  To live as though one were 

responsible, good, independent, etc. involves  

holding up that role and straining to hold it up. This holding up and straining is the 

unavoidable human living which always exceeds any role.(3)  

 

 The unconscious is at the same time working to undermine the activity, to rob the 

conscious of the satisfaction of achieving the goal. This dynamic makes the message more 

valuable and important than the mottos themselves.  The mottos are heard by the conscious and 

in that hearing the transformation process is allowed to begin.  

 An individual experiences inadequacy as a child during an incident in which he 

expresses his need for dependence; in which he feels he has acted irresponsibly; in which he 

expresses his anger inappropriately; in which the punishment was experienced as 

overwhelmingly fearful; in which he felt discounted because of ignorance; in which extreme 

thriftiness or generosity was ridiculed.   

 The list could continue.  Adoption of a motto is not necessarily dependent on an 

incident of punishment.  A factor inherent in our personality has predetermined what our motto 

will be and eventually an incident will occur which fits the adoption of that particular motto.  All 

come from the same not-OK feelings that Berne and Harris describe. All eventually manifest 

themselves in the opposite of what is attempted. This opposite is necessary in order for the 

individual to come finally to the realization that he cannot effect a sense of total adequacy by his 

own conscious will and effort. 

We must not only adopt a motto.  We must spend a great deal of time and energy 

attempting to achieve it, enough so that we finally come to the point of exhaustion.  This is the 



 

167 

                                                                                                                                                             

point where we are most apt to be willing to face again our sense of inadequacy and hear the 

secret of a lasting kind of wholeness.  There is an inscrutable force pushing us to spend ourselves 

in attempting to achieve our chosen goal. Only in exhaustion are we able to face what lies 

beneath and move toward authentic being. 

The force we encounter and with which we cooperate in our inner dialogue does for us 

what we cannot do for ourselves.  It transforms our mottos and relieves them of being 

burdensome.  It makes us real—strong when strength is called for; vulnerable when that reality is 

legitimate.  Instead of “be (something)” our inner command becomes simply “Be!” 
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Notes on Chapter VIII  

1. Harris, I'm OK-You're OK, p. 44. 

2. Kierkegaard, Either/Or Vol. II, p. 271f. 

3. Gendlin, Current Psychotherapies, p. 318. 
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CHAPTER IX 

 

LIFE POSITIONS 

 

 

 

Water is driven by some strange yearning to reach 

again the height from whence it came. 

Carolyn Rhea 

  

 After rereading Thomas Harris‟s classic I’m OK—You’re OK, exciting new insights came 

to me about personality. Eric Berne and Thomas Harris delineated three important facets of our 

personality: the Child, the Adult, and the Parent.  Three corresponding parts of our personality  

emerge quite early in our life: the Orphan, the Victim, and the Tyrant.  The Orphan represents 

the disintegrated Child; the Victim the disintegrated Adult; and the Tyrant the disintegrated 

Parent. 

 When the Child within us begins to feel unloved and senses a lack of  affection and the 

kind of care that it needs, it become an Orphan and adopts the "I'm Not OK-You're OK" attitude.  

He believes others are capable of making him feel OK but refuse to fulfill that need.  When the 

Adult within us begins to feel incapable of coping with whatever circumstances surround it, it 

becomes a Victim and adopts the "I'm Not OK-You're Not OK” attitude.  It accepts its inability 

to experience an OK feeling and also declares the not-OK-ness of those  responsible for his 

unhappy feeling.  When the Parent within us loses the ability to nurture and protect (probably at 

the same moment when the Child first missed the nurture it was seeking), it becomes a Tyrant 

and adopts the superciliously superior attitude “I'm OK-You‟re Not OK" which only thinly veils 
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its Not-OK feeling about itself.  

 ( I recognize that my Child feared being abandoned, at three and a half, by my parents, 

not physically but rather emotionally.  In adulthood, I feared becoming a Victim.  I had enough 

psychic energy, however, to become the Tyrant, which seemed more satisfactory than either 

Orphan or Victim.) 

  Harris suggests that "the predominating by-product of the frustrating, civilizing process is 

negative feelings" and that this is the situation of childhood and not the intention of parents 

which produces the problem."(1) 

 The Orphan experiences himself abused and neglected.  Even before conscious awareness 

develops, we have a sense that we have been psychologically abandoned, and this is as true for 

those of us who were reared by natural parents as it is of those who grew up with adopted parents 

or in an orphanage.  Paul Tournier says, "In every man, even the most eminent and apparently 

the strongest, there remains something of the child who needs to be consoled."(2) 

  The feeling is the same and lies deep within the psyche of all of us.  

  I distinctly remember an early certainty that I was an adopted child. I was about seven.  I 

searched frantically through trunks and boxes in the attic, looking for the adoption papers to 

substantiate my conviction.   Never mind that my mother assured me that I was her natural child.  

She kept pointing out that I looked so much like her. I have been amazed over the years to learn 

that almost every adult I know went through a period of having that same conscious certainty. 

 The Victim feels a lack of control over his personal environment.  He feels he is a  

marionette with someone else pulling the strings.  He sees himself saddled with responsibilities 

that were not of his choosing, tasks for which he did not volunteer, people whose dependence on 
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him he did not request.  (Even though in adulthood I had chosen workaholism to try to justify my 

existence, I rather quickly fell Victim to the burden of all the things I thought I should do.)  

 A Victim may present either a sad or happy appearance.   Often the smiling ones are the 

more difficult to recognize.  They may be the martyrs, an intense class of victim.  But close 

scrutiny reveals that there is much dissatisfaction beneath the  smiling face.  Both sad and happy 

Victims suffer from the feeling of being imprisoned in their situation.  They cannot extricate 

themselves from the situation or the resulting guilt from extrication.  As a teenager I experienced 

great shame at the frequent moves my family made due to financial difficulties.  I saw myself a 

victim of a situation over which I had no control. 

 Sometimes the Parent within loses its innate ability to nurture and console.  It then   

becomes a Tyrant, the very opposite of what it was originally.  The Tyrant has lost his ability to 

wield power through love so he turns to the whip.  He  cannot reach out in a positive, non-

threatening manner, and so  resorts to the negative and coercive.  My external Tyrant became so 

apparent to my children that they early nicknamed me "Anna Barbarious." There was never any 

need for an explanation.  I knew exactly what they were trying to convey.  

 All individuals, as they develop, experience the disintegration of the Child into the 

Orphan, the Adult into the Victim, and the Parent into the Tyrant for all three are interrelated.   

When, from the Self, reintegration occurs, each is transformed into its natural Child, Adult, and 

Parent--the psychic triad representing divinity within the individual.  The reintegration  is exactly 

what occurred in me at the end of my three-day crisis. 

 As the "I'm OK-You're OK" attitude is experienced, the three not-OK attitudes dissolve 

and the original OK state of the Child, Adult, and Parent are experienced.  In the Self the Child 
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again experiences love and security, the Adult the ability to cope with his environment, and the 

Parent the nurturing capability that is stronger than any power exhibited by the Tyrant. 

 The following grids  contain four parts, pointing to the ancient numerical symbol for 

human wholeness.  Superimposed on the personality components of Child-Adult-Parent, the  

models direct our attention to the notion of a harmonious and interrelated divinity/humanity 

within the human psyche. 

                                          (see diagram on Life Positions)  

 

 James P. Hopewell, late professor at Candler School of Theology, Emory University, 

developed a four-part world view.  Originally working with the tension between conservative 

and liberal, he later decided that a bi-polar instrument was too limiting, and he developed the 

following grid which included four world view orientations: Charismatic, Canonic, Empiric, and 

Gnostic.   

 Although Hopewell was interested primarily in the sociological dynamics  within 

congregations and denominations, I found much to reinforce my interest in the individual, 

psychologically and spiritually.  I have thought much about  his delineations and his subsequent 

discovery of a connection with Northrop Frye's four literary genres of romantic, tragic, ironic, 

and comic have been a rich source of thought.  I find a direct correlation between his grid and my 

Orphan-Victim-Tyrant format.  

 The Charismatic emphasizes  a clinging to or a yearning for relationship with someone or 

something beyond ourselves.  We suspend our own empirical thought.  We become totally 

dependent on affiliation with another to create meaning in life.  As a romantic world view, life is 



 

173 

                                                                                                                                                             

seen as an adventure.  This leads to conflict between hero and antagonist--the search for the 

beloved by the lover--which results in union.   

 The Canonic emphasizes an outside authority to prescribe the pattern by which a person 

establishes his identity.  Whether the canon is established by the church, state, school, family, or 

some other entity, the individual‟s world view is predicated on obedience to this external 

authority.   The Canonic is tragic in that the hero suffers the consequences of breaking the canon, 

and resolution comes only in a final submission to that law. 

 The Empiric involves knowledge that is the product of one's own experience.  There is a 

rejection of the supernatural as one depends instead on a realism about the ways things do and do 

not work.  The Empiric individual has extricated himself from the need of relationship in the 

Charismatic and from the external authority of the Canonic, becoming a self-contained unit.  He 

has knowledge of many things and can analyze and explain where he has been and where he is 

now.  The ultimate irony in his situation is that he is no more able to get what he most wants than 

the Charismatic or the Canonic.  In Frye's ironic genre, people and situations are found to be all 

too human and life must be lived without illusion.  

The Gnostic emphasizes an intuited knowledge within the individual that brings together a 

wholeness from external disparate pieces.  The Gnostic rejects Canonic authority in favor of a 

deepening self-consciousness that centers him and directs his life.  Gnostic is comic.  When the 

ultimate harmony is achieved,  complications of life are seen as illusions.  That ultimate harmony 

is an individual inner phenomenon quite apart from all external circumstance, the true comic, the 

happily-ever-after--an ending that really never ends. 

 In the Charismatic the hero needs the quest or search just as the princess needs the prince  
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and the prince the princess in the fairy tale.  This points to the conscious needing the unconscious 

just as the reverse is true.  There is mutual need of relationship.  

  In the Canonic the mutuality lies in the fact that rules need obey-ers just as individuals 

who see themselves as dependent need rules and authority to rely on.  There is also a mutuality 

of external authority and internal obedience and a mutuality of the ethical and legal level.   

 In the Empiric, mutuality lies within the individual as he decides between right and 

wrong and the relationships he will allow between the two.  The individual controls the 

relationship through his own sense of power and those things and people he will allow into 

relationship with him.   

 The Gnostic puts everything into perspective so that the individual needs no external 

stimulus to action but can appreciate and enjoy external relationships, operate within bounds of 

external authority without tension, and be an independent thinker without having to exert power 

over others. 

 Hopewell purposely positions the Charismatic on the eastern point of the compass as the 

day begins in the East with the sun rising and moving counter-clockwise to the West.  The 

movement is also from the beginning relationship in the East to the external authority of the 

North, represented by the North star (for centuries has been the prime external navigational 

guide).  

 Movement to the West represents in one sense the new frontier of westward movement of 

man, not just geographically but also in terms of rational consciousness.  Man moves away from 

the East of his beginnings and from the guidance of the North to the Western horizon-- toward 

individualism and independence.  Final movement, to complete the compass, is to the South 
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where, geographically and metaphorically, the climate is warmer and life is more relaxed and 

comfortable.  The gnosis implied in the southern point on the compass is what rests and refreshes 

the individual, the point at which there is no further compulsion toward movement. The South 

position completes the compass and puts all other points in proper perspective.(3) 

 Likewise, the seasons have their proper place.  We enter in summer.  We are born in full 

bloom like a rose.  As the rose opens  to the universe so we come forth, fully formed, into the 

summer of life.  Childhood is the summer of play  in our innocence.  We enjoy the full bloom or 

preconscious wholeness  until we fall into consciousness,  at the point of experiencing wounding 

and adopting a motto to protect ourselves. 

 We then begin to experience autumn, a fading of all that was bright and beautiful, and we 

feel a premonition of death.  Autumn is a time of apprehension and uncertainty as we see life 

changing around us.  The vigor of summer and youth begin to wane and decay.  Part of our 

tragedy is that we cannot recapture totally the joy of summer because of our preoccupation with 

winter and death.   

 We move to experience, in John Steinbeck's words, "the winter of our discontent," an 

apparent death of what we expected would give us life.  We are so far removed from our 

beginnings that we feel as though something within us is dying.  That "sickness unto death"(4)  

brings us closer to rebirth than any other season.  We need to undergo a  death , just as nature 

does, in order to be reborn into spring--a new life issuing forth from the remains of the old. 

 Only in the eternal spring does the personality experience the perennial resurrection of 

the spirit that is thoroughly life giving, where, in a sense, every day is a fresh new experience 

with new life emerging from the womb of the unconscious.  The eternal spring, both physical 
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and spiritual, has been seeking us, calling us in our bones and in our fantasies since our sense of 

loss became real.  Even in our summer of innocence we had a yearning to know from whence we 

came, to re-experience our beginnings (e.g., the many questions that children actually ask 

concerning where and what they were before they were born). 

 Hopewell's World View Grid constitutes a seminal achievement which provides a 

framework for examining the evolution of mankind in both a general and a specific sense, from 

physical, social, and psychological perspectives.  We can use it to view society as a whole, 

groups and individuals with whom we have specific contact, and ultimately our own personal 

situation.  

 

TEMPERAMENTS 

 About 450 B.C.E., Hippocrates, the Father of Medical Science, is credited with dividing 

humans into four temperaments.  His theory was that difference in human personality was due to 

imbalance of the four humours or secretions of the lungs, kidneys, liver, and heart.  He labeled a 

person with an imbalance of phlegm from the lungs phlegmatic; one with an imbalance of black 

bile from the kidneys melancholic; one with an imbalance of yellow bile from the liver choleric; 

and one with an imbalance of blood from the heart sanguine. According to Hippocrates, a proper 

proportion of the humours in the body as a whole and in its various component parts results in 

health.  

  Paracelsus, Swiss physician, theologian, and alchemist living in the Sixteenth Century, is 

credited with adding the four elements of water, earth, fire, and air to further distinguish the traits 

of the temperaments.(5)   
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 First,  phlegmatic man is characterized as slow, calm, stolid, bland, sluggish, impassive, 

pale, cowardly, tactful, dilatory, apathetic, composed, and diplomatic.  Associated with the cold, 

moist aspects of water, I suggest the Child-Orphan emerges from the watery womb into a world 

in which he is dependent on others to nurture and coax into being a personality able to cope with 

the world in which he finds himself.  That the respiratory system is the last to develop in the 

prenatal being may indicate that it is the more sensitive of our physiological systems.  The Child-

Orphan is also the most sensitive of the three facets of the personality.  Perhaps those individuals 

with respiratory problems may be temperamentally more in the Child-Orphan position than any 

other. 

 Second,  melancholic man is characterized as anxious, emotional, moody, sentimental, 

un-enterprising, affected, conscientious, perfectionistic, thoughtful, irascible, sad, ponderous, 

self-reliant, dependable, cautious, deliberate, and unimaginative.  I see the Adult-Victim 

associated with the cold, dry aspects of earth, the Adult-Victim emerging with a powerless 

feeling against the forces of nature surrounding him.  He alternately succumbs to a feeling of 

rebellious helplessness and obedient coalescence.  The kidneys and intestinal track, the means of 

disposal of waste material, also represent the ability of the body to perform a creative  function.  

Overactive or underactive kidneys indicate the Adult-Victim's inability to maintain a sense of 

balance in his psychic life and represents his psychic creative malfunction. 

 Third, choleric is characterized as bold, active, quick-thinking, aggressive, insensitive, 

energetic, irate, impatient, obstinate, and vengeful.  Associated with the hot, dry aspects of fire, I 

argue the Parent-Tyrant belongs in this category.  He asserts himself in both positive and 

negative ways to reach his goal.  He, like fire, is all-consuming in his ambition or destruction.  
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The liver is the organ which primarily aids digestion, and an imbalance in the juices it secretes 

indicates that the choleric, no matter how energetic his lifestyle, is unable to control the proper 

assimilation of food in his body or the action of his psyche.  His "fiery" nature doesn't "agree 

with" his internal organs any more than he is "agreeable" to other people.  My own problem with 

an ulcer is a prime example of what a choleric can do to himself. 

 Fourth,  sanguine is characterized as sociable, lively, distractible, unorganized, cheerful, 

carefree, confident, optimistic, unstable, sturdy, scatterbrained, beneficent, joyful, and amorous.  

Associated with the warm, moist aspects of air, the sanguine represents a counterfeit self whose 

positive qualities nearly always outweigh the negative. Whereas the negative qualities of the first 

three seem to dominate, in general the sanguine's  positive qualities are so well received that 

allowance is made for his negative ones.   

 The sanguine gives the impression that all is right with the world. Often any shallowness 

of this conviction only affects him and not those with whom he associates.  The sanguine is 

perhaps more able than the other three to convince himself and others that he is in tune with his 

psyche.  And he may be more surprised at the heart ailments he suffers as a result of his 

imbalance than phlegmatics, melancholics, and cholerics are with the ailments that their 

temperaments cause.  

