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1.

Myth and Dream

WHETHER we listen with aloof amusement to the dreamlike
mumbo jumbo of some red-eyed witch doctor of the Congo, or
read with cultivated rapture thin translations from the sonnets
of the mystic Lao-tse; now and again crack the hard nutshell of
an argument of Aquinas, or catch suddenly the shining meaning
of a bizarre Eskimo fairy tale: it will be always the one, shape-
shifting yet marvelously constant story that we find, together
with a challengingly persistent suggestion of more remaining
to be experienced than will ever be known or told.

Throughout the inhabited world, in all times and under every
circumstance, the myths of man have Aourished; and they have
been the living inspiration of whatever else may have appeared
out of the activities of the human body and mind. It would not
be too much to say that myth is the secret opening through which
the inexhaustible energies of the cosmos pour into human cul-
tural manifestation. Religions, philosophies, arts, the social forms
of primitive and historic man, prime discoveries in science and
technology, the very dreams that blister sleep, boil up from the
basic, magic ring of myth.
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THE MONOMYTH

The wonder is that the characteristic efficacy to touch and
inspire deep creative centers dwells in the smallest nursery fairy
tale—as the flavor of the ocean is contained in a droplet or the
whole mystery of life within the egg of a flea. For the symbols of
mythology are not manufactured; they cannot be ordered, in-
vented, or permanently suppressed. They are spontaneous pro-
ductions of the psyche, and each bears within it, undamaged, the
germ power of its source.

What is the secret of the timeless vision? From what profundity
of the mind does it derive? Why is mythology everywhere the
same, beneath its varieties of costume? And what does it teach?

Today many sciences are contributing to the analysis of the
riddle. Archaeologists are probing the ruins of Iraq, Honan,
Crete, and Yucatan. Ethnologists are questioning the Ostiaks of
the river Ob, the Boobies of Fernando Po. A generation of orien-
talists has recently thrown open to us the sacred writings of the
East, as well as the pre-Hebrew sources of our own Holy Writ.
And meanwhile another host of scholars, pressing researches
begun last century in the field of folk psychology, has been seek-
ing to establish the psychological bases of language, myth, re-
ligion, art development, and moral codes.

Most remarkable of all, however, are the revelations that have
emerged from the mental clinic. The bold and truly epoch-
making writings of the psychoanalysts are indispensable to the
student of mythology; for, whatever may be thought of the de-
tailed and sometimes contradictory interpretations of specific
cases and problems, Freud, Jung, and their followers have demon-
strated irrefutably that the logic, the heroes, and the deeds of
myth survive into modern times. In the absence of an effective
general mythology, each of us has his private, unrecognized,
rudimentary, yet secretly potent pantheon of dream. The latest
incarnation of Oedipus, the continued romance of Beauty and
the Beast, stand this afternoon on the corner of Forty-second
Street and Fifth Avenue, waiting for the traffic light to change.
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MYTH AND DREAM

“I dreamed,” wrote an American youth to the author of a
syndicated newspaper feature, “'that I was reshingling our roof.
Suddenly I heard my father's voice on the ground below, calling
to me. I turned suddenly to hear him better, and, as I did so, the
hammer slipped out of my hands, and slid down the sloping roof,
and disappeared over the edge. I heard a heavy thud, as of a body
falling.

“Terribly frightened, I climbed down the ladder to the ground.
There was my father lying dead on the ground, with blood all
over hishead. I was brokenhearted, and began calling my mother,
in the midst of my sobs. She came out of the house, and put her
arms around me. ‘Never mind, son, it was all an accident,’ she
said. ‘I know you will take care of me, even if he is gone.” As she
was kissing me, I woke up.

“I am the eldest child in our family and am twenty-three years
old. 1 have been separated from my wife for a year; somehow, we
could not get along together. I love both my parents dearly, and
have never had any trouble with my father, except that he insisted
that I go back and live with my wife, and I couldn’t be happy with
her. And I never will.” !