 I have friends who are examples of these differences.  W. sees himself as a sanguine but 

reveals his self-deception when he admits that the force within the melancholic is his sole 

motivation and that he can only perform when his level of guilt becomes overwhelming.  S. and 

H. appear to be extremely positive, optimistic people.  Close attention reveals, however, that this 

attitude of assuredness is the result of a continuous self-bombardment of affirmations and the 
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energetic verbal denial of the reality of some sad elements of their lives.  L. and E. give the 

impression that their lives are just as they would want them to be but their dependence on 

alcohol to maintain that attitude indicates a counterfeit reality.  B. seems to be the epitome of joy 

and sunshine, having an almost overabundance of energy and benevolence.  One day when the 

subject of her mother was mentioned I discovered behind a stricken countenance that though  she 

had been dead for 17 years, she could not yet be talked of without great pain and anguish. 

 The ancient Greeks believed that one was born with a certain temperament that shaped 

his personality and destiny and that this temperament remained his through life. We are 

predetermined to have a dominant temperament unless a miracle transforms us. The 

transformation takes place at the center, the core of the personality, and then radiates outward to 

change the four points.  I have discovered positive traits in my personality from all four 

temperaments since my three-day crisis resolution that I did not possess before. 

 The Greeks believed that in addition to physical diseases, mental and emotional 

dispositions were caused by the condition of the humours. Imbalanced humours gave off vapors 

which ascended to the brain and caused mental and emotional problems as well.  Perfect 

temperament resulted when no one humor dominated and all were equally balanced.  Imbalance 

caused the negative character traits to outweigh the positive,  but the union of the conscious and 

the unconscious brought about  the harmony that produces mental and emotional health. 

 The energy level is rather obvious in the four temperaments, with the least energetic 

being the phlegmatic and melancholic and the greater being the choleric and the sanguine.  The 

more energetic seem to be the more desirable since those individuals have more power and are 

better able to exercise control.  My judgment here may be biased as my own temperament, the 
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choleric, is the only one I know firsthand.  Perhaps each contains the same amount of psychic 

energy, but the  direction the energy takes makes them seem unequal.  Perhaps the phlegmatic 

seems to lack energy because so much is directed inward, and the melancholic divides his energy 

between the inner and the outer, whereas the choleric concentrates his on the external which 

makes it more evident.  

  In the transformation I am convinced that the energy is changed and redistributed so that 

the positive elements of all four temperaments are working in harmony within the individual.  At 

least, that is what I have found happening in me. In transformation the Self releases equal and 

abundant psychic energy in each of us.  The positive characteristics are enhanced to the degree 

that they predominate in each temperament and the negative traits atrophy to the point where 

they are inconsequential. 

I argue that temperament is the wild card in our personality—in the triad with heredity and 

environment.  Our temperament has nothing to do with the temperament of either parents or with 

birth order.  Even though we are a combination of elements of all four, one predominates from 

the time of birth.  We do not need to work to recognize consciously our level of psychic energy.  

It will quickly settle into the temperament for which it is suited.  And this level of energy and 

temperament will help to determine what motto we will adopt, although individuals in more than 

one life position may choose the same motto, living it out at different levels of energy. 

Volition is always an option for us.  Our desire for change must of necessity precede the 

action of the Self in transformation.  Regardless of our temperament, each of us has the 

opportunity to want wholeness.  Kierkegaard says that the one who fears the medicine or the 

doctor's knife really fears getting well.  He "desires health yet does not will it, although he has it 
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in his power."(6) 

 

FREUD, KUNKEL, AND JUNG 

Modern psychology has made its vital contribution to the understanding of the  personality.  

Freud's epoch-making categories of the oral, anal, phallic, and genital phases of psychosexual 

development add another dimension to the grid of life positions.   

The oral form of sexual instinct involves actions and fantasies related to taking and 

receiving.  The traits of the oral character are optimism/pessimism, gullibility/suspicion, 

manipulation/passivity, admiration/envy, and  cockiness/self-belittlement. The Orphan 

concentrates his energies on getting the nourishment in relationship he needs for survival.  The 

more negative of these pairs are frequently his traits. 

The anal stage  involves giving and withholding.  The traits include 

stinginess/overgenerosity, constrictedness/expansiveness, stubbornness/acquiescence, 

orderliness/messiness, rigid punctuality/ tardiness, meticulousness/dirtiness, and 

precision/vagueness.  The Victim exhibits either or both  pairs of traits mentioned, generally 

exhibiting more of the withholding than the giving.  This is exemplified in the child who is 

possessive of his bowel movements, as well as the one easily "trained" to give anything that is 

asked of him. 

The phallic stage involves castration and separation anxiety.  The traits include vanity/self-

hatred, pride/humility, blind courage/ timidity, brashness/bashfulness, gregariousness/isolation, 

stylishness/ plainness, flirtatiousness/avoidance of heterosexuality, chastity/ promiscuity, and 

gaiety/sadness .  The Tyrant uses his powerful thrusting energies to cover negative traits like 
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timidity with the more forceful traits of courage and brashness. 

The genital stage involves sexual energies sublimated into creative channels.  The traits 

include social adjustment, courage, self-satisfaction, wholesome heterosexuality, diligent and 

effective work habits, altruism, and generosity.  This position of wholeness experiences none of 

the tension of the first three (oral, anal, and phallic).  This wholeness fosters  a harmony that 

produces the greatest possible creativity.  Admittedly we are a combination of all four.  Yet each 

of us resides most of the time in one of the first three, whereas the fourth—genital--is the desired 

goal.     

 Carl Jung described  the four major functions operating within the individual: feeling, 

sensation, thinking, and intuition.  Feeling emphasizes  the heart and gives us a sense of the value 

of something.  Sensation gives the awareness that a thing is.  It is a sum total of the awareness of 

external facts through the senses.  Thinking tells what a thing is through conceptualization,  

which involves perception and identifies function.  Intuition is the ability to form hunches when 

there are no established values or concepts--a sort of divination or miraculous faculty operating 

from the unconscious and used when one is pioneering in an unknown area where the other three 

functions cannot grasp what we need to know. 

Jung saw the four functions as distinct and forming two pairs of opposites: feeling vs. 

thinking (heart opposed to head) and sensation vs. intuition (hands opposed to hunch).  Feeling is 

that function which weighs and values.  Sensation is the function of perceiving through our 

senses.  Thinking is the function which gives meaning and understanding.  Intuition is the 

function which "tells us of future possibilities and gives us information of the atmosphere which 

surrounds all experience."(7)  
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The feeling function describes the Charismatic Orphan who relates with his heart rather 

than with his intellect.  The sensation function describes the Canonic Victim, who operates 

primarily from what has come to him through sense perception.  The thinking function describes 

the Empiric Tyrant who acts primarily out of  rational analysis and evaluation.  The intuition 

function describes  the Gnostic who looks within for knowledge which goes beyond the other 

three.  The gnostic‟s knowledge enhances the other three and is in turn enriched by them. 

Feeling informs me through its feeling-tones of the value of things, whether a thing is 

acceptable or agreeable or not, what a thing is worth to me.  Sensation tells me that something is.  

It does not tell me what it is, and it does not tell me other things about that something.  Thinking 

tells me what a thing is.  It gives a name to the thing.  It adds a concept because thinking is 

perception and judgment.  Intuition is a divination of sorts,  a miraculous faculty which gives me 

hunches and the ability to depend on them--a  perception which does not go by the senses but 

goes via the unconscious.(8) 

Epistemologically,  the Charismatic operates through instinct; the Canonic, through the 

five senses; the Empiric, by means of rational thought; and the Gnostic,  by means of a mystic 

intuition.  Western man has been dominated by Aristotelian thought, which denies the intuitive 

means of knowing.  Our emphasis on the senses and the rational process has brought us to 

experience a void in our lives which can only be filled by the  spiritual knowing that comes from 

the Self through the Gnostic. 

          Joseph Pearce, educator and author,  talks of the three parts of our brain which are at war 

until they become integrated.  Feeling, acting, and thinking  must be brought into harmonious 

balance in order for us to become who we were designed to be.  He says we use 100 percent of 
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the sensory/motor function of the brain, which we share with animals, but that we only use about 

five percent of the great spiritual unconscious part of the brain which belongs to humans alone 

and is the unique creative aspect.  The five percent that we do use accounts for the best 

achievements of mankind, but in order to integrate the psyche the other 95 percent must be 

allowed to function.(9) 

Jung said that we cannot consciously get to our  weakest function directly.  This inability 

of the conscious is, however, not a problem for the unconscious.  The unconscious is constantly 

propelling us toward our opposite function in its longing for balance.  For example, several 

women I know  demonstrate the Charismatic  need for relationship and have rather obsessive 

attachment to parents, children, or grandchildren. But they also exhibit on the opposite side of 

the scale, an Empiric ability, with  well-developed rational and  intellectual skills, even in some 

highly technical areas, and, interestingly, without aggression or the need to dominate. 

B. is a young woman whose psychic energy and intellectual ability place her in the 

Empiric position.  Her unconscious is striving for balance, however, in a longing for relationship, 

a quality dominant in the Charismatic.  Her independent assertiveness has led her out of several 

marriages but her need for relationship causes her to shrivel up  psychically and physically until 

she finds another mate. 

R. is also an Empiric/Tyrant.  His temperament and personality cause him to dominate at 

home, on the job, and at social events.  His great need for relationship, on the other hand, 

manifests itself in a rather childish need to be fed, clothed, and cared for by a woman. 

         Fritz Kunkel, a contemporary and colleague of Jung, described what he called four ego 

roles: the Clinging Vine, the Turtle, the Nero, and the Star.  Corresponding to the Charismatic 
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Orphan, the Clinging Vine is passive, has low vitality, comes from a soft environment, wants 

protection, hates responsibility, shuns decisions.  Corresponding to the Canonic Victim, the 

Turtle is passive, has low vitality, comes from a harsh environment, wants to be left alone, hates 

to be involved in the drama of life.  Corresponding to the Empiric Tyrant, the Nero is active, has 

high vitality, comes from a harsh environment, wants power and hates to be bullied.  

Corresponding to the Gnostic the Star is active, comes from a soft environment, wants 

admiration and hates ridicule. 

        Kunkel emphasizes that all of us are combinations of all four even though we tend to be 

more one than another at any given time and, as in our predetermined temperament, we tend to 

emphasize the same one over and over.(10) 

 

ERIKSON AND KIERKEGAARD ON STAGES OF DEVELOPMENT 

Erik Erikson's stages of human development can also be superimposed on 

the design set forth above.  His "Stage I: Trust vs.  Mistrust" fits into the Charismatic  

position.  The "I am what hope I have to give" corresponds to the world view that hopes 

 for the life-sustaining relationship.  

 "Stage II: Autonomy vs. Shame” serves as the transition from the  

Charismatic to the Canonic  position.  The event that provokes motto 

 adoption fosters shame.  "I am what I can will freely," as the expression of free will, 

 couples with determinism.  Together free will and determinism choose  the motto which  

best suits our temperament. A person wills himself, through motto adoption, to develop   

a feeling of adequacy.  

 "Stage III: Initiative vs. Guilt” corresponds to the Canonic position  
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where one is in constant tension between feeling guilty for not measuring up to some  

standard and feeling the desire to exert independence.  The "I am what I can imagine I 

 will be“ of this  stage propels me into "Stage IV: Industry  vs. Inferiority" which  

corresponds to the  Empiric world view.  In this stage the "I am what I can learn to make  

work" engages in  the hardening of the ego boundaries, to use Peck's terms again, and one  

learns how much ability and control one has over one‟s life and world.  

 Stages V, VI, VII, and VIII are all opportunities for movement from the  

Empiric to the Gnostic.  

 "Stage V: Identity vs.  Identity Confusion” proclaims "I claim who and what I am"  

"Stage VI: Intimacy  vs.  Isolation" declares  “we are what we love"  

"Stage VII: Generativity  vs.  Stagnation” states "I am what I contribute to the next 

  generation" 

"Stage VIII: Integrity vs.  Despair" affirms "I am what survives of me "  

The positive of each of these last four pairs  represent the creative expression which  

automatically springs from the  Gnostic at whatever age we arrive there.(11) 

 Soren Kierkegaard developed what he called Four Stages of  Existence.  

Although he graphed them moving in a gradual line from lower left to upper right, they  

correspond to the counter-clockwise grid previously delineated in this chapter,  beginning  

with the Charismatic and moving around to the Gnostic.  Kierkegaard‟s  first stage is the  

Aesthetic where pleasure is the goal.  The word derives from the Greek “sensual” and  

speaks of the infant who, in his innocent, not yet self-conscious stage, senses that the  

world revolves around him.  Crisis for the aesthete is  despair in the loss of innocence and  

the beginning of consciousness, which causes him  either to choose death or the next stage  
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in a leap of faith. 

        The second stage is the Ethical and is characterized by a sense of duty.  The  

individual in this stage has consciously chosen the good, moral way of life.  He becomes  

a self-conscious self and accepts a sense of responsibility along with a freedom of choice.  

The problems associated with this stage are that of becoming an absolutist and the sense  

of guilt that is felt when the individual realizes he can never fulfill the standards of  

goodness.  The crisis manifests itself in a sense of yearning for something that has not  

yet been achieved coupled with the realization that this ethical approach is too cheap. 

The choices include legalism, mysticism, and, for the sensitive individual who is willing  

to take another leap of faith, the third stage. 

Religiousness “A”: Subjectivity is the third stage, characterized by intense introspection as 

the religious overtakes the ethical as the absolute.  Subjectivity is paramount as the individual 

searches for his genuine authenticity which manifests its passion and sincerity according to a 

personal standard of integrity.  Many who reach this stage remain here.  For those who encounter 

crisis in the form of guilt or a void, the choice is made between moving back to the Ethical stage, 

mysticism, or another leap of faith into the fourth stage. 

  The fourth stage is Religiousness “B”: Paradox and is considered the stage of 

transcendence as compared to the three previous stages of  immanence.  It includes a high level 

of peace and joy that is not present in the first three.  Truth comes to man in stage four through 

direct revelation from God as he becomes one with God in a union that automatically brings love 

and insight.  In stage three the truth is important quite apart from the teacher.  In stage four the 

teacher and the truth are one and the same: God.(12) 
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EMOTION AS MOTIVATOR 

Each life position carries with it a dominant emotion.  From the Latin "to move," emotion 

"is a sum of energy that occurs, or is set off, in a person by a meaningful experience.  Its chief 

characteristic is its energy."(13)  As the strongest force within us, emotion is our primary 

motivational stimulus.   

I believe that the overriding emotion in the Child/Orphan is fear--the primordial fear of 

falling and of death.  This fear may  be translated into both the fear of losing the relationship that 

makes life possible and  not being able to recapture it or find another one like it after the 

essential life-sustaining relationship is gone.   

The Orphan, by virtue of his orphanhood, as opposed to the Child, has fallen, and thus, in a 

sense, has died to his former, blissful--albeit preconscious--life.  Even though he has physically 

survived his fall, he fears that he will not survive a second one.  The Orphan not only 

experiences a sense of the loss of something valuable but fears that he, too, will be lost. 

Richard Bach‟s character Don Shimoda tells a girl who is afraid to fly that she is 

frightened because she fell and died once but that she doesn't have to be afraid any longer.(14) 

We all fit the image of the frightened girl.  Even  though we need not fear any longer, part of the 

nature of the Orphan within us is to be afraid.  We have survived our initial fall from childhood 

into orphanhood, but there resides inside us the fear that we may not survive another fall.  We 

fear that with which we are familiar more than that which is foreign.  We fear that which we 

have already survived rather than that which has not yet happened to us.   

Those who survived the Depression are the ones who are most fearful of another one and 

attempt to guard against such a recurrence by purchasing insurance policies and CD's and 
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making investments in land, etc., even though all of these became worthless decades ago.  

Although these people survived  the poverty of the 20's and 30's, they are hounded by the fear of 

future poverty. 

Fritz Kunkel suggests that our fear creates what we want to avoid and this becomes the 

pattern of our neuroses.(15)  A friend of mine was never afraid to be alone in a house until one 

night she caught a burglar trying to break in.  Her response at the time was courageous and 

resourceful, and she was not hurt , but she lives now in dread of a similar event happening.   

One man says he thinks our greatest fears are of punishment,  of being taken advantage of. 

or of being made to look  foolish.  His life reflects an attempt to protect himself from a 

recurrence of just such episodes from his childhood.  Another friend fears most of all not being 

able to survive a divorce even though she has already survived one and has no regrets about it.  

 Martin Marty is credited with saying that in this country the most basic fear of males is 

failure, and of females is abandonment.  No doubt we can all identify in our own lives, regardless 

of our gender, examples of failure and abandonment which substantiate this theory.  Kunkel says 

the more we fear something the more we crave protection.(16) 

 Fear is our most basic negative emotion.  All fears can be reduced to that basic fear of 

death which harkens back to our biological birth--a kind of death trauma.  We are afraid that, 

even though we survived our first death/birth, another trauma which we cannot survive will 

engulf us.  Of course this can refer to physical death, but this fear, in a more existential sense, 

refers to psycho-spiritual death. But this is the  very kind of death which must be faced and 

endured--and survived--in order to achieve life.  Paradoxically, our greatest fear must produce in 

us a kind of death.  Then  we can be freed into new life. We can be sure that anything we fear 
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holds great truth for us. 

Our moment of motto adoption is provoked by the fear that the incident of inadequacy will 

return.  I feared a return of the overwhelming feeling of powerlessness that I experience as a 

child when my crying incident was punished and thus determined to "Be Strong." The "Be 

Smart," "Be Independent," "Be Adaptive," and all others come from the same sort of fear.  What 

we fear most is  the opposite of the motto we have adopted.  That  very fear must be experienced 

fully before it can be eliminated.  We must address what lies behind  our greatest fear.  In 

conversation, we  learn what we must do to cooperate so that we are released from that fear. 

As the Child is the first to emerge in our conscious awareness, the accompanying emotion 

of fear also emerges first.  Being first--and basic--it becomes the well from which all other 

negative emotions spring.  Each life position tends to propel the individual into the next one, 

going counter-clockwise, and the Orphan's fear pushes him into the Adult/Victim position (see 

diagram).  Fear is such an uncomfortable emotion that movement away from it, in any direction, 

is desirable. 

The Adult/Victim experiences two basic emotions: grief and guilt.  Grief comes from the 

sense of loss experienced in the Child when he loses the relationship that is life-producing for 

him.  At this point he experiences himself as an Orphan.  Guilt comes from the innate feeling that 

he is at fault for his loss.  He blames himself for his own sense of inadequacy, believing this 

inadequacy  caused the loss of relationship.  Whitmont and Kaufman say the price of 

consciousness is guilt that must be accepted.(17)   

Reuter agrees that we are at both  victims of and responsible for, the tragedy of the human 

situation.(18)  Grief and guilt both contribute to the individual‟s  feeling of victimization.  He is 
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both the cause of and the recipient of grief and guilt.  Grief is a natural response to the 

experience of loss that has occurred in the Child and made him an Orphan.  Guilt at being the 

cause of such a loss becomes unbearably painful.  Something in me felt responsible for the 

punishment I received in response to the grief I felt and tears I shed at age three and a half. 

The Victim attempts to deal with both the grief and the guilt, yet the sadness he 

experiences because  of both is not authentic or allowed to be authentic.  The grief is not fully 

experienced as the individual keeps telling himself that his grief is the result of his own doing; 

therefore, he has no right to grieve as he might want to.   

He tells himself  as well that his grief, no matter how profound, is not as intense as that of 

someone else.  He tells himself that he has no right to grieve or, on the other hand, no right to 

experience joy because of the sad state of others.  I have  known several people who thought that 

no one had a right to any joy as long as there was so much suffering in the world. 

  On the other hand, the guilt as well as the fear is so great that the individual must  

 

in some measure grieve over them.  Yet that very guilt keeps him from  plumbing  

 

 the depths of his sadness.  Both grief and guilt become so uncomfortable that  

 

they, in turn, propel the individual into the third life position: the Parent/Tyrant. 

 

 The Victim feels a sense of persecution, even though he may readily 

 

concede that he is the cause of some of that feeling.  He is unable, however, as Victim, to escape 

the double burden and moves as quickly and as often as possible into the Parent/Tyrant, whose 

concern is with a sense of power and whose dominant emotion is that of anger.  While grief and 

guilt are authentic responses to fear and a sense of loss, anger is a camouflage, a cover-up. To 

 use the vernacular, we would much rather give someone else hell than give it to ourselves, and 
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that essentially is the difference between the way the Tyrant and the Victim operate.  The Tyrant 

blames others in his anger for what is unsatisfactory in his own life; the Victim blames himself 

and accepts whatever blame he perceives others are thrusting on him.  The Tyrant uses his 

additional energy to escape his  fear and guilt and grief by projecting them onto others in all 

forms of anger-- from annoyance to patience to resentment to disgust to hatred.  I had enough 

psychic energy early in life to move into and stay in the Tyrant position, rarely feeling any sense 

of guilt, grief, or fear. 

A friend suggests that people become angry because they do not have internal permission 

to take care of themselves in any other way.  Anger is the only permission they can give 

themselves.  If so, many people seem to need to stay angry most of the tine in order to survive.  

The individual is, however, a paradox of cowardice and bravery.  He has cowardly run away 

from his fear, grief, and guilt while he has bravely mustered all the energy he could find to take 

control of his life.  He acts rather than reacts  as he frees himself from the first two positions.  

The angry person has removed himself from authentic responses to the dissatisfaction in his life.  

He has employed all the energy and power at his disposal to force others to make life satisfactory 

for him. 

            Power and anger work together in an interesting way in the Tyrant and seem both to feed 

and to deplete each other.  The more power anger the individual amasses,  the angrier he 

becomes at the idea that someone  might attempt to undermine his power.  And the angrier he 

becomes the faster he uses up his supply of energy for wielding that power.  

          The anger takes the form of a  compulsive judgment of people, things, and circumstances.   

Judgments on the goodness and badness of anything presuppose an omnipotence that the angry 
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Tyrant wants and successfully demonstrates.  Yet these judgments require an enormous amount 

of energy for constant reinforcement.  My experience is a prime example of this and my eventual 

physical fatigue pointed to the protraction of this in my own life. 

 Anger is impotence masquerading as potency. To many, giving up anger would be 

tantamount to giving  up whatever sense of power they have achieved. More than one man has 

told me that without his anger he would feel impotent.  Yet that very sense of power is propelling 

us toward the fourth life position: the Self.   

 Our determination for power saps the very energy that it  generates.  Whatever   

 

power we can seize is rather quickly frittered away, at least in a psychic sense, through  

 

efforts to maintain it.  What we are after is a sense of power that renews itself without  

 

leaving us exhausted, and that is what the Self is propelling us toward--authentic  joy which  

 

multiplies itself in creative activity. 

 

Perhaps all negative emotions are present in each life position—but normally one 

predominates.  As we switch back and forth among our Orphan, Victim, and Tyrant positions,  

we may find that we fear our grief,  feel guilty about our anger, and  feel angry about our fears.  

Still these emerge in counter-clockwise,  backwards order, symbolizing the inevitability of our 

moving in the wrong direction in order to move finally in the right direction.  Finally all facets of 

our personality are in proper order. 

As our conscious awareness  develops, both individually and collectively, an interesting 

thing happens in our emotions.  If we do not deal with emotions straightforwardly and  

honestly, they  change.  Fear, for example, if not faced but suppressed into the 

subconscious, becomes anxiety (see diagram).  Fear changes from that which has a definable 



 

194 

                                                                                                                                                             

object into that which is a dissipated emotion pervading our whole being.  W. H. Auden has 

called ours the "age of anxiety." (19)   

 Anxiety generally has no definite object but is an uneasiness that adversely affects body 

as well as mind.  Psychotherapists have identified both overt and covert anxiety and declare that 

non-psychological literature has primarily studied overt anxiety.  Covert, or hidden anxiety, must 

be inferred from the total picture of the individual who, when harboring great anxiety, adopts a 

magical defense which seems to indicate  happiness.(20) 

Fear can move to the other extreme as well, to become intellectualized into what we might 

label concern.  Concern seems a much more sophisticated and manageable term than fear.  We 

can bring into it whatever sympathy, worry, empathy, apprehension, and suspicion we like.  

Using the term concern, we give the impression of care and compassion,  but deny the 

authenticity of the underlying fear. 

Grief and guilt can also change forms.  Grief, when submerged, becomes depression.  

Depression has even been defined as unresolved grief.  Grief has an object but when, like fear, it 

is suppressed, its object becomes vague and indeterminable.  Moreover, the feeling it produces 

spreads its misery in an indistinct and indefinable way, much the same way as anxiety.  Steiner 

says that depression "is the single most common complaint of people who seek therapy."(21)  

Rubins adds: 

Depression provides punishment, as well as an active process of putting oneself        and 

one's feelings down.  It provides a kind of anesthesia so that no feelings, including 

unacceptable ones, are experienced with any great intensity.  Thus depression serves an 

important enough economy to give it a most addictive quality, and once used it is generally 

used again and again. (22) 

 

Intellectualized, grief becomes hurt,  mental distress rather than a primary act of the emotions.   
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 Guilt, when suppressed, becomes shame, an all-pervading sense of disgrace that, like 

anxiety and depression, has no precise object.  When given intellectual sophistication, however, 

guilt emerges as embarrassment, a state of self-conscious distress which, to the rational being, 

seems much more easily handled. 

  Anger can also be submerged or elevated.  Rubin declares that anger is repressed  

 

more than any other emotion, and when repressed, blocks other emotions and eventually  

 

comes out in explosive form.(23)  When suppressed anger becomes rage, a kind of violent  

 

outburst that has no specific object but may be directed at a large collective object. 

  

When raised to conscious rationalization , anger becomes disappointment,  a feeling of  

 

dissatisfaction that camouflages, even more than anger, the authentic  underlying phenomenon  

 

of fear.   

 

  Before my crisis, anger for me was so useful in its  natural state that I rarely 

 

 suppressed or elevated it. 

  

 In the late 1980's one word—stress--became a cliché in our vocabulary,  a  

 

watchword for all that is burdensome or disagreeable in our lives.  In our determination to  

 

remove ourselves as far as possible from painful emotions we took a step beyond the  

 

intellectualization of fear into concern, grief into hurt, guilt into embarrassment, and 

 

anger into disappointment.  Moving one step further into the rational and away from the 

  

emotional, we  adopted the word "stress." Stress enables us to remove ourselves one  

 

step further from not only the feeling of authentic emotion inside us but also the  

 

acceptance of responsibility for it.  

  

 We can play a big game of Victim as we talk about the stress we face and are  
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burdened with in personal relationships, in our jobs, and in the world in general.  We  can  

 

put stress in the same category as the common cold and see ourselves as incapable of  

 

escaping its malaise.  With a label like stress we can remove ourselves from even having  

 

to deal with which of the negative emotions we are faced with. Stress easily covers  

 

all of them. 

 

             Even for those of us who have exercised such control over our  emotions that we are not 

consciously aware of embarrassment, hurt, and disappointment, let alone guilt, grief, and anger, 

there are indications of activity beneath the surface of our consciousness.  We can see 

intimations of important emotions in the mildest forms of frustration, uneasiness, and irritation.  

               The most moderate twinges of frustration, taking the form of  discouragement and 

dissatisfaction, can point us to feelings of insecurity and effectiveness that lie within the 

Child/Orphan. The weakest pangs of uneasiness, taking the form of a sense of awkwardness or 

discomfort, can point us to the feelings of distress that lie within the Adult/Victim.  The mildest 

form of irritation, taking the form of a very slight and gradual arousal of annoyance, can point us 

to the feelings of resentment that lie within the Parent/Tyrant.  Indications of anything less than 

satisfaction within us can guide us into an investigation of something deeper within our psyche. 

 Because of our bent toward the rational rather than the emotional, we have come to believe 

that the mind is much more capable of solving problems than the heart.  The truth is that 

intellectualizing these basic emotions brings us no closer to a resolution than suppressing them.  

Neither, in fact, solves the problem because neither deals with the emotions honestly.  Both 

approaches, the rationalizing and the suppressing, tend to control rather than to confront the basic 
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feelings.  What is needed is a facing of what causes us pain so that we will experience  relief 

from it.  

 Psychic pain is not an essential ingredient of our basic emotions, and the Self, the 

unconscious, is most eager to show us that we can experience even grief without pain.  Henri 

Nouwen says that sadness is only hidden joy.(24)  Sadness is not the opposite of joy but simply a 

necessary interruption.  The Self allows the individual to experience total joy and total sadness, 

each without contamination from the other. Rubin says feelings of sadness "are intensely human 

and deserve as much respect as feelings of joy and happiness."(25).  In the Victim,  grief and 

sadness cannot be fully experienced.  Consequently, any corresponding joy is kept from 

emerging.  But in the Self, both joy and sadness are experienced utterly and without interference 

from the other.  Having removed the pain from sadness, the Self is free to experience sorrow in 

its entirety.  And the sadness, having been encountered, dissolves as the joy beneath it emerges.   

 Whereas the Victim experienced joy and sadness together in varying proportions, the Self 

allows no such mixing.  In order to achieve its purpose, each must be experienced alone and on 

its own terms.  The Self does not, therefore,  remove grief and sadness from the individual, but 

enables him to give each proper attention and expression. 

The transformation by the Self to the fourth and all-inclusive life position brings one  

authentic feelings of relief and joy.  Transformation next gives a sense of creativity as opposed to 

the sense of loss, persecution, and manipulative power in the other three.  In the transformation 

into the Self, anger breaks down and the authentic negative emotions of fear, grief, and guilt are 

experienced fully.  

 Since the crisis which brings about the transformation involves the fear of death that we 
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felt in our Orphan, there is afterward no fear left to be experienced.  Neither does there remain 

the guilt that we felt in our Victim.  Even the grief over our pitiable state has dissolved and 

disappeared as we have experienced it fully--as grief always does when we allows ourselves to 

experience it fully.  The anger produced from our need to maintain control, masking a fear of 

losing everything, is transformed in the Self into a genuine sense of rejuvenating creative 

powerfulness. 

Some of the "Fathers" of Orthodox Christianity regarded passions “as dynamic impulses 

originally placed in man by God, and so fundamentally good."(26)  The Self relieves the 

individual of the self-destructive emotions and recreates us in our original childlikeness.  The 

Self  allows ourselves to experience the authentic emotions that events and situations cause,  joy 

and sadness.  As creatures in the image and likeness of God, who Himself is pure joy, we are 

intended to experience the same  joy that is His essence, since it is our essence also.  Likewise, 

when an event has interrupted our joy, we are intended to experience our authentic, existential 

grief.  Only in experiencing the grief can we be enabled to recover the joy. 

Ellis and Harper declare that feeling sorrow when we lose something we desire is 

healthy.(27)  Grief is not the antithesis of joy but a necessary interruption. The sooner we allow 

ourselves to experience the interruption as real sadness, the sooner it will pass and the joy will be 

restored. 

And the more we allow the joy to both penetrate our total being and emerge from the 

center of our being, the less the sadness will affect us.  The more joy we experience, the greater 

depths of joy that we discover within ourselves, the more permeated and saturated we become 

with joy.  That saturation becomes stronger and stronger and that strength provides a kind of 
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cushion for the sadness that interrupts it, a cushion which tends to cradle and comfort and remind 

us in the midst of sorrow that we are, we have, we know a kind of joy that even sorrow cannot 

eliminate. 

The broken relationship in the Orphan causes the reaction of fear; the inability of the 

Victim to meet some standard of authority causes us guilt and grief; the inability of the Tyrant to 

achieve our goals through power causes a reaction of anger.  In the Self we are, however, 

relieved of fear, painful grief, guilt, and anger in order that joy may be experienced.  

The Self does not prevent the personality from experiencing sadness in the future.  We 

shall continue to have experiences of sorrow as an integral part of life. The Self enables the 

individual, however, to face and experience such grief honestly and directly, and thus remove 

any need to fall into depression or rationalize the hurt.  The Self is working through all negative 

emotions, trying to direct us to an experience whereby pain will be eliminated and we can feel 

authentic joy and sorrow. 

            Movement, characterizing every aspect of life, plays an important part in the life  

 

positions  on several levels.  Movement takes the form of “Moving Towards” in the  

 

Charismatic as the Orphan reaches out for the needed nurture: “Moving Without” in the  

 

Canonic as the Victim learns to make adjustments and exist without the coveted reward  

 

of satisfaction; “Moving Against" in the Empiric as the Tyrant determines to use his strength to 

counteract any forces opposing him; and “Movement Within" in the Gnostic as the Self enables 

the individual to experience wholesome environment within his psyche as well as within 

whatever external and relationship framework he finds himself.(28) 

There is an alternating painful/non-painful progress from the Charismatic around to the 
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starting position in the East.  From Charismatic to Canonic the movement is painful  but 

inevitable.  There is no choice involved.  From  Canonic to Empiric movement involves a choice 

and is not painful.  My own movement from doing my "duty" in the Canonic to doing only what 

I wanted to do in the Empiric was anything  but painful. My friend  J., who recognizes that 

Canonic is where she lives most of the time, says she feels most potent when she is most 

rebellious: again, a painless movement.  Movement from Empiric to Gnostic is a matter of 

choice that involves pain, but the last movement from Gnostic to Charismatic to complete the 

circle is automatic and painless. 