The unsuccessful husband here reveals, with a really wonderful
innocence, that instead of bringing his spiritual energies forward
to the love and problems of his marriage, he has been resting,
in the secret recesses of his imagination, with the now ridiculously
anachronistic dramatic situation of his first and only emotional
involvement, that of the tragicomic triangle of the nursery—the

1 Clement Wood, Dreams: Their Meaning and Practical dpplication
{(New York: Greenberg: Publisher, 1931), p. 124. “The dream material in
this book,” states the author (p. viii), “is drawn primarily from the thousand
and more dreams submitted to me each week for analysis, in connection with
my daily feature syndicated throughout the newspapers of the country. This
has been supplemented by dreams analysed by me in my private practice.” In
contrast to most of the dreams presented in the standard works on the sub-
ject, those in this popular introduction to Freud come from people not un-
dergoing analysis. They are remarkably ingenuous.
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son against the father for the love of the mother. Apparently the
most permanent of the dispositions of the human psyche are those
that derive from the fact that, of all animals, we remain the
longest at the mother breast. Human beings are born too soon;
they are unfinished, unready as yet to meet the world. Conse-
quently their whole defense from a universe of dangers is the
mother, under whose protection the intra-uterine period is pro-
longed.? Hence the dependent child and its mother constitute
for months after the catastrophe of birth a dual unit, not only
physically but also psychologically.®? Any prolonged absence of
the parent causes tension in the infant and consequent impulses
of aggression; also, when the mother is obliged to hamper the
child, aggressive responses are aroused. Thus the first object of
the child’s hostility is identical with the first object of its love, and
its first ideal (which thereafter is retained as the unconscious
basis of all images of bliss, truth, beauty, and perfection) is that of
the dual unity of the Madonna and Bambino.*

The unfortunate Father is the first radical intrusion of another
order of reality into the beatitude of this earthly restatement of
the excellence of the situation within the womb; he, therefore,
is experienced primarily as an enemy. To him is transferred the
charge of aggression that was originally attached to the “bad,”
or absent mother, while the desire attaching to the “good,” or
present, nourishing, and protecting mother, she herself (nor-
mally) retains. This fateful infantile distribution of death (thana-
tos: destrudo)and love (eros: libido) impulses builds the founda-
tion of the now celebrated Oedipus complex. which Sigmund
Freud pointed out some fiftv years ago as the great cause of our

2Géza Réheim, The Origin and Function of Culture {(Nervous and
Mental Disease Monographs, No. 6g, New York, 1943). pp. 17-25.

3D. T. Burlingham, *Die Einfiihlung des Kleinkindes in die Mutter,”
Imago, XXI, p. 429; cited by Géza Réheim, War, Crime and the Covenant
(Journal of Clinical Psychopathology, Monograph Series, No. 1, Monticello,

N.Y., 1945), p- 1.
4+ Réheim, War, Crime and the Covenant, p. 3.
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adult failure to behave like rational beings. As Dr. Freud has
stated it: “King Oedipus, who slew his father Laius and marrizd
his mother Jocasta, merely shows us the fulfilment of our own
childhood wishes. But, more fortunate than he, we have mean-
while succeeded, in so far as we have not become psychoneu-
rotics, in detaching our sexual impulses from our mothers and
in forgetting our jealousy of our fathers.’** Or, as he writes
again: “Every pathological disorder of sexual life is rightly to
be regarded as an inhibition in development.”®

For many a man hath seen himself in dreams
His mother’s mate, but he who gives no heed
To such like matters bears the easier fate.?

The sorry plight of the wife of the lover whose sentiments
instead of maturing remain locked in the romance of the nursery
may be judged from the apparent nonsense of another modern
dream; and here we begin to feel indeed that we are entering the
realm of ancient myth, but with a curious turn.

“I dreamed,” wrote a troubled woman, “that a big white horse

5 Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams (translated by James Strachey,
Standard Edition, IV; London: The Hogarth Press, 1g53), p. 262. (Orig.
1goo.

93 T)hree Essays on the Theory of Sexuality, I11: “The Transformations of
Puberty" (translated by James Swrachey, Standard Edition, VII; London:
The Hogarth Press, 1g53), p. 208. (Orig. 1905.)

7 Sophocles, Oedipus Tyrannus, g81-g83.

It has been pointed out that the father also can be experienced as a pro-
tector and the mother, then, as a temptress. This is the way from Oedipus
to Hamlet. “O God, I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a
king of infinite space, were it not that I have bad dreams” (Hamlet I1. ii).
“All neurotics,” writes Dr, Freud, "are either Qedipus or Hamiet.”