All life positions have in common the desire for pleasure and the desire for avoidance of 

pain.  Each tries to set up its own technique for minimizing pain as much as possible.  In the 

Charismatic and the Canonic, attention is directed at another as the source of both pleasure and 

pain.  The Empiric seeks pleasure by inflicting pain on others,  and the Gnostic seeks pleasure 

without giving or receiving pain.  Surrender of any of the first three positions for the of the 

fourth entails pain for the individual.  As in other areas of life, we are prone to accept the known 

and predictable, albeit painful, reality of the present in favor of the  unknown, albeit possibly 

pain-free, future. 

In the Orphan,  the unconscious is in control as the infant's physical and psychological 

nature are naturally weak and basically passive.  In the Victim,  there is tension between the 

conscious and the unconscious.  This includes not only the reward/punishment of the Canonic 

orientation but the pull of the need for relationship of the Orphan and the pull of desire for 

autonomy of the Tyrant.  The tension is also between total dependency and total independence-- 

the dependency of the Orphan hungering for unconditional acceptance in relationship,  and the 
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autonomy that the Tyrant exhibits in his independence.  The amount of psychic energy present at 

any given time determines whether the pull is greater to move backwards or forwards. 

In the Tyrant, the conscious is in control.  There is, however,  tension between the 

established authority over the Victim and true autonomy of the Self.  The Tyrant is caught in the 

middle where he makes his own rules.  The Tyrant is pulled backwards to the safety of 

established rules and regulations in which he is called to exercise energy in obedience or 

disobedience.  He is also pulled forward to the freedom of the Self which suspends the rules.  

The independence, activity,  and strength the Tyrant feels are counterfeit, and he must work hard 

to maintain them. 

In the Gnostic there is harmony between the conscious and the unconscious, a balance 

between active and passive as opposed to the tension in the Canonic.  In this harmony there is 

genuine strength and authentic independence.  The pull of the Gnostic is a pull toward a balance 

that cannot be achieved in either of the other three. 

We grow from weakness to strength and on  to further  weakness to strength.  A double 

parallel.  Just like dying, we have to do everything twice.  The first time wasn't sufficient so we 

have to repeat the process.  We move from the weakness of the Orphan through the weakness of 

the Victim to the strength of the Tyrant.  His counterfeit strength eventually turns, however, to 

weakness, and we are directed to move through that to the genuine strength of the Self. 

 

DISTURBANCES IN THE PSYCHE 

The disintegration of the personality manifests itself in psychological disorders just as 

profoundly as the imbalance of the humours cause physical problems.  Steiner characterizes our 
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problems in terms of lovelessness, mindlessness, and joylessness.(29) These apply to the Orphan, 

Victim, and Tyrant as they represent the physical, mental, and emotional wholeness that all three 

are wanting. 

            Freud's classification of disorders include: 1) impulsive to psychotic (id emphasis) which 

corresponds to the Orphan; 2) pragmatic to psychopathic (ego emphasis) which corresponds to 

the Canonic; and 3) self-righteousness to guilt-obsessive (superego  emphasis) which 

corresponds to the Empiric. (30) 

Rubin Fine sees man's plight in three dimensions: 1) his instincts are too much for his 

rational control [Charismatic]; 2) he suffers too much from the hatred of his peers [Canonic] ; 

and 3) he is driven by unconscious forces which he rationalizes and falls into meaningless 

intellectualizations [Empiric]. (31) 

  Ellis says that all emotional disturbances are caused by one of the following  

 

notions: 1) Others MUST treat me kindly, fairly [Orphan]; 2) the world MUST make  

 

things easy for me, must cause life not to give me too much hassle [Victim]; 3) I MUST  

 

perform perfectly else I'm a horrible person [Tyrant]. (32)   

  Schizophrenia, the name given to a group of problems in disturbed thinking, is sometimes 

the break from reality for the Orphan who, in his longing for acceptance, may experience 

disintegration of his personality to the degree that he may exhibit several distinct personalities.  

Bipolar depression, with its alternating mania, identifies the Victim.  He  is torn between  mental 

and physical hyperactivity, excessive enthusiasm, and sadness, inactivity, and self-depreciation 

caused by feelings of guilt and disobedience.  

   Obsessive- compulsive disorder is the neurotic style of behavior exhibited most often by 
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the Tyrant, whose energy manifests itself in rigid drivenness.  Although he has the most psychic 

energy, he is not free to refrain from performing.  He has become the slave of his energy rather 

than its master. 

If the essence of emotional disturbance lies in blaming the self or others,  as Ellis and 

Harper maintain(33), then one of the greatest needs we have is to be relieved of such judgments.  

William Glasser says that the single outstanding need of human beings is for an identity, a belief 

that we are a unique self-distinct from others.(34)  Only the action of the Self can reintegrate our 

original and distinctive being. 

Someone has said that we early decide, either consciously, subconsciously, or 

unconsciously on one of three alternatives if life becomes unbearable: suicide, insanity, or 

homicide.   

Suicide is the alternative chosen by the Orphan.  Just as infants shrivel and die when they 

are not held and loved, so the Orphan allows his need of relationship to "flood" over him in a 

death wish so strong that he cannot resist its urge.   

The Victim chooses insanity.  Unable to deal with the tensions and burdens of his position, 

he allows an inner "quake"  to so disturb his equilibrium that  he will no longer have to live in 

this world. 

The Tyrant chooses homicide, although not necessarily murdering another person in hope 

of being apprehended and put to death himself.  Homicide may take the form of arthritis, cancer, 

alcoholism, obesity, AIDS, ulcers, and certain terminal diseases.  The inner "fire" finally 

consumes him, and his anger is turned  destructively inward. 

 Symbolically, the death wish is always an attempt on the part of the unconscious  
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to get our permission to allow a transformation to take place,  whereby ” death” 

 

becomes  new life.  We choose suicide, insanity, or some form of homicide because we  

 

misinterpret the urging to death that we feel within.  Always it is a call to life rather than  

 

to death.  Through the Self the combined elements of "air" and "blood" are symbolically 

 

spilled within us in order that the  new being may be created.  In Biblical terms the "still  

 

small voice” producing life is heard after the flood, wind, and fire.(35) 

 

             When we are transformed into our original Child-Adult-Parent, we achieve what our 

Orphan-Victim-Tyrant wanted most and could not get.  The Orphan wanted acceptance and 

nurture.  The Victim wanted ability to function.  The Tyrant wanted purpose and power.  Each 

gets his wish and at the same time becomes what each of the others needs in order for harmony 

to exist among the three. 

Perhaps Adler best defined this new being.  He said that the psychologically healthy 

individual is one who commits himself to life without evasion, excuse, or sideshows.  He feels a 

sense of confidence and optimism, of belonging, and he has self-esteem.(36)  The transformation 

into this new being is best described in psychological terms by the almost untranslatable 

“gestalt”-- a configuration of physical and psychological phenomenon so arranged that it is more 

than a sum of the individual parts.  We cannot say how a particular gestalt experience occurs.  

We only know when it does occur that it has occurred.  We exclaim the "Aha!" of knowing and 

experiencing.
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CHAPTER  X 

 

 GAMES 

  

 

 

The optimum ... in any relationship between persons, 

 is a relationship between I and Thou, 

 where each partner discloses himself without reserve ....  

It is experienced as moments of rare meeting, 

 of communion...experienced with joy. 

     Sidney M. Jourard 

 
 

 

 I began to see all of life through the prism of my three-day crisis and its culmination.  I 

began to understand  the interpersonal games I had played and the games I had witnessed others 

playing.  My games seemed to grow out of my motto and life position, or perhaps all three are so 
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intertwined that there is no chronology. And perhaps neither chronology nor understanding is the 

most important issue here as neither can change the way we are.  Understanding may change our 

behavior somewhat but it does not change our character.  Something beyond my understanding 

AND my will has to effect that change.  My primary purpose throughout the discussion of 

mottos, life positions, and games is to bring into consciousness our yearning for something 

beyond where we are now--to allow the process to take place which will change our life into 

what we want it to be. 

All three—mottos, life positions, and games--indicate that something false has been 

superimposed on something that is true; something destructive has overpowered that which is 

productive; something depressive is holding back something delightful.  Uncovering a motto is 

designed to create in us the conscious desire to live motto-free, to simply BE without adding 

adjectives. Delineation of our life positions is designed to create in us a longing to recover our 

lost Child, Adult, and Parent.  Games are designed to create a conscious yearning for intimacy 

beyond games and to comfort that yearning with the conviction that we can have just that. 

 Eric Berne and Claude Steiner agree that we are born OK.(1)  We begin life in game-

free-ness, enjoying the intimacy of the infant who needs and delights in the closeness that is 

established between him and those who nurture him.  At the moment of motto adoption we fall 

into a state of game playing even though we are not conscious of what is happening.  Berne 

points out that next to intimacy, games are the most gratifying means of achieving the social 

contact that contributes to our somatic and psychic equilibrium.(2)   

 The little child senses that he has lost something valuable, nay essential, to his feeling of 

well-being.  He cannot articulate and is almost totally unaware consciously of what he is doing. 
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He begins to attempt, from the motto and the life position that he has embraced, the kind of 

games which will reinforce his position and contribute to his achieving his positive goal. 

 Infant games (perhaps better labeled "play activities") such as "Pat-a-Cake" and "Peek-a-

Boo" are manifestations of an intimacy in which all participants are winners and the activity is 

always accompanied by humor, delight, and joy.  Infant fantasy and make-believe games come 

from a sense of wholeness which allows one to become a witch or ghost without fear.  The child 

feels whole and therefore feels free to assume various disguises, knowing that he can always 

return to himself after the masquerade. 

 After the child falls from innocence into the state described in the preceding chapters, his 

play often takes on  different characteristics.  His make-believe is partially an attempt on his part 

to reconnect with his preconscious original sense of self-satisfaction.  As the child becomes more 

conscious his games take on both realistic and idealistic elements.  "Hide-and-Seek" and "Tag" 

demonstrate the kind of game that the conscious and unconscious are playing with each other--

each wanting to find or catch the other and be reunited but at the same time each hiding or 

running from the other.   

 "Cowboys and Indians" or similar games using space-age characters are, among other 

things, an acting out of the tension between the conscious and the unconscious.  The need of the 

emerging conscious in the child is to label the "good" guys and the "bad" guys.  The original 

OK-ness of the child continues to emerge, however, in his desire for the "good" guys to be the 

perennial winners, and his desire to be one of the good guys. 

 The games become more subtle as the child matures, but always there is the need/desire 

to win.  The choice of games is based on the thinking of the individual that he will be able to 
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win, at least some of the time.  Notice that in the great majority of games, especially board and 

card games, there emerges one winner while all the rest of the players are losers.  Not much 

creative thought seems to be going into devising games where everybody wins. (And perhaps 

that would be called play rather than game.) We cannot seem to imagine that there could be a 

game where everybody can win.  We think that in order for us to win, someone has to lose. 

 One of the most interesting simulation games I have ever played or observed is called 

"Win as Much as You Can" and the title indicates the goal.  Players are divided into groups, 

given instructions and some plastic tokens.  During each of a number of rounds of play each 

team makes a decision which it hopes will win more tokens for its group.  Soon there is evidence 

in every round that the players interpret the goal to mean “get all you can while trying to prevent 

the others from getting any.”   All  players are understandably surprised at the end of the game to 

learn that the object was for everyone to get all he could and that by trying to block others, the 

players also blocked themselves.  This win/lose attitude comes not from the original OK-ness 

within us but from a not-OK-ness that wants to win as big as one can. 

 Our feelings of inferiority lead to a desire to feel superior as we come more and more to 

think in terms of opposites rather than harmony and unity.  Our feeling of "underdog" propels us 

into attempted "topdog" positions with games like "Mine's Better than Yours."   Evidences of 

this game run the gamut from "I Have More Dolls Than You Have” to "My House Cost More 

Money Than Yours Did" to "My Big Brother Can Hit A Ball Farther Than Your Big Brother 

Can" to "My Daddy Can Lick Your Daddy." And the irony in the top-dog position,  just as in the 

Tyrant life position,  is that the victory is pitifully short-lived.  We have great difficulty 

sustaining any good feelings from the victory for very long. 
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 We soon feel disillusioned  from our efforts toward top-dog-ism.  This disillusionment 

comes from the submerged idealism that fostered a notion of our being winners in the first place. 

And this leads eventually to the emergence of a multiplicity of games under the rubric of  "Ain't 

it Awful."  Long before I read Berne's Games People Play, I had decided that "Ain't it Awful" 

was definitely the most popular game currently played among the adults I knew.  I began to 

question the basis for its popularity, and I posit several reasons.  “Ain‟t it Awful”  represents a 

projection of the awfulness we feel inside about our inability to achieve our own happiness onto 

something or someone external.  Thus we are not forced to look at our own awfulness.  We can 

focus on some other awfulness, which shows the impossibility of totally escaping the awfulness 

altogether.  We have to face it somewhere and "out there" is easier than "in here." 

 Regardless of the variation and the intensity, any one of the three  life positions--Orphan, 

Victim, Tyrant--can easily participate in this game of “Ain‟t it Awful.”  John Claypool says that 

the negative spectrum of Transactional Analysis moves from "I'm Not OK" to "You're Not OK" 

to "We're Not OK" to "They're Not OK" to "It's Not OK."(3)  The game becomes insidious and 

something is needed to release us from this entrapment and move us into game-free intimacy. 

 Berne says that our games have far-reaching effects.  They are passed on from generation 

to generation, with the tendency evident in families  who play the same kind of games.  Rearing 

children, furthermore, sometimes becomes a matter of teaching them what games to play and 

how.  And everyone learns to associate with others who play the same games.(4)  The Child may 

learn games from either or both parents.  The opposite gender parent  gives him nonverbal 

messages on what to do and the same sex parent who tells him how.  Games are taught 

unconsciously by observation and experimentation as the child attempts to find ways of 
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interacting with people which will satisfy his motto, reinforce his life position, and approximate 

intimacy as closely as possible.  Berne says 

Games are sandwiched, as it were, between pastimes and intimacy.  Pastimes grow boring 

with repetition, as do promotional cocktail parties.  Intimacy requires stringent 

circumspection, and is discriminated against by Parent, Adult, and Child.  Society frowns 

upon candidness, except in privacy; good sense knows that it can always be abused; and 

the Child fears it because of the unmasking which it involves.  Hence in order to get away 

from the ennui of pastimes without exposing themselves to the dangers of intimacy, most 

people compromise for games when they are available, and these fill the major part of the 

more interesting hours of social intercourse.(5) 

        

 

My interpretation is that  there are two forces simultaneously at work within us.  While one force 

pushes us toward a group activity, toward all this game playing, another one, equally strong, is 

luring us away from the very things that are attracting us.  The second force is the unconscious 

which is agitating in order to become more recognizable.  The more we conform to the world, 

the closer we are to becoming transformed.  And the closer we come to being transformed, the 

greater the tug from the past and tradition and the coward inside us to abandon our new path and 

retreat into the old familiar ways. 

 The child may choose the same game as another member of his family, but for different 

reasons.  The child may choose to play "Ain't it Awful" out of his Orphan state even though he 

sees others playing the same game from their Tyrant state.  If he can make the game work for 

him, if he can experience winning in that game, he will continue playing it.  Otherwise, he will 

choose another game.  A good deal of free will is involved.  Games can be manipulated from a 

number of different mottos and life positions.  All games come from the same basic not-OK-

ness.  The process toward wholeness is essentially working itself out in the same way in all of us. 

Because of this, we easily find people with whom to interact in a game-like situation in ways that 
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will bring us some sense of satisfaction. 

 One of the classic games and possibly the basis for all games in interpersonal relationships 

is Triangle.  Stephen B. Karpman, a San Francisco psychiatrist, delineated in 1968 the Karpman 

Drama Triangle to explain games.  The three angles represent the Persecutor, Victim, and 

Rescuer.  There need not be more than two people to play.  One is initially the Victim and the 

other the Rescuer.  Traditionally the Victim will remain Victim and the Rescuer will tire of his 

role and become Persecutor, or the Victim will tire of his role and become the Persecutor.   

 Of course, Triangle can easily accommodate three distinct people.  In any case, someone, if 

not more than one, becomes the Victim.  People who find themselves more often as the Victim  

may frequently attempt to initiate this Triangle game.  The Victim hopes unconsciously to 

reinforce their Victim role or perhaps to escape temporarily from it into the role of Rescuer or 

Persecutor, as the game progresses and players switch roles. 

 My observations  lead me to believe that most of us stay more in the Victim life position 

than any other.  The Victim finds himself in tension between whomever is persecuting him and 

whomever might rescue him.  Perhaps Triangle game is usually initiated by some Victim seeking 

to be rescued.  A would-be rescuer accepts the invitation to "play." The Victim either 

demonstrates his determination to remain a Victim by jumping into a "Yes But" game or, much 

to the surprise of the Rescuer, switches into the role of Persecutor and suddenly the Rescuer 

finds himself the Victim.   

 Obviously Triangle is a game in which no one emerges a winner.  The reason that the game 

continues to enjoy great popularity, however, is that it gives the players a chance to reinforce 

their own view of themselves and the world and enjoy matching wits with other participants.  
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The idea is that even if we can't win, we can at least regulate the game so that no one else wins 

either.   