And as for the case of the daughter (which is one degree more compli-
cated), the following passage will suffice for the present thumbnail exposi-
tion. “I dreamed last night that my father stabbed my mother in the heart.
She died. I knew no one blamed him for what he did, although I was crying
bitterly. The dream seemed to change, and he and I seemed to be going on
a trip together, and I was very happy.” This is the dream of an unmarried
young woman of twenty-four (Wood, op. cit., p. 130}.
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kept following me wherever I went. I was afraid of him, and
pushed him away. I looked back to see if he was still following
me, and he appeared to have become a man. I told him to go
inside a barbershop and shave off his mane, which he did. When
he came out he looked just like 2 man, except that he had horse’s
hoofs and face, and followed me wherever 1 went. He came
closer to me, and I woke up.

“I am a married woman of thirty-five with two children. I have
been married for fourteen years now, and I am sure my husband
is faithful to me."” ®

The unconscious sends all sorts of vapors, odd beings, terrors,
and deluding images up into the mind—whether in dream, broad
daylight, or insanity; for the human kingdom, beneath the floor
of the comparatively neat little dwelling that we call our con-
sciousness, goes down into unsuspected Aladdin caves. There not

only jewels but also dangerous jinn abide: the inconvenient or
resisted psychological powers that we have not thought or dared
to integrate into our lives. And they may remain unsuspected,
or, on the other hand, some chance word, the smell of a landscape,
the taste of a cup of tea, or the glance of an eye may touch a magic
spring, and then dangerous messengers begin to appear in the
brain. These are dangerous because they threaten the fabric of
the security into which we have built ourselves and our family.
But they are fiendishly fascinating too, for they carry keys that
open the whole realm of the desired and feared adventure of the
discovery of the self. Destruction of the world that we have built
and in which we live, and of ourselves within it; but then a won-
derful reconstruction, of the bolder, cleaner, more spacious, and
fully human life—that is the lure, the promise and terror, of
these disturbing night visitants from the mythological realm that
we carry within.
Psychoanalysis, the modern science of reading dreams, has
taught us to take heed of these unsubstantial images. Also it has

8 Wood, op. cit., pp. 92-93.
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found a way to let them do their work. The dangerous crises of
self-development are permitted to come to pass under the pro-
tecting eye of an experienced initiate in the lore and language of
dreams, who then enacts the role and character of the ancient
mystagogue, or guide of souls, the initiating medicine man of the
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Fig. 1. Sileni and Maenads

primitive forest sanctuaries of trial and initiation. The doctor is
the modern master of the mythological realm, the knower of all
the secret ways and words of potency. His role is precisely that of
the Wise Old Man of the myths and fairy tales whose words assist
the hero through the trials and terrors of the weird adventure.
He is the one who appears and points to the magic shining sword
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that will kill the dragon-terror, tells of the waiting bride and the
castle of many treasures, applies healing balm to the almost fatal
wounds, and finally dismisses the conqueror, back into the world
of normal life, following the great adventure into the enchanted
night.

When we turn now, with this image in mind, to consider the
numerous strange rituals that have been reported from the primi-
tive tribes and great civilizations of the past, it becomes apparent
that the purpose and actual effect of these was to conduct people
across those difficult thresholds of transformation that demand a
change in the patterns not only of conscious but also of uncon-
scious life. The so-called rites of passage, which occupy such a
prominent place in the life of a primitive society (ceremonials of
birth, naming, puberty, marriage, burial, etc.), are distinguished
by formal, and usually very severe, exercises of severance, where-
by the mind is radically cut away from the attitudes, attachments,
and life patterns of the stage being left behind.? Then follows an
interval of more or less extended retirement, during which are
enacted rituals designed to introduce the life adventurer to the
forms and proper feelings of his new estate, so that when, at last,
the time has ripened for the return to the normal world, the initi-
ate will be as good as reborn.1®

Most amazing is the fact that a great number of the ritual trials
and images correspond to those that appear automatically in
dream the moment the psychoanalyzed patient begins to abandon
his infantile fixations and to progress into the future. Among the
aborigines of Australia, for example, one of the principal features
of the ordeal of initiation (by which the boy at puberty is cut
away from the mother and inducted into the society and secret