 Triangle involves a kind of drama, an acting out of roles and gives the opportunity to 

switch roles.  Its multi-dimensional nature makes it even more interesting than "Ain't it Awful" 

for there is an element of suspense involved in the game.  Even though we may sense from the 

beginning that no one will emerge a winner, each round may end a little differently.  This kind of 

drama satisfies a craving for excitement. 

 The popularity of Triangle bespeaks an interesting  phenomenon that bears investigation.  

Just as we tend to act out roles in the external game, the same Triangle is being played within us; 

and just as we tend to switch roles in the external game, so the roles are also switched inside; and 

just as our external movement is a search for satisfaction, so our internal movement is a search 

for an even more important resolution. 

 At the moment of our motto adoption our internal Parent, using the incident in which we 

feel alienated, persecutes our Child with messages of inadequacy. (Fig. 1) The internal Adult 

rescues the Child with a message that suggests the motto and encourages the Child to adopt it.  

While the Parent is telling the Child that he has failed, the Adult is telling the Child that 

with the motto he can rescue himself from the dilemma.  The Child believes himself to be 

rescued and adopts the motto and begins to live it. 

 Eventually, however, the Child turns on the Adult and begins to persecute the one who 

previously rescued him. (Fig. 2) The Child persecutes the Adult with messages that say the motto 

has not fully relieved the feelings of unhappiness--fear, guilt, grief, etc.  The Child says that he 

has adopted the motto that the Adult provided,  and that the desired end has not been achieved.  



 

216 

                                                                                                                                                             

At this point the internal Parent rescues the Adult.  The Parent gives nurturing messages that 

assure the Adult that he has done his best to help the Child achieve his motto. 

 The Adult then turns on the Parent.  The Adult becomes the persecutor  of the Parent with 

messages that the Parent has not provided the proper nurture that the Child needed in the first 

place.  This is because the Parent's initial message of inadequacy was the reason for the  motto  

initially. (Fig. 3) The Adult tells the Parent that his criticism of the Child initially caused the 

unhappy feelings to emerge; thus, the whole mess is the fault of the Parent.  The Adult 

persecutes the Parent for making a motto necessary in the first place.  Amazingly and 

paradoxically, the Child completes the game at this point, rescuing the Parent with messages of 

forgiveness for the Parent's not having been what the Child needed.  The internal game is now 

completed and no repetitions are necessary. 

 Notice that he who is being persecuted does not receive enough energy from the rescuer 

to turn and attack his persecutor.  Jung says that we cannot effect inner change by direct attack 

but must use an indirect means.  In the Triangle, two parties do not perform the same function 

toward each other; instead,  they perform opposite functions for each other but not all 

chronologically.  Persecution follows rescue but rescue does not follow persecution.   

Only in the transaction between the Parent and Child does the rescue follow persecution.  

The Child does not receive enough energy from the Adult to persecute the Parent--only enough 

to turn on the rescuer.  The Adult does not turn on the Child who is persecuting him but on the 

Parent who rescues him.  

The circle is completed when the Child rescues the Parent.  Just as so often happens in life, 

the very opposite of what we might expect and predict happens.  And this is not just an 
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interesting twist to a story that really should end some other way.  This is precisely the only way 

that our internal story can end happily. 

 Regardless of its power and might, this Parent within us, this Tyrant with its unswerving 

critical nature, is basically riddled with guilt.  This Parent who began the game of Triangle with 

its message of criticism is the very part of us that must be redeemed for the whole personality to 

live in harmony once again.  And the marvelous paradox is that of the Child rescuing the Parent 

when the very opposite is the logical way things would work. The Child does not receive enough 

strength to persecute the Parent,  but does receive the strength required to rescue The Parent.  In 

a sense, the Child becomes the Victim in order to become rescued and thereby enabled to be 

ultimately the Rescuer to the Persecutor, i.e., the Parent. 

 This strength comes not from any part of the conscious but from the unconscious.  If the 

Child could become as strong as he needs to become through conscious effort, mankind would 

have found a way by now to effect it. Only the unconscious can give the Child the strength 

needed to rescue the Parent.  Nothing in the conscious of the Child can relieve his basic fear and 

sense of helplessness and feelings of unhappiness.  Only something far more powerful than 

anything the conscious knows or can imagine can transmit the strength necessary to enable the 

Child, the weakest of the three facets of the personality, to effect the transaction that completes 

and erases the Triangle game entirely.   

 The brokenness in relationship between the Parent and the Child creates the necessity for 

the Adult to rescue the Child and placate the Parent. (6)  Both Parent and Child use the Adult for 

their own projections: the Parent rescues the Adult instead of rescuing the Child, and the Child 

persecutes the Adult instead of persecuting the Parent.  Because of the Parent's inability to 
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recognize and admit his persecution of the Child and the Child's inability to strengthen himself, 

the Adult is produced as the instrument for the eventual reconciliation between Parent and Child. 

 Harris sees the Adult "as the place where the action is, where hope resides, and where 

change is possible."(7) Reuther says the Adult is where rebirth must occur.(8) The Adult is the 

part of the conscious personality which finally brings Parent and Child into readiness and 

willingness to join  in seeking help beyond the conscious.  This brings the Triangle game to its 

conclusion.   

The Adult, exhausted and with feelings of failure, finally admits that his motto adoption, 

and activity ensuing from it, are insufficient and that he has done all he can do.  He 

acknowledges his inability to be the reconciling force between the tyrannical Parent and the 

orphaned Child.  In this acknowledgement the Parent and Child realize that they can no longer 

place their hope for some sense of wholeness on the Adult.  They are finally ready to follow the 

suggestion of the Adult  that they together look elsewhere for the help they need. 

 At this point the three agree to explore the unconscious, to seek answers from a depth 

which they have not heretofore penetrated.  Together they are able to initiate the conversation 

with the unconscious that will lead to the only ultimately satisfactory solution.  Only when the 

three facets of the conscious personality recognize their helplessness and together they agree that 

the time is right to seek assistance can the process be begun with the unconscious.  A unity of 

purpose is as necessary in the conscious as it is in the unconscious. (Fig. 4) 

 An interesting phenomenon has been simultaneously at work within the unconscious.  

There is a corresponding unconscious Parent, Adult, and Child which throughout the life of the 

individual feeds and inspires its conscious counterpart.  The essence of the unconscious is a 
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unified whole which is but a microcosm of the universal  essence of all Being.  The unconscious 

has been a part of the personality from the beginning, and all through the time of our consciously 

living out our motto, the unconscious has been trying to bring us into harmony.  Out of the core 

of the unconscious emerge the unconscious Parent, Adult, and Child, each of whom feeds its 

conscious twin. 

 The unconscious Parent-Adult-Child is that ninety-seven percent of the iceberg of Being, 

of which only three percent or less is experienced in the conscious.  Being the greater part of the 

personality, the unconscious could assert itself and impose its design on the conscious, but being 

more aware than the conscious of the grand design for the total personality, it knows how the 

process must evolve.  It knows that the only way for harmony to be achieved is for the conscious 

to agree willingly.  The unconscious chooses, therefore, to encourage rather than force its will 

upon the conscious. I am describing a fine line here between encouraging and forcing, since the 

pressure from the unconscious eventually "forces" the conscious to act.  What I mean is that the 

unconscious could overwhelm the conscious with its will,  but chooses instead to apply pressure 

in gradually greater degree in order to bring the conscious to the desired action. 

 This is not to say that the Parent-Adult-Child of the unconscious do not feed the 

corresponding conscious Parent-Adult-Child before total harmony has been achieved.  On the 

contrary, all that the conscious Parent-Adult-Child  are able to produce that represents any 

degree of wholeness is due to the constant feeding of the unconscious.  All occurrences of 

nurturing on the part of the conscious Parent are due to the inspiration of the Parent in the 

unconscious.  All ability that the Adult achieves in coping with circumstances, in assimilation of  

information, and in creative production is due to the inspiration of the Adult in the unconscious.  
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All feelings and expression of emotion, from the depths of sorrow to the heights of joy, in the 

conscious Child, are due to the nourishment provided by the Child in the unconscious.   

 At the same time that these unconscious sources are feeding their counterparts in the 

conscious, the very nurture they are providing provokes dissatisfaction.  The more the conscious 

experiences success, the more it wants; and the more it tries to achieve it on its own, the closer it 

comes to the realization that it cannot.  This is exactly the plan of the unconscious. 

 The unconscious has a means of using all conscious activity, and that means is called 

projection.  Projection is "the main mechanism of the psyche."(9)  It manifests itself in any 

attitude, opinion, or feeling of inequality.  Projection is intrinsic to games.  It forms perhaps the 

ultimate inner game of "Hide-and-Seek." Games and projections spring from the same sense of 

inadequacy that precipitates our mottos and life positions and thus are manifestations of the not-

OK-ness within us.  I am convinced that in our not-OK state, which includes any one or all three 

of the negative life positions—Orphan, Victim, Tyrant--, everything we say and do is a 

projection of something within us with which we are not ready to deal. 

 All games emanate from this inner phenomenon of projection, which I call  "Home 

Movies." Projection is an attempt to focus outward some of the "awfulness" we are feeling 

within.  Thus the enormous popularity of "Ain't it Awful." The Orphan, Victim, and Tyrant 

inside us want to rid themselves of the "awful" feelings they are having, and the logical place to 

try to dump them is outside. 

 Projection does not necessarily involve erroneous attributes or qualities of another, but it 

always involves a mirror of ourselves.  What we cannot recognize in ourselves the unconscious 

causes us to recognize in others, as a mirror image of ourselves.  The goal is that we will 
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eventually see in ourselves what we have been energetically identifying in others. 

 Projection focuses externally what we are unable or unwilling to deal with internally.  It 

takes the form of criticizing and finding fault with others.  It takes the form of dislike and even 

hatred of people, things, and circumstances--but especially people.  It takes the form of 

wishfulness that others would do for us what we think we cannot do for ourselves.  It tries to find 

the hidden flaw in order to prove that others, like ourselves, are quite imperfect.  Even violent 

and destructive negativity toward others represent the kind of anger and hostility that we feel 

deep inside toward ourselves.  We cannot express the anger we feel toward ourselves so we 

project it onto others. 

 Projection can even take the form of labeling projection in others, accompanied by analysis 

of and instruction to the individual whose activity is being labeled.  It can take quite 

sophisticated forms but the essence remains the same--an externalizing of something 

unwholesome within that needs attention. 

 Projection is not an easily recognizable phenomenon in oneself.  For years I said that 

people seemed to seek me out as a listening ear, and yet I felt I had no one who would really 

listen to me.  Now I see that as my own projection of not being able/willing to listen to myself in 

ways that would have been restorative and healing.  I wanted others to do for me what I could 

not do for myself.  As I mentioned before, my own critical nature was so impossible for me to 

handle that I chose other people whom I labeled critical to be the recipients of my projection.  

Even when the projection became psychically and even physically painful,  I could not recognize 

the source of the pain in myself.  I continued to blame it all on a particular woman who 

continued to be the recipient of my projection. 
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 Projection can be positive as well as negative, both being equally self-destructive.  

Whenever we envy the skills and talents of others, we are involved in a positive projection. We 

are seeing in them what we do not have but want for ourselves--all coming from a not-OK state.  

Positive projection can also take the form of searching for the source of genius in others rather 

than using that energy to find our own latent talent.  One example of my own positive projection 

was my desire for my husband to write and preach the sermons that I thought would feed me in a 

special way.  I wanted him to do for me what I saw myself incapable of doing.  Now I realize 

that I am capable of writing the kind of material that satisfies my own hunger. 

 Energy is the main ingredient in and the best source of identifying projection.  Whenever 

we have energy invested in a statement, attitude, or opinion that makes unequal judgments 

between us and other people, we can be certain that we are projecting.  When I feel my body 

getting tense and hear tension in my voice and feel some emotion in my words, I am projecting.  

Projection is an attitude of inequality.  Either I am denouncing something external in order to 

achieve an air of superiority within myself or I am envying something from my position of 

inferiority.  Either way there is an unevenness, an inequality between my position and that of 

others.  And when I feel that someone is depleting my energy in an encounter, my own 

projection is probably the cause. 

 Observation is something else entirely.  When I observe that M. seems to me to be a 

critical person, or that F. has a great deal of social poise, with no tension in my voice or knife 

pains in my viscera, or even any judgment as to the rightness or wrongness of my observations, 

there is no projection.  When I simply see them as I see them, with no feeling of superiority or 

inferiority, there is no projection.  Observation is a neutral state, a suspension of energy.  When I 
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can make an observation with an open-minded attitude that frankly admits that my observation, 

hunch, or whatever could be totally wrong, there is no projection.   

 When I can observe talents and skills in others with admiration and celebration, realizing 

that I do not have those same talents and skills and may never have them, there is no projection.  

There is no sense of inequality.  I observe success and feel joy; I observe pain and feel sad.  My 

reaction is appropriate to the observation, nothing more.  There is no comparison, simply the 

recognition that the observed and I are much alike in our common humanity. 

 The goal of the unconscious in projection is the same as its goal in mottos, life positions, 

and games--dissolution.  The best that can be said for projection is that it is a means to an end.  

In the movement toward wholeness, it is the first step which allows us to see outside something 

that we will finally come to recognize inside.  By viewing our internal condition as a 

phenomenon in others we come to understand the same phenomenon in ourselves. 

 Something more than an understanding of projection is also necessary.  I heard the 

definition of projection for nine years before I could agree with it from observing others and 

myself.  I needed a long time to assimilate the truth of the hypothesis, much less apply it to 

myself.  And even the recognition of it in myself did not effect change.  B. says she has great 

difficulty getting to the core of her own projections, even after recognizing that she is indeed 

projecting.  The reason again is the inability of the conscious to effect internal change by its own 

power.  The conscious simply cannot do what we want done for ourselves. 

 Recognition is, however, another way to bring into consciousness our basic unhappiness. 

Our inability to stop the projection by our own efforts is another means of letting ourselves know 

that we need outside (or inside) help.  In order to ask for help beyond our conscious abilities, we 
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must first be convinced that we need help.  Therefore I would say that all games, no matter how 

vicious, are not only projections of the not-OK-ness within us but also can be part of the means 

which will lead us to the final resolution, where we can be rid of projection and sick games and 

experience ourselves as genuine winners without them. 

 We have opportunities each day to look for and recognize projections within ourselves.   

Our opinion of political and economic situations can tell us much about ourselves.  One 

exceptionally perceptive woman who was incapable of active participation in the campaign to rid 

humanity of the scourge of war said: 

How can I adequately co-operate in a project to abolish war so long as I myself am the 

battle ground of conflicting emotions and contrasting desires?  Only after I have achieved 

peace in my own soul can I strive with a whole heart for international peace.(10) 

 

Identifying the people and things of which we are most critical and envious can also tell us 

important things about ourselves.  Do we more often feel superior or inferior?  If we have 

difficulty pinpointing our life position—Orphan, Victim, Tyrant--, a look at our projections will 

help.  The Tyrant in others is what caused me the most discomfort.  My friend L., in her Victim 

position, is most profoundly moved by people she considers victims.  B., out of her Orphan 

position, feels the greatest emotion when she encounters another Orphan.   Wherever there is 

negative emotion, there is projection. 

 Projections also connect with mottos as they exhibit the opposite of the maxim we are 

striving to assimilate.  The "Be Independent,"" for example, will focus most of his projection 

energy on those which he labels incompetent, unresourceful, ineffective--all synonyms for the 

exact opposite of what he wants to be.  "Be Responsible" will be quick to point out 
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irresponsibility in others, and "Be Good" and "Be Right" will spend a lot of energy identifying 

what is bad and wrong.  And what we fear most is also what we will project onto others.  Those 

who fear stupidity and weakness will be looking for examples of this in others.  We really need 

this energy to face the fear within. 

 The opposite of projection is reflection, and this is the desired goal after projection 

dissolves.  Both contain intense energy, but whereas projection contains negative energy that 

drains and depletes, reflection contains positive energy that enriches and multiplies.  Whereas 

projection contains tension, reflection contains peacefulness.  Whereas projection emanates from 

a personality that is dissatisfied with itself, reflection emanates from the Self that is satisfied and 

content. 

 Rather than mirror the negative in myself  as we do in projection, we are, in reflection, 

mirroring the joy of the rediscovered Self.  Joy, unlike anger, guilt, and fear, has no need to 

escape from itself, to focus itself on someone/something else.  Joy is satisfied to simply radiate 

outward.  Reflection comes from the Self that is centered, self-contained, and whole—

demonstrating  inner peacefulness.  Reflection comes from the individual who has experienced 

wholeness and has no sense of inadequacy to project externally.  Like the ripples that extend 

outward from the place where a stone is tossed into a pool, so reflections naturally move outward 

from the center.  Reflection mirrors an inner joy and a positive  energy in such a way that others 

are allowed to see their own desire for and potential for the same--a mirrored image to others of 

their own potential wholeness. 

 Not-OK-ness is projected outward, looking for external screens on which to focus.  This 

reflects a divided nature, with one part trying to flee from the other. OK-ness, on the other hand, 
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is reflected outward, as the original internal mirror is uncovered.  Reflection represents a Self 

that is whole with no fragments trying to escape from each other.   

As the words of a peaceful individual reflect deep thought and meditation which come 

from a definite introspective attitude, so the lives of such individuals naturally reflect or mirror 

this centeredness, this harmony that has been experienced in the innermost being.  Instead of the 

envy that characterized projection, our natural delight in the successes and rewards of others ds 

bespeaks our  having experienced our own  internal success. 

 The world situation is.  My reaction to it is either projection, observation, or reflection.  

The same is true of my response to people.  They simply are, and my reaction to them indicates, 

more than anything else, the state of wholeness or brokenness within myself. 

 Games are difficult to give up as we have invested much time and energy in them.  J. 

readily admits her reluctance to desire wholeness because she senses it would mean giving up the 

games like "Ain't it Awful" and "Poor Me" that she really enjoys playing.  To be free to be 

herself would involve giving others that same freedom also, and she admits that she doesn't want 

to do that.  Games can become such a way of life that we have difficulty imagining any kind of 

satisfaction without them.  Games are, however, always substitutes for real living or real 

intimacy, which is the only completely satisfying answer to our hunger for stimulus and 

recognition and structure. (11)  

 We need to find the real person beneath the sham of games, the authentic autonomous Self 

that would rather be real than play games.  Finding one‟s Self precedes the abandonment of 

games.  Our inner games must cease before we can relinquish external games. 

 The attainment of autonomy manifests itself through three recovered capabilities: 
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awareness, spontaneity, and intimacy.(12)  Awareness is the heightening of all of one's senses, 

the capacity to see and hear and perceive and appreciate in one's own unique, individual ways.  

Harris says "the greatest affirmation we can give another is awareness."(13)   Again, we must 

experience something within ourselves before we can give it away. 

 Spontaneity involves exercising the option, the freedom to choose and express oneself 

from a wide assortment of possibilities.  It is the automatic response to reality with the whole 

being which, because it has become autonomous and whole, makes the appropriate response to 

the situation.  Spontaneity is liberation from the compulsion to play games and mimic responses 

one has learned from others.(14) 

 Intimacy involves the game-free candidness of an aware, spontaneous person, "the 

uncorrupted child in all its naiveté living in the here and now." (15)   Kunkel says the Child has 

unconsciously chosen to give up the spontaneity of its original Self in order to try to conform to 

the group.(16)    Game-free-ness involves rediscovering the Natural Child within each of us--the 

vulnerable and playful part of the real Self that results from an autonomous experience of 

knowing who the inner Child is.  It evolves from a courage that can only come from the 

experience of releasing oneself from previous games and the knowledge that one is a winner 

without having to play games.  We can all become the certain fortunate people" for whom 

there is something which transcends all classifications of behavior, and that is awareness; 

something which rises above the programming of the past, and that is spontaneity; and 

something that is more rewarding than games, and that is intimacy.(17)  

 

Berne goes on to say that the rewards of game-free intimacy, which constitutes the most perfect 

form of human living, are so great that even precariously balanced personalities" can risk 

vulnerability and give up their games when the situation and the people present give them 
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enough feeling of safety that they find the courage to dare it.”(18)  

 The safety and the courage must first take place within.  When the experience of 

autonomy and liberation takes place, it is accompanied by a transformation of such magnitude 

that the awareness, the spontaneity, and the intimacy automatically take place.  There is no 

necessity of giving up something of the past, deciding to change certain habits and responses.  

The transformation takes care of all that.  Everything from the past that was destructive or 

unhealthy vanishes, and all that is left is the reality of the unique Self, which finds itself in a  

oneness with life, enabled to respond freely and appropriately. 

 We came from just such a state of oneness, and there is something deep inside us that is 

luring us, urging us back from games to a second state of bliss.  When we respond to our inner 

urgings, allow ourselves to once again become autonomous and free, we experience a wholeness 

that is far more exciting and stimulating than the one we left.  

 The characteristics of a game-free state are unmistakable.  They include humor, affection, 

growth,  self-enrichment, and an invitation to others to join in intimacy.  Humor takes the form 

of a playfulness that we see in clowns, a kind of unselfconscious foolery that enjoys laughing at 

itself, indeed laughs at itself rather than at others.  Rather than an invitation to gallows laughter 

which ask the participant to laugh at the game or motto, I am attempting to live out and of which 

I am a victim, game-free humor is a laughter that enriches all the participants. 

 Recently I had an opportunity to retell one of my favorite stories of Anthony de Mello, 

the one where two brothers received the call of God.  The first responded by choosing to live a 

celibate life among the poor, seeking to alleviate hunger and need.  The second responded by 

marrying and siring children, pursuing a career, and contributing to charity whenever the notion 
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struck him agreeably.  Eventually both died and were gathered into the kingdom of God.  When 

the first saw that the second was given the same reward as himself, he was surprised--and 

pleased.  My telling of this story was met with spontaneous laughter of surprise and delight by 

my listeners.  I detected nothing derisive in their laughter, only pleasure and wonder at the totally 

satisfactory ending.  This is the response that comes from the Natural Child within us.  Laughter 

is the most marvelous expression of this inner joy.  It, more, than any other expression, manifests 

the total enjoyment of the Self with itself. 

 Affection becomes a genuine caring for another without thought as to whether he will 

respond in like manner.  It is not a forcing of oneself on another but an unselfconscious, natural, 

unaffected outpouring of who we are as a result of the way we have experienced and responded 

to ourselves.  We do not show affection from a need to have others respond in like manner.  

  Ellis and Harper say that when we can love ourselves, give ourselves the love we need, 

we no longer feel the need to demand it from others.  We can seek and enjoy intimate 

relationships with others so much more,  since we are relaxed and our own life no longer 

depends on other people.(19) We simply are who we are in the situation, reaching out to others 

in whatever way seems natural, my Nurturing Parent caring for others in the same way it cares 

for me. 

 Growth takes place as self-enrichment as well as actively enriching others.  We are open 

to those as intimates who will enrich us and whom we are able to enrich.  Intimates feed and 

strengthen each other.  Steiner says the child is the only part of a person that can enjoy itself.  "It 

is the source of spontaneity, sexuality, creative change, and is the mainspring of joy." (20) The 

Child is the part of me that can most fully enjoy the Child in someone else.  My Child's self-



 

230 

                                                                                                                                                             

enjoyment tells the Parent that he is doing a good job of providing the kind of safe and nurturing 

environment in which the Child can play.   

 Only the Child can acknowledge full competency in the nurturing of the Parent by 

exhibiting to the Parent a fear-free state, a happy, game-free state that is open and vulnerable and 

says to the Parent, "You are doing a fine job of nurturing.  Look at how well cared for I am!" 

When I enjoy another in relationship, my Child is not only celebrating his Child but is also 

saying to his Parent that I feel safe and nurtured with him.  I am reflecting my celebration of my 

internal Parent onto his internal Parent.  My Parent nurtures the Child in him also.  In this joyful 

and safe atmosphere my Adult  interacts with his in the most honest and productive manner 

possible. 

 Not only does the game-free state open us to enriching opportunities, it causes us to look 

for opportunities to invite others to join us in intimacy.  Each conversation or social encounter 

provides a possibility for intimacy.  Certainly there will be those who choose to reject our 

invitation, those for whom games are less threatening and more predictable than intimacy.  And 

our invitation is just that--an invitation and not a demand.  Edson Caldwell has said that the 

greatest gift we can bestow on another is our undemanding presence. (21) Our playful, non-

threatening invitation will, however, touch even those who refuse it, and it will be received and 

accepted by many. 

 Human beings are hungry for intimacy, a safe place where their Natural Child can come 

and play.  Our invitation to joyful intimacy allows the other to recognize how much he wants it.   

This wanting  can lead the way to his allowing his unconscious to uncover his own Natural Child 

in the same way that ours has revealed our own. 
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CHAPTER XI 

 

INVITATION TO NEW LIFE 

 

 

 

Some day after we have mastered the air, the winds, the tides, and gravity, 

we will harness for God the energies of love.  And then for the second 

time in the history of the world man will have discovered FIRE. 

 Tielhard de Chardin 

 

 

Perhaps the most surprising paradox we ever encounter is the invitation to new life.  

Pleasant invitations usually come in attractive packages, but the best invitation of all expresses 
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itself differently.  It comes as a disruption which disquiets or disturbs us. It frequently takes the 

form of the most traumatic message-bearer imaginable, a negative feeling that we cannot shake 

or ignore. 

Social invitations come to us generally in pleasant forms--a phone call, a letter, a knock 

at the door.  The invitation to new life may come in such a painful form that often it seems more 

like a prelude to death.  But that is just the way God works.  It is the way radical transformation 

must work.  Without pain there would be no impetus to radical change.    

The invitation to new life must take an unwelcome form or we would never pay attention.  

We must feel a sort of death gnawing away inside us before we can experience how much we 

want new life.  Death always precedes life, as the necessity of losing one's life precedes saving it 

(Matthew 16:25, Mark 8:35, Luke 9:24).   

 Social invitations generally are sent to christenings but not to funerals, to weddings but 

not to divorces.  Pain is an invitation to a funeral in order that new life may emerge.  Pain is an 

invitation to experience fully the divorce of our conscious and unconscious, our head and our 

heart, our rational mind and our intuitive soul, in order that an inner marriage can take place. 

 Pain is the most powerful tool that God could use to make us dissatisfied with our lives 

and ready for something else.  It is the very antithesis of the joy and wholeness that is his design 

for his creatures to experience.  Kahlil Gibran says the pain is 

the breaking of the shell that encloses your understanding.  Even as the stone of 

the fruit must break, that its heart may stand in the sun, so you must know pain.(1) 

 

The Quran says "It is Allah who splits the seed and the fruitstone.  He brings forth the living 

from the dead ... " (6:95).  Pain is simply a means to an end.  The purpose of pain is always its 
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own demise and rebirth into its opposite.  So it is with one's spiritual death.  There is rebirth from 

our counterfeit self into new life.  The Humpty Dumpty shell is broken! The new being emerges! 

The invitation comes in various forms, depending on our particular temperament and 

circumstances.  It may take the form of whatever we most dread--the paralyzing inertia of 

depression, an inescapable sense of danger, anything that contributes to a shriveling up of the 

spirit or a taking away of our life.  It may take the form of guilt, anger, frustration, or anything 

that keeps us from feeling joy and peace.  It can take any form of dis-tress from dis-enchantment 

in the Child to dis-grace in the Adult to dis-ease in the Parent, any or all of which dis-arm us of 

our mottos. 

The invitation may come in the form of what C.S. Lewis describes as "the long, dull, 

monotonous years" of middle age, a "routine of adversity," a "gradual decay of youthful loves 

and hopes," "quiet despair," "drabness" of life, and "inarticulate resentment."(2) Some people 

experience depression, not with the traumatic events in life, but during periods of normalcy.  The 

situation is different for each of us, and some of us may  not experience traumatic psychic 

distress when in transformation. 

The invitation can be a nagging feeling of failure or a conscious realization that we really 

don't like ourselves very much.  That is our eggshell squeezing us, denying us full freedom of 

movement.  We are loaded down with the pressure of what we have superimposed on our 

original being.  Pain is the natural response of an organism to a weight too heavy for it to bear.  

The egg/self not only feels cramped but smothered as the porous surface of its shell has been 

painted over with attempted improvements.  Rather than the gentle warmth that incubating eggs 

naturally experience, our inner egg feels great weight. 



 

236 

                                                                                                                                                             

The pain itself is not the force we must deal with psychologically, just as physical pain is 

only a symptom.  What we must deal with is the force behind the pain, a force powerful enough 

to produce not only the psychological pain but also even physical pain for which the most 

sophisticated medical procedures cannot find the cause. Our psycho-spiritual selves are 

becoming so closely connected with our physical selves that physical and psychological pain are 

intertwined.   

All the advancements of modern medicine cannot touch the  pain that is manifesting itself 

among individuals more and more.  Just as physical pain is an indication to us that something is 

wrong with the body, so psychological pain is trying to tell us there is something wrong in our 

psyche.  And all kinds of pain are trying to lead us past the physical into the essence of our Self.  

If fire did not create pain when we hold our hand in it, we might inadvertently destroy a part of 

ourselves.  Likewise, if we did not feel the presence of psychic pain, we might destroy a very 

important part of ourselves without even realizing it. 

Harris says that pain and boredom are two of the things that make people want to 

change.(3) Boredom, as a less intense form of pain--or the fear of it--is a big issue for many 

people.  I have a friend who, although he doesn't have a sense of much genuine excitement in his 

life, consoles himself with the certainty that he is never bored.   

I feared boredom more than pain, perhaps because I thought I had conquered pain with 

my "Be Strong" motto.  Convinced that I had enough psychic energy to control anything that 

could cause me pain, I concentrated on boredom as my target.   

From the time that my sons were old enough to have some idea of the meaning of the 

word, I drummed into their heads my notion that boredom was the unforgivable sin.  With so 
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many wonderful and exciting things to do in the world, I thought boredom was absolutely 

inexcusable.  They quickly understood how intensely I felt about that and from time to time, to 

get a reaction from me, would announce that they were bored.  It worked every time.  I would 

have a mild tantrum, and they would giggle with delight. 

I thought I would certainly never be bored when I decided to discard oughts and shoulds 

and do only those things I wanted to do. But the fact that I would often move from one activity to 

another throughout a day, trying to find that thing that I most wanted to do, was trying to tell me 

something about my own boredom.  I was bored and wouldn't admit it.  I was guilty of my own 

unforgivable sin and couldn't admit it because I couldn't forgive it, especially in myself. 

Perhaps the opposite of boredom is busyness.  It was certainly my primary camouflage.  

Whenever I felt the least dissatisfaction in my life, I would choose additional projects and 

increase my busyness.  Busyness to me was tantamount to justification by works.  Notice that 

many people use the word "busy" today to respond to the question "How are you?" Knowing that 

they are busy doesn't really tell me about their health and happiness, but I think we often 

measure our lives by how busy we are.  Kierkegaard declares that busyness "has nothing 

whatever to do with the Eternal."(4)  In fact, he calls it the "deadly disease,"(5) which allows 

"neither time nor quiet to win the transparency that is indispensable" in knowing oneself.(6)  

Busyness may keep us from discovering existing problems in our health and happiness, but lack 

of  boredom is a poor substitute for the kind of excitement that we are intended to have. 

Tolerance, in the areas of both boredom and pain, as with physical ailments, varies.  At 

the first sign of a headache, I would reach for pain medicine.  At the first indication of stomach 

distress, I would call a doctor.  At the first symptom of restlessness, I would begin half a dozen 
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new projects.  What finally drove me to Shep Crigler‟s office in 1977 was probably the kind of 

anguish that many people have lived with for many years.  Something in my temperament and 

history made me impatient with pain and eager to eliminate it, but the same kind of pain may be 

understood by others as simply the way life is.  Likewise, my three-day crisis may have been the 

situation that many people have endured for a long time.  I can't explain the differences in our 

tolerance.  I simply recognize that they exist.  

 Pain is pain, no matter what the temperament or life position.  The Tyrant feels the threat 

of death just as surely as the Victim and the Orphan do.  The fact that the Tyrant has operated 

with more psychic energy than the other two is irrelevant here.  Each has developed as much 

psychic energy as he was capable and each has experienced within the very opposite of what he 

was striving for. 

Ultimately we must each decide when we have had all that we can bear--when, as Gert 

Behanna says, we finally "get sick and tired of being sick and tired."(7)  What is tolerable for one 

is unbearable for another, and comparisons are not necessary or even desirable.  They can be 

simply another means of thwarting our own individual process.  Temperament, psychological 

and physical heredity, and a host of other variables influence our tolerance to pain.  The only 

thing needful is our recognition that we can't stand anymore, that our level of tolerance has been 

reached. 

The Chicken Littles of the world say the sky is falling and "things" are falling to pieces 

when in reality what is happening is an inner falling apart, breaking into pieces, cracking open.  

Hell is not, as Camus said, other people.  Hell is within us. What we label as hell is ultimately 

our experience of inner pain, clamoring for our attention, inviting us to a new life. 
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The invitation moves in cycles, bringing us repeated opportunities to respond.  This 

invitation begins with the event that triggers our motto adoption.  Then the invitation reoccurs  

and recurring throughout our life until we respond appropriately or die physically. The invitation 

continues its cyclical movement.  The doctrine of palingenesis includes "a pattern of cyclical 

change that returns things again and again to the point where they began."(8) 

 The Orphan-Victim-Tyrant cycle forms in childhood and returns again and again, each 

time with the possibility of our changing the size of each component.  In the first cycle, when we 

adopt our motto, our Orphan is the largest of the three; the next time around the Victim may take 

over. Or we may remain predominately in the Orphan position, which enlarges with each rotation 

of the cycle.  Each cycle presents a fresh challenge to our motto to serve us or fail us and, until 

the final cycle where failure occurs, the motto becomes stronger in each gyration.   