9 In such ceremonials as those of birth and burial, the significant effects
are, of course, those experienced by the parents and relatives. All rites of
passage are intended to touch not only the candidate but also every member

of his circle.
19 A. van Gennep, Les rites de passage (Paris, 190g),
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lore of the men) is the rite of circumcision. “When a little boy of
the Murngin tribe is about to be circumcised, he is told by his
fathers and by the old men, ‘The Great Father Snake smells your
foreskin; he is calling for it." The boys believe this to be literally
true, and become extremely frightened. Usually they take refuge
with their mother, mother's mother, or some other favorite fe-
male relative, for they know that the men are organized to see
that they are taken to the men's ground, where the great snake is
bellowing. The women wail over the boys ceremonially; this is
to keep the great snake from swallowing them.” '—Now regard
the counterpart from the unconscious. “One of my patients,”
writes Dr. C. G. Jung, “dreamt that a snake shot out of a cave
and bit him in the genital region. This dream occurred at the
moment when the patient was convinced of the truth of the
analysis and was beginning to free himself from the bonds of
his mother-complex.”!?

It has always been the prime function of mythology and rite to
supply the symbols that carry the hurnan spirit forward, in coun-
teraction to those other constant human fantasies that tend to tie
it back. In fact, it may well be that the very high incidence of
neuroticism among ourselves follows from the decline among us
of such effective spiritual aid. We remain fixated to the unexor-
cised images of our infancy, and hence disinclin2d to the neces-
sary passages of our adulthood. In the United States there is even
a pathos of inverted emphasis: the goal is not to grow old, but to
remain young; not to mature away from Mother, but to cleave to
her. And so, while husbands are worshiping at their boyhood
shrines, being the lawyers, merchants, or masterminds their

11 Géza Roéheim, The Eternal Ones of the Dream (New York: Inter-
national Universities Press, 1945}, p. 178.

12C. G. Jung, Symbols of Transformation (translated by R. F. C. Hull,
Collected Works, vol. 5; New York and London, 2nd edition, 1967), par.

585 (Orig. 1911-t2, Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido, translated by
Beatrice M. Hinkle as Psychology of the Unconscious, 1916. Revised by

Jung 1952.)
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parents wanted them to be, their wives, even after fourteen years
of marriage and two fine children produced and raised, are still
on the search for love—which can come to them only from the
centaurs, sileni, satyrs, and other concupiscent incubi of the rout
of Pan, either as in the second of the above-recited dreams, or as
in our popular, vanilla-frosted temples of the venereal goddess,
under the make-up of the latest heroes of the screen. The psycho-
analyst has to come along, at last, to assert again the tried wisdom
of the older, forward-looking teachings of the masked medicine
dancers and the witch-doctor-circumcisers; whereupon we find,
as in the dream of the serpent bite, that the ageless initiation sym-
bolism is produced spontaneously by the patient himself at the
moment of the release. Apparently, there is something in these
initiatory images so necessary to the psyche that if they are not
supplied from without, through myth and ritual, they will have
to be announced again, through dream, from within—lest our
energies should remain locked in‘a banal, long-outmoded toy-
room, at the bottom of the sea.

Sigmund Freud stresses in his writings the passages and difficul-
ties of the first half of the human cycle of life—those of our infancy
and adolescence, when our sun is mounting toward its zenith.
C. G. Jung, on the other hand, has emphasized the crises of the
second portion—when, in order to advance, the shining sphere
must submit to descend and disappear, at last, into the night-
womb of the grave. The normal symbols of our desires and fears
become converted, in this afternoon of the biography, into their
opposites; for it is then no longer life but death that is the chal-
lenge. What is difficult to leave, then, is not the womb but the
phallus—unless, indeed, the life-weariness has already seized the
heart, when it will be death that calls with the promise of bliss
that formerly was the lure of love. Full circle, from the tomb of
the womb to the womb of the tomb, we come: an ambiguous,
enigmatical incursion into a world of solid matter that is soon to
melt from us, like the substance of a dream. And, looking back
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at what had promised to be our own unique, unpredictable, and
dangerous adventure, all we find in the end is such a series of
standard metamorphoses as men and women have undergone in
every quarter of the world, in all recorded centuries, and under
every odd disguise of civilization.