The life position—Orphan, Victim, Tyrant--in which we find ourselves is not the important 

issue.  What we are all searching for is wholeness, and the life position we incorporate is simply 

a stepping stone to the ultimate goal.  The cyclical movement in the psyche is what causes the 

existential issues in our lives to continue to resurface, each time with the possibility of our 

moving to a more energetic or less energetic life position, we have the possibility of our moving 

beyond all life positions to wholeness. 

My own cyclical movement began early, and I mark its progress by the physical 

problems that demanded attention.  At age 3, besides adopting a motto, I also experienced my 

first tonsillectomy.  Important events seemed to occur thereafter at approximately 3-4 year 

intervals, with one exception.  At age 7, I swallowed the coins; at age 10, my second 

tonsillectomy; at age 13, a "nervous stomach" was diagnosed; at age 15, my third tonsillectomy; 
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at age 16, acute mononucleosis; at age 17, a relapse of the mononucleosis; at age 20, the 

beginning of a long a convoluted thyroid problem and the beginning of chronic adult acne.  

Throughout my 20s and 30s problems included viral meningitis, goiter, and recurring gastritis 

that was finally diagnosed as an ulcer. 

 Besides these obvious physical manifestations, emotional characteristics accompanied the 

cycles.  A spiritual crisis at age 17, during my sophomore year in college, was the most 

pronounced that I remember.  And perhaps the resolution to that crisis gave me the first 

conscious indication that I had solved my most important internal problems and was in control of 

my life.  But even when my Tyrant was developed fully enough to take control and make life 

work for me on my own terms, the reactions of others to me could have indicated that my 

approach to life was something less than wholesome.   

After my Humpty-Dumpty experience two friends were candid enough to tell me 

important truths about myself.  One said she had gone home tired from every encounter with me.  

Another, who had served on a committee that I moderated, said that something about my 

compulsiveness made him want neither to be on my train nor in the way of it.  Even in its most 

civilized state, my Tyrant was transparent. 

Each cyclical movement intensified the problem or pain and offered me an opportunity to 

examine what I was doing to myself or needing to have done for me.  As an adult, I had a  

premonition of death each time I had an ache or pain that I couldn't readily explain.  Perhaps this 

reaction was a manifestation of my unconscious, which knew that something in me had to die in 

order for me to receive new life.  Not until the ulcer appeared in all its trauma was the time right 

for all the conditions to come together which enabled the transformation. 
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The Internal Triangle game repeats the same cyclical pattern. Our inner Persecutor-

Victim-Rescuer continue the game over and over, sometimes with the same characters, 

sometimes with the characters having changed roles, but never with a center from which it came.  

The  Quaker idea of "centering down" is exactly the intent of the spiral pain. Our attention must 

be directed to its center. 

Some say that we have two chances at wholeness--adolescence and middle age.  

Although these two periods in life may be when we are most likely to experience intense pain, 

they are by no means the parameters of opportunity.  The unhappiness and despair of youth and 

adults today indicate that spirals of pain may be felt even before adolescence and increase to 

excruciating intensity long before middle age. 

I have a friend who has become able to chart and predict his periods of depression as 

coming every three to four years.  Another acquaintance feels an intensifying of a yearly 

restlessness each spring.  We need not be able, however, to chart our cycles; they don't need a 

chronicler in order to happen.  As instruments of the invitation, they know their job--to issue and 

reissue the invitation until it is finally accepted.  The pain must be intense enough to finally 

exhaust us and, in our exhaustion, cause us to turn and face it since our energy for running away 

has been depleted. 

The end of the story, like every positive invitation, depends on the response of  the 

individual.  All who make phone calls and write letters and knock on doors do so with the hope 

of provoking some sort of affirmative response from the hearer, reader, or viewer.  Even truer is 

this of the unconscious which knows that an affirmative response to the invitation is in a sense a 

life and death matter.  Even more than those of us who make contact with others in the hope of 
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some affirmative response does the unconscious relentlessly pursue a positive reply. 

 The internal Triangle game repeats the same cyclical pattern.  Our inner Persecutor-

Victim-Rescuer continue the game over and over, sometimes with the same characters, 

sometimes with the characters having changed roles, but never with the satisfactory termination 

of the game until all players become so exhausted that they agree to a change.  All three inner 

players must agree that the time has come to end the game or else the cyclical pattern of it, too, 

continues.  All three internal players  must agree that the game has become punishment rather 

than entertainment before a change can take place, before they are ready to accept the invitation 

from the unconscious 

The repeating cycle gives us, as it gave Parsifal and the other Grail knights, many 

opportunities to ask of that source of knowledge within us, "What do these things mean?" and 

"Whom do they serve?".  Each psychological crisis offers a fresh occasion to ask "Why am I 

suffering?" and "What is this pain trying to tell me?" As long as fear, guilt, anger, etc. work for 

us--get us what we want, keep us in control, motivate us to action--there is no impetus to change.  

But the unconscious, which knows far better than our conscious what is ultimately good for us, 

never tires of issuing the invitation. 

      Besides being cyclical, the invitation also has a spiral nature as the cycles gradually 

recede from the center but are never detached from it.  As the cycle repeats itself again and 

again, the spiral moves centrifugally, increasing in size with each circular movement and 

involving more and more of the totality of the personality of the individual in the suffering.  A 

centripetal movement is also at work, pulling the pain into the center. 

     We are not intended to process through endless cycles of pain and trauma.  The cycles 
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continue only until we make the appropriate response, a response which brings us into proper 

relationship with the Center, the source of these spiraling encounters with pain. Once in 

relationship with our Center, there is no need for further cycles. 

We receive a social invitation, consider the details, and decide how we shall respond.  We 

have the option of accepting or declining.  Rarely are we forced to accept when we would rather 

decline. We are free to decide what we would like to do.  God's invitation gives us the same 

option. We have a great deal of will power which we can use to refuse the painful invitation.  

Some psychotherapists encourage us to face and embrace the pain in our lives, to let it become a 

welcome part of us, to incorporate it into our being.  Such is contrary to our nature.  Our instinct 

to "fight or flight" pushes us to attempt to control and repress it, or to try to escape and ignore it. 

The invitation and our reaction are comparable to the Stimulus/Response of the modern 

Pavlovian behaviorists.  Unlike the behaviorist, however, our conscious is not in control of the 

conditions of the experiment.  The unconscious, not the conscious, controls the stimulus of pain 

and also the response.  Like the laboratory scientist, the essence of the pain is satisfied only with 

the permanently measurable response, and the unconscious continues the experiment until that 

response is achieved.  The aim is both the stimulus and the source of the proper response.  It 

creates in us the dissatisfaction with what we have, superimposing itself upon and negating all 

past and present satisfactions.  At the same time that it becomes the thing with which we are 

most dissatisfied, the pain also becomes the vehicle which can transport us beyond itself to joy. 

 We have experienced our own inner psychic stimulus--the sad, anxious, painful feelings 

that beset us.  We have been responding in ways that do not produce permanent results, and we 

must initiate a new kind of response.  When our "intuitive discernment" indicates that the causes 
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of our self-destructive feelings "are greater than their effects,"(9) we are ready to allow the 

stimulus--pain--to direct our response.  Rather than make an intellectual decision on the response 

needed, we ask the pain to tell us what it needs from us.  A change in our behavior only redirects 

the pain, which will continue to surface in various forms under various conditions.  We cannot 

impose any kind of response that will alleviate the pain permanently.  The pain itself must direct 

its own cure. 

 Jesus said that childlikeness is the prerequisite for entering the kingdom of God 

(Matthew 18:2-4, Mark 10:15, Luke 18:17).  Primary in the characteristics of a child is honesty.  

And it is the essential quality of a relationship between God and us.  It is the only means by 

which He can lead us into wholeness.  We must honestly admit that something is wrong before 

He can make it right.  What are "authentic possibilities" can be gotten only  from attending to 

"one's feeling of what already is."(10)  

 The essence of the invitation is to rediscover, in a conscious sense, the Child part of us that 

wants what it wants when it wants it.  The child is honest in his desires and impatient when they 

are not met.  He grieves openly and unashamedly; and because he grieves so freely, his sorrow 

usually passes quickly and he can proceed with joy and wonder and creativity.  Sometimes grief 

is all we need to allow ourselves.  Once the sorrowing is over, we, like the child, can get on with 

our play.  If honest grieving doesn't center us again, there is a need for a dialogue--the questions 

and the answers, as in my A1 and A2 (see page 104). 

 We are invited to strip away all  pretense and get in touch with what we most want, which 

is the same for all of us.  Wholeness/joy/a sense of well-being are the goal and purpose of life, 

and it is essentially what we all yearn for.  The conscious discovery of what we want is coupled 
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with the discovery that what we have is just the opposite.  And those two discoveries lead us to 

the means by which we can obtain what we don't have and rid ourselves of what we have. 

The issue is that of desire--facing, recognizing, and labeling that which we want most for 

ourselves.  We must set aside all that we had made ourselves believe that we wanted, thought we 

ought to want, or thought others expected us to want. We are advised by competent 

psychologists to use "I" messages, especially including "I want" in relationships with others.  

The same is even more true of my relationship with my inner Self.  Only by declaring what I 

want am I told how I can achieve just that. 

Harris agrees that the Child is the place where the "'want to,' the motivation is."  If the 

Child is "fearful" or "intimidated" it can be a "problem part of our personality," but if it is "free 

to be inventive, creative, and spontaneous, "it is the 'most delightful part.‟"(11) Through the 

Child we move from doing to being, to our original nature which was sufficiently justified 

simply in its essence without the need to perform.  In the reintegrated personality this 

childlikeness becomes the ability to experience the present moment--no matter what it is--for all 

that it is worth.  The recreated Child has few wants because the present moment becomes totally 

consuming.  We become open to whatever the present and the future may bring us--without fear-

-for that is the essence of wonder in the world and the essence God wants to recreate in us. 

Social invitations appeal ultimately to our emotions.  God's invitation does the same.  Jung 

said that the basis of any analysis is experiencing and that mere intellectual knowledge is 

insufficient.(12)  God directs his invitation to the most powerful realm of our awareness--our 

feelings.  Feelings come from the primordial part of us, the part of us that was "there first." The 

"'I feel' involves" our "whole self."(13)  Accepting the invitation involves first allowing 
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ourselves to feel what we really do feel--not to change grief into depression or fear into anger, 

but to experience what is really happening inside us.  The invitation calls for neither a 

courageous act nor a leap of faith.  Accepting the invitation involves following the lead of our 

emotions--inward--to the source of the invitation and the source of the appropriate response. 

The beauty and the paradox of the plan of God is that the marvelous human brain and the 

consciousness it produces are not the instruments chosen for man's transformation.  That which 

transforms man is the part of himself over which he ultimately lacks control.  All of man's 

cognitive skills serve only as a vehicle for transporting him to that unconscious divinity which 

sends him messages in the form of pain.  God uses the most basic of man's functions, the 

emotions, to be the message-bearer, that which conscious, cognitive man considers his "foolish" 

part but which is indeed the "wise." 

Coupled with the rediscovery of our childlikeness is an equally important response: 

surrender.  Islam points the way to this response and emphasizes the necessary third dimension 

to Judaism and Christianity in Western religious thought.  The term Islam itself means 

"surrender," and the entire thrust of the religion points to the yielding of the individual to the will 

of God.   

This surrender is nowhere more graphically portrayed than in the high feast day of the 

Islamic community, the focal point of the Hajj or pilgrimage.  Islam reaches beyond the 

Gethsemane-Golgotha-Resurrection event of Christianity to Judaism  to concentrate on the 

Abraham story as the epitome of surrender.  The event of Abraham's willingness to sacrifice his 

son Isaac represents the existential requirement of man for wholeness: his willingness to give up 

that which is most precious to him. 
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The reality of the physical was the most graphic example of the spiritual.  To the Hebrew 

both were bound up together.  The biological son born to a man assured him of a proper burial, 

the continuity of the family, and a kind of immortality through future generations.  To Abraham 

a son was the means by which God would fulfill his promises.  Without a son no promise God 

might make could be fulfilled to Abraham's satisfaction.   

Drama doesn't reach any greater intensity than this, that a man is asked to sacrifice by his 

own hand the fulfillment of all his past, present, and future hopes and dreams.  Abraham was not 

asked to give his own life.  That would have been easy compared with this demand.  Abraham 

was asked not for his second or third most precious possession, but for his first.  And he obeyed. 

(Genesis 22:1-19). 

We are Abraham.  As Abraham was called to be willing to surrender what amounted to 

his very life, we are called to do the same thing.  For us that means our conscious, our cognitive, 

mental skills, abilities, and, most of all, our control—all so that we can have them returned to us 

made holy. 

In the Abraham story there are three distinct entities: God, Abraham, and the son.  We, as 

the metaphysical Hebrew, can come closer to understanding the nature of our own personality 

from examining this graphic external example.  God promises Abraham all the best that Hebrew 

man could  wish for.  God gives Abraham a son as fulfillment of that promise.  Then God    

demands a special kind of obedience in requiring Abraham to sacrifice him. 

  God has given us conscious willful control of our lives, his most precious gift to our 

physical being.  What he demands of us is surrender of that very gift.  All that is necessary is the 

willingness.  Death of the personality does not occur.  The son is not harmed.  Our consciousness 
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will not be killed.  Our sacrifice/surrender is only the means to an end.  God wants us to be 

willing to give up our most valued possession--our self--in order that He can give it to us again in 

a way we couldn't experience it before as our True Self.  

For Christians the image is that of God sacrificing his son on the cross, but the physical 

death and mysterious resurrection of Jesus seem so far removed from the individual human 

experience that the Abraham story is more easily grasped.  For Christians, the image is also that 

of God giving up what is most precious to him, but we have distanced ourselves so far from 

experiencing that reality in our lives that we cannot see ourselves in either God or Jesus. 

As we allow ourselves to identify with Abraham, we cannot help getting something of the 

psycho-spiritual experience that is closest to the kind of inner pain that conscious man is feeling 

today.  And perhaps the ritual "stoning" of Satan on each of the three days of the annual 

pilgrimage in Muslim tradition represents the need for the individual to resist the temptation to in 

any way intellectualize or avoid the experience. Instead, to make the Abraham story his own, he 

needs to allow it to be his own, for indeed it is his own.  And the once-in-a-lifetime necessity in 

Islam for the pilgrimage, patterned on the once-only demand that Abraham offer the sacrifice, 

reinforces the  one-time-only need of psycho-spiritual surrender for the individual. 

Both the Abraham and the Jesus stories are pointing to the same truth.  In the first, we 

have the verbal order from God.  In the second, we have the verbal surrender of man to God's 

will.  Perhaps Abraham's story is more comprehensible because he had a clearer option to obey 

or defy.  We have the notion that Jesus' choice may have been between that of a willing or an 

unwilling victim.  Abraham had to deal with knowing for three days the thing he must do.  Jesus' 

passion also lasted three days. We attribute psychological and physical suffering to both.  
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Abraham was to be the doer of the deed.  Jesus was to endure the deed being done to him.  Yet 

the suffering was the same.  Perhaps we can see ourselves simultaneously in both stories and 

understand the measure of suffering that both man and God endure in the salvific experience. 

Christianity has muddied the waters of the individual interpretive possibility by 

concentrating on the Gethsemane-Golgotha event in terms of Jesus being crucified for us (i.e., in 

order that we need not have that experience.  Only as we see ourselves in Jesus and see Jesus in 

ourselves can we totally relate to the story.  But always we must keep our eyes on the first story--

that of Abraham.  Life is not taken away.  It is given back, made new.  

     Despair precedes rebirth.  The Adult part of our personality, where inevitable and 

inescapable threat results in  the acknowledgement of  despair, is also the part of us where the 

action of rebirth occurs.(14) (15)  As the experience of despair unfolds, the Adult/Victim 

becomes the "'onlooker' in the transaction"(16) as well as the vehicle in which and through which 

the work of the Orphan-Tyrant catharsis takes place.  Buber declares that "thoughts about the 

real I," thoughts which let us "sink and take root in the soul called despair... out of which arise 

self destruction and rebirth"  constitute "the beginning of turning."(17)  Only when we are 

overcome by a feeling of despair because of a sense of death are we ready to surrender what 

must be surrendered for us to have new life. 

  The despair of a child over a broken toy or a terminated friendship seems slight to us in 

comparison to all that we adults think we have as legitimate reasons for despair.  We see 

contrasts only because we cannot remember how totally we felt sorrow as a child.  We think our 

storehouse of experiences intensifies grief, but only because we have forgotten how we felt as 

children.  Despair is possible in whatever situations we find ourselves and can, at any age, be a 
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means of grace. 

Despair leads us where nothing else can--into the "desolation" of the "dark night of the 

soul" (Bhagavad Gita 2:7a), and that "dark night" is, according to the Christian mystics, the very 

place where we shall encounter God.  We risk nothing worse than what we are already 

experiencing for there is nothing worse.  Anne Morrow Lindberg calls the pain in our crisis 

"angels of annunciation" rather than angels of despair.(18)  It announces that a change is trying 

to take place.  Rollo May describes our situation as the "existential neurosis--an inability to have 

a sense of oneself--and of life as lived from one's own inside sense and zest."(19)  From this lack 

a sense of despair and anxiety results which indicates not a termination of life but "an opening 

for radical change,"(20) "the chief condition of receptivity."(21)  Kunkel notes that often what is 

necessary is 

an encounter with difficulty, hardship, frustration, bitter discontent, and even anguish to 

crack the shell at any point .... Life's attack must be along a wide front and with a tragic 

fury to demolish the entire system--to shatter the entire shell--to make the unsoundness of 

all one's mistakes apparent at one time.  Here is something which may seem to be so tragic 

in its far-flung direction of all that one has built his life upon that it seems to be like death 

itself.  The destruction of the Ego--the Seeming-Self--does indeed seem to be the end of 

one's being.(22) 

 

 Most of us "do not want to recognize that-in certain crises" we are "being brought face to 

face with the religious center"(23) of our existence and that the only entrance to salvation is by 

way of an experience of profound pathos(24), a "radical pessimism" where "the individual must 

in his own person become the prey of a pathological melancholy."(25) 

As soon as the deeper Self begins to make itself felt, the soul of man becomes the theater 

of a struggle between the two selves.(26)  This individuation, as Jung called it, is the process 

whereby we separate ourselves from what we have previously known ourselves to be and learn 
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about the unknown part of us called the Self.  It is also the recognition that a separation has 

already taken place, a separation that began a long time ago and has intensified to the point that 

we can no longer ignore it.  This is the separation which has led to an experience of brokenness 

and alienation within our personality, a separation that we want, above all, to have mended. 

          The stages of "The Great Turn" or "The Great Way" have been described by spiritual  

 

leaders all through the history of religion: 

 

1) Regression and integration--corresponding to the purgation of medieval 

mysticism.  

  

2) The conscious self collapses and the individual experiences sorrow and despair;  

 

 a turning toward the center and as we come close our fears turn into anxiety and anxiety, if we 

 

 face it, turns to awe.  What seemed to be darkness manifests itself now as light;  

 

3) The "illumination" described by the mystics--an intellectual insight but also an 

emotional 

  

experience of utmost reality which includes a volitional change.(27) 

 

 St. John of the Cross, a Spanish mystic of the fourteenth century, likened the journey into  

 

the dark night of the soul to a mountain ascent on a moonless night.  The movement is  

 

toward a precious Unknown and the darkness points to several realities:  the loss of light that 

 

 represents the loss as unreal of the old way of thinking about God, the intuition of a Reality  

 

that draws one to it, and the image of the God whose light dazzles out of the darkness.  The 

 

 only guide the traveler has is the light burning in his heart, and his only goal is to help that 

 

 light grow into conformity with the One who put it there.(28) 

 

  We are invited into the pit of pain, into the abyss of meaninglessness in order to be 

recreated out of the darkness and chaos of our inner turmoil into the Self we originally were and 
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are intended again to be.  We are not called to jump into the pit but to surrender to a force which 

will take us into it in order to bring us out.  From Genesis we get the notion that darkness and 

formlessness was the birthplace of light.  There is a formless darkness within us that is our 

birthing place.  That Eternal Force was created in Genesis by simply speaking the word "Let 

there be... !" This recreates us in the "being" in which we were originally created.  From the 

darkness the Divinity says once more, "Let there be... !" and we are! 

 A man told me of feeling at one point in his life a distinct crack in himself, beginning at 

the top of his head and extending throughout his being--a jagged crack, a coming apart, a 

"fracture" (to use his words).  He felt the two parts of himself dividing and pulling away from 

each other.  Through therapy, rest, and anti-depressant drugs he now feels like himself again with 

almost a seamless scar where the fracture was. Only seldom does he now have days when he 

doesn't want to get out of bed in the morning, when he doesn't want to live.  I asked him 

pointedly if he felt he had hatched out or was put back together and he said the latter.  I argue 

that we are not intended to be put back together but to hatch. 

 Kunkel sees value in the  metaphor of  the egg and wall (even though he does not 

invoke the name  Humpty Dumpty): 

We see that this shell, with all its mistaken feelings and inaccurate ideas, does indeed 

wall up the Self.  The more firmly these errors are fixed--the more inflexible one's ideas 

and feelings--the thicker and more rigid this wall is .... Considering this figurative shell 

further, it is obvious that every human being is unconsciously cooped up in one.  Without 

realizing it, he is shut up within a system of mistaken ideas and feelings which thwart the 

fullest expression of the powers of the Self.... Life ... tends to release the individual from 

his shell by bringing pressure to bear upon it.  In one way or another  the tasks of 

everyday living force one to face mistakes.  The walls of the shell are attacked by truth.  

The pressure of reality may cause its collapse at points or as a whole.(29) 

 

 Lewis adds: 
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It may be hard for an egg to turn into a bird: it would be a jolly sight harder for it to learn 

to fly while remaining an egg.  We are like eggs at present.  And you cannot go on 

indefinitely just being an ordinary, decent egg.  We must be hatched or go bad.(30) 

 

 Hatching time is near. 

 We actually experience two crises.  The first initiates permission for the second to take 

place, and the second climaxes the transformation.  The bridge between these two is called by 

Roberto Assagioli "the awakening," caused by an "awareness of the center" breaking into a 

person's consciousness and by its "magnetic attraction."(3l)  My "awakening" drew me inward 

for the dialogue (A1 and A2, p. 104)) that enabled both parts of my personality to cooperate in 

the healing process. 

 Kunkel says there are four prerequisites for getting through the crisis: 1) an experience of 

definite personal suffering, 2) a readiness to admit that something is wrong, 3) a sense of an 

unseen order that wills our good in harmony with it, and 4) a readiness to allow God to be as He 

wants to be and to teach us something new about himself.(32) 

  If a social invitation isn't clear, we ask questions for clarification.  The same is true for 

the invitation to new life.  In fact, clarification is what we must desire, in order to understand the 

invitation and make the proper response.  God's invitation never comes to us in a clearly 

articulated  form. The pain does not automatically give the details.  We must ask for them. 

  We are not called to anticipate or imagine the second crisis.  It will take care of itself in 

its own time. We are only called to respond appropriately to the first.  No one can predict the 

time element between the consent and the culmination.  Nor can we manipulate the process by 

taking, as a friend determined, simply a few days off now and then to "get herself straightened 



 

254 

                                                                                                                                                             

out." The unconscious refuses to let the conscious "straighten it out."  

  What the unconscious wants is nothing less than radical transformation.  I imagine that, 

again owing to temperament and circumstances, the time element is different for everyone.  And 

no one knows his own inner time schedule well enough to make an educated guess as to when 

his second crisis will occur.  Mine came over five years after the first but in the stories of 

Abraham and Jesus the two crises occurred consecutively. 

  We simply must live through time until the healing crisis occurs.  This period of 

waiting, however, does not hold the threat of annihilation that we felt before.  We find ourselves 

content to wait, not needing to know when the culmination will take place.  As Mary and Joseph 

in the Gospels, we, finding that our fears have been alleviated, feel a comfort that sustains us 

through the waiting period.  

  A favorite cliché used especially by psychologists in group therapy is "trust the 

process."  It reflects their wholesome confidence that everything will turn out all right, that the 

dynamics of the group can handle sensitive issues, resolve conflicts, heal wounds, and result in 

something positive for everyone involved.  This is also true of our inner process, but in reality 

we cannot trust the inner unfolding until we have found something trustworthy, some certain 

confidence in the process. 

  The resolution at the end of my internal dialogue (A1 and A2, p.100 ) gave me that 

confidence, and a particular dream added something more.  On the heels of dreams and nighttime 

thoughts of my farewells and funeral plans, a special numinous message came to me.  There 

were no words, no characters, plot, or setting in the dream, just feelings and impressions, and, 

more than that, a knowing that kept coming back to me during waking hours, even though I had 
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completely forgotten about the dialogue.  I had the sense that there was a unique part of me, right 

in my very center, that felt imprisoned and wanted all that kept it prisoner to die so it could be 

free.  I was such a part of that center and that feeling that it represented the essence of me, and 

rather than frighten, it consoled me.   

 I credited that experience, along with the reading and discussion at about the same time 

with a group of senior high students of the book Life After Life, with erasing all previous fears of 

physical death.  Now I understand that it was pointing also, and perhaps even more importantly, 

to the spiritual death that took place in 1982 in my three-day crisis. 

  When the catharsis comes, nothing can remove the necessity of suffering from us.   

The Quran repeatedly notes that "no soul shall bear another's burdens," (17:15, 35:18), no one 

can ultimately be responsible for another.  No one can do it for us, and even having someone 

with us through the ordeal does not eliminate the aloneness that we feel.  Because my own 

experience lasted three days and because a friend of mine says that three days is long enough for 

anyone to have to be in hell, I believe that three days may be the maximum duration of the crisis 

for any of us. 

 My friend also says that we can stand almost anything for three days, and I think again 

of the stories of Abraham and Jesus.  Although we cannot schedule our crisis time, we know 

from experience that often deaths of loved ones interrupt our lives, even wakes lasting for 

periods of three days, so we know that our lives are indeed flexible enough to handle whatever 

comes. 

 The agony of the culminating crisis is perhaps as real as a physical crucifixion.  And we 

simply must endure whatever comes.  We endure because a newfound strength within enables us 
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to.  When we go through whatever our dark night of the soul requires, we, too, are healed.(33) It 

is a "nightmare more real than anything you have ever seen in the outer world."(34)  Lewis 

likens it to all the horrors that "have followed in the same course, getting worse and worse and 

forcing you into a kind of bottle-neck .... the extraction hurt more and more .... The dream 

became a nightmare .... You die and die and then you are beyond death."(35)  All this is 

absolutely necessary, as part of the "critical point” that must be "passed," the "something" that 

must "give way," the "native hardness" that must "break down."(36) 

 Yet it is just during this second crisis that our method of thinking changes, because the 

underlying structure breaks down.  The way is opened for something new, which is at the same 

time old and original.(37)  Even the nightmare is not as real as the reality that "emerges out of 

the fire in complete calm...the center itself."38  The event is "frequently sudden and automatic," 

and leaves the individual with the distinct impression that "he has been wrought on by an 

external power."(39)  Lewis described the feeling as one of "emerging from a hideous, shell-like 

tether."(4O) 

The result is not "mere reversion to natural health," but the individual is "saved by what 

seems to him a second birth, a deeper kind of conscious being than he could enjoy before."(41)  

The resulting characteristics include the "loss of all ... worry, the sense that all is ultimately well 

with one, the peace, the harmony, and willingness to be," a sense of "perceiving truths not known 

before," and a sense of "clean and beautiful newness within and without."(42) 

  The result of the experience is that we acquire a knowledge about ourselves that we 

otherwise could not have gained.  Then we know ourselves--and God--in the Hebrew way of 

knowing that involves a total experience beyond the power to describe. We are among those who 
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"know for [we] have felt the higher powers."(43)  That knowledge is more a part of us than our 

own physical nature.  That experience of knowing is the core of the transformation because it 

reconnects us with the core of our being, our real center, "the Self of the individual," which is 

"identical with ... our relationship to God."(44)  We experience something of eternal life in the 

knowing of "the only true God"(John 17:3).  We obey the directive to "know Him ... who is 

above reason; and let his peace give thee peace" (Bhagavad Gita 3:43a).  God's greatest desire is 

for us "to know as we are known" (I Corinthians 13:12).  That spiritual intimacy becomes mutual 

in that we experience His joy in knowing us. 

 The Mundaka Upanishad says "Salvation is communion with Truth," and the message 

of the Upanishads is that "knowledge of the Self does not lead to salvation: it is salvation."(45)  

Brahman is defined as The Truth of the Universe, and the nearest conception we can have of that 

is that "it is a state of consciousness beyond time when ... Being and Consciousness and Joy are 

one."(46)   

 Jesus said we shall know the truth and the truth shall make us free (John 8:32).  The 

"know" means far more than intellectual activity: it means to experience truth about ourselves 

and God in such a way that we are automatically set free from what imprisoned us before to 

enjoy this truth--this communion--as a new Being. 

 The great majority of people I talk with have no hope or expectation of experiencing  a 

genuine sense of well-being in this life.  When I speak of wholeness or a kind of oneness with 

God, they express their hope that in the life after this one that will happen.  Few seem to believe 

in the possibility of a wholeness in the flesh, of really achieving the abundant life Jesus said he 

came to give.  This attitude comes closer to being a sacrilege than anything I can think of.  
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Unlike Orthodox Christians, whose primary goal is to reestablish oneness with the Divine, 

Western Christians seem to have abdicated that hope, if indeed they ever embraced it.  What 

impresses me is an apparent correlation between desire and hope.  Desire precedes hope, and the 

stronger the one, the stronger will be the other. 

 Most of us have never confronted the question of how much we want to be fully alive.  

We think from time to time about how good we would feel to be free of some anxiety or phobia 

or nagging uncertainty.  Confrontation with the idea of abundant life is not experienced and 

cannot be experienced until we arrive at a point in our lives where we recognize that something 

is killing us.  We must recognize that we are dying metaphysically.  We must be brought face to 

face with the question of whether we really want to live.  The obvious, conscious answer is 

bound to be "yes," but this question must be answered on a deeper level where there is some 

realization that in order to live we must we willing to let a part of us die.  When we reach that 

level within, we are confronted simultaneously with both the longing and the possibility of its 

fulfillment. 

 There are not many examples of miracles in the East because what the West considers 

miracles are accepted in the East as natural occurrences.  In the West there are not many 

examples of miracles recorded,  because all sorts of proof must be documented before one is 

given the official label.  New life always involves a miracle--a kind of supernatural intervention 

which causes something to happen that was intended to happen all along--from the sprouting of a 

seed in the ground to the birth of a new creature.  In the Quran there are several references to the 

Resurrection in terms of "blessed water" which "bring forth gardens," "new life to ...dead land," 

"fresh life to ... barren soil" (50:11, 35:8). We, too, can be the soil of new creation.  We need not 
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even believe in miracles.  All we need to do is to want one. 

 Light has always been a symbol for the deity, and fire, the corresponding elemental 

sign.  In the Greek temperaments, the fire of the choleric was hot and dry, burning energy but not 

creating life.  Only in the sanguine temperament does heat combine with moisture in the blood of 

life. Only the sanguine, coupled with the positive qualities of the other three, enables creativity to 

spring forth.  Only the sanguine combines the masculine element of heat with the feminine 

element of moisture in a union of psycho-spiritual androgyny within us.   This combination 

results in the essence of the spirit, a warm, moist movement of air that is the basis of physical life 

and represents the quintessence of the spiritual.   

 One scholar says that Heraclitus never made clear whether his "logos-fire" is an 

immaterial principle or a material element.(47)  Perhaps he had a notion that it was somehow a 

combination of both and was unable to express it.  Pythagoras believed the center of the universe 

was a mass of fire with the sun, moon, and other planets revolving around it.(48)  On a 

metaphysical level, this is an accurate description of the Self, and once we are reintroduced to it 

we realize that all the other "planets" of our personality move around it in order and beauty. 

 How unsurprising, then, that Greek mythology would select fire as the gift that the gods 

would retract from ungrateful man.  Man went looking for other treasures, forgetting his inner 

flame of divinity.  One version of the tale uses "sad" as the first adjective to describe the world 

without fire.(49)  How like their world is ours.  Monsters who had once been afraid of fire now 

began to carry off domestic animals and sometimes a child.  Those elements of man's personality 

which had once been subservient to the flame now frightened and molested him, robbing him of 

his wonder and delight and creativity.  What is necessary is for him to want a powerful bellows 
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to blow upon his soul and rekindle the flame for him. 

    In a return to the invitation,  it comes to us in the form of agonizing pain, a kind of 

suffering akin to death, in order that it might become an overwhelming experience of divine 

love.  We are invited to experience temporary agony in order to experience permanent ecstasy.  

The Divine Fire of the Holy Passion must burn away the residue of the old in order to make a 

place for the renewed holy flame within.  

 Like a passion annually celebrated throughout Christendom, ours simply precedes the 

Resurrection that inflames us with an ecstasy that is unspeakable.  We, who went looking 

inwardly for our lost spark and could not find it, have been fanned into flame by a source we 

scarcely dreamed existed.  We who were willing to declare that we wanted something more are 

now set on fire! 

  In accepting the invitation we become in Kierkegaard's words: 

not like a candle-stub, whose tiny flame goes out before a wind.  No, he is like a great 

fire; a storm cannot quench it! And the flame in his fire is like that one in Greece: water 

cannot put it out!(50) 
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