The story is told, for example, of the great Minos, king of the
island-empire of Crete in the period of its commercial supremacy:
how he hired the celebrated artist-craftsman Daedalus to invent
and construct for him a labyrinth, in which to hide something of
which the palace was at once ashamed and afraid. For there wasa
monster on the premises—which had been born to Pasiphaé, the
queen. Minos, the king, had been busy, it is said, with important
wars to protect the trade routes; and meanwhile Pasiphaé had
been seduced by a magnificent, snow-white, sea-born bull. It had
been nothing worse, really, than what Minos’ own mother had
allowed to happen: Minos’ mother was Europa, and it is well
known that she was carried by a bull to Crete. The bull had been
the god Zeus, and the honored son of that sacred union was Minos
himself—now everywhere respected and gladly served. How then
could Pasiphaé have known that the fruit of her own indiscretion
would be a monster: this little son with human body but the head
and tail of a bull?

Society has blamed the queen greatly; but the king was not
unconscious of his own share of guilt. The bull in question had
been sent by the god Poseidon, long ago, when Minos was con-
tending with his brothers for the throne. Minos had asserted that
the throne was his, by divine right, and had prayed the god to
send up a bull out of the sea, as a sign; and he had sealed the
prayer with a vow to sacrifice the animal immediately, as an
offering and symbol of service. The bull had appeared, and Minos
took the throne; but when he beheld the majesty of the beast that
had been sent and thought what an advantage it would be to
possess such a specimen, he determined to risk 2 merchant’s sub-
tution—of which he supposed the god would take no great ac-
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count. Offering on Poseidon’s altar the finest white bull that he
owned, he added the other to his herd.

The Cretan empire had greatly prospered under the sensible
jurisdiction of this celebrated lawgiver and model of public vir-
tue. Knossos, the capital city, became the luxurious, elegant cen-
ter of the leading commercial power of the civilized world. The
Cretan fleets went out to every isle and harbor of the Mediterra-
nean; Cretan ware was prized in Babylonia and Egypt. The bold
little ships even broke through the Gates of Hercules to the open
ocean, coasting then northward to take the gold of Ireland and
the tin of Cornwall,!® as well as southward, around the bulge of
Senegal, to remote Yorubaland and the distant marts of ivory,
gold, and slaves.!t

But at home, the queen had been inspired by Poseidon with an
ungovernable passion for the bull. And she had prevailed upon
her husband's artist-craftsman, the peerless Daedalus, to frame
for her a wooden cow that would deceive the bull—into which she
eagerly entered; and the bull was deceived. She bore her monster,
which, in due time, began to become a danger. And so Daedalus
again was summoned, this time by the king, to construct a tre-
mendous labyrinthine enclosure, with blind passages, in which
to hide the thing away. So deceptive was the invention, that
Daedalus himself, when he had finished it, was scarcely able to
find his way back to the entrance. Therein the Minotaur was
settled: and he was fed, thereafter, on groups of living youths and
maidens, carried as tribute from the conquered nations within
the Cretan domain.!®

Thus according to the ancient legend, the primary fault was
not the queen’s but the king’s; and he could not really blame

13 Harold Peake and Herbert John Fleure, The Way of the Sea and

Merchant Venturers in Bronze (Yale University Press, 1929 and 1931).
14 Leo Frobenius, Das unbekannte Afrika (Munich: Oskar Beck, 1923),

Pp- 10-11.
16 Ovid, Metamorphoses, VIIIL, 132 f.; IX, 736 ff.
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her, for he knew what he had done. He had converted a public
event to personal gain, whereas the whole sense of his investiture
as king had been that he was no longer a mere private person.
The return of the bull should have symbolized his absolutely
selfless submission to the functions of his role. The retaining of
it represented, on the other hand, an impulse to egocentric self-
aggrandizement. And so the king “by the grace of God"* became
the dangerous tyrant Holdfast—out for himself. Just as the tradi-
tional rites of passage used to teach the individual to die to the
past and be reborn to the future, so the great ceremonials of in-
vestiture divested him of his private character and clothed him
in the mantle of his vocation. Such was the ideal, whether the man
was a craftsman or a king. By the sacrilege of the refusal of the
rite, however, the individual cut himself as a unit off from the
larger unit of the whole community: and so the One was broken
into the many, and these then battled each other—each out for
himself—and could be governed only by force.

The figure of the tyrant-monster is known to the mythologies,
folk traditions, legends, and even nightmares, of the world: and
his characteristics are everywhere essentially the same. He is the
hoarder of the general benefit. He is the monster avid for the
greedy rights of “my and mine.” The havoc wrought by him is de-
scribed in mythology and fairy tale as being universal through-
out his domain. This may be no more than his household, his own
tortured psyche, or the lives that he blights with the touch of his
friendship and assistance; or it may amount to the extent of his
civilization. The inflated ego of the tyrant is a curse to himself
and his world~-no matter how his affairs may seem to prosper.
Self-terrorized, fear-haunted, alert at every hand to meet and
battle back the anticipated aggressions of his environment, which
are primarily the reflections of the uncontrollable impulses to
acquisition within himself, the giant of self-achieved independ-
ence is the world’s messenger of disaster, even though, in his
mind, he may entertain himself with humane intentions. Wher-
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ever he sets his hand there is a cry (if not from the housetops,
then—more miserably—within every heart): a cry for the redeem-
ing hero, the carrier of the shining blade, whose blow, whose
touch, whose existence, will liberate the land.

Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit
There is not even silence in the mountains
But dry sterile thunder without rain

There is not even solitude in the mountains
But red sullen faces sneer and snarl

From doors of mudcracked houses 1®

The hero is the man of self-achieved submission. But submis-
sion to what? That precisely is the riddle that today we have to
ask ourselves and that it is everywhere the primary virtue and
historic deed of the hero to have solved. As Professor Arnold J.
Toynbee indicates in his six-volume study of the laws of the rise
and disintegration of civilizations,'7 schism in the soul, schism in
the body social, will not be resolved by any scheme of return to
the good old days (archaism), cr by programs guaranteed to
render an ideal projected future (futurism), or even by the most
realistic, hardheaded work to weld together again the deteriorat-
ing elements. Only birth can conquer death—the birth, not of the
old thing again, but of something new. Within the soul, within
the body social, there must be—if we are to experience long
survival—a continuous “recurrence of birth” (palingenesia) to
nullify the unremitting recurrences of death. For it is by means of
our own victories, if we are not regenerated, that the work of
Nemesis is wrought: doom breaks from the shell of our very vir-
tue. Peace then is a snare; war is a snare; change is a snare; perma-
nence a snare. When our day is come for the victory of death,

18°T. 5. Eliot, The Waste Land (New York: Harcourt, Brace and Company;
London: Faber and Faber, 1922), 340-345.

17 Arnold J. Toynbee, 4 Study of History (Oxford University Press, 1934),
Vol. VI, pp. 16g-17s.
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death closes in; there is nothing we can do, except be crucified—
and resurrected; dismembered totally, and then reborn.
Theseus, the hero-slayer of the Minotaur, entered Crete from
without, as the symbol and arm of the rising civilization of the
Greeks. That was the new and living thing. But it is possible also
for the principle of regeneration to be sought and found within
the very walls of the tyrant’s empire itself. Professor Toynbee
uses the terms “detachment” and “transfiguration” to describe
the crisis by which the higher spiritual dimension is attained that
makes possible the resumption of the work of creation. The first
step, detachment or withdrawal, consists in a radical transfer of
emphasis from the external to the internal world, macro- to
microcosm, a retreat from the desperations of the waste land to
the peace of the everlasting realm that is within. But this realm,
as we know from psychoanalysis, is precisely the infantile un-
conscious. It is the realm that we enter in sleep. We carry it within
ourselves forever. All the ogres and secret helpers of our nursery
are there, all the magic of childhood. And more important, all the
life-potentialities that we never managed to bring to adult realiza-
tion, those other portions of ourself, are there; for such golden
seeds do not die. If only a portion of that lost totality could be
dredged up into the light of day, we should experience a marvel-
ous expansion of our powers, a vivid renewal of life. We should
tower in stature. Moreover, if we could dredge up something
forgotten not only by ourselves but by our whole generation
or our entire civilization, we should become indeed the boon-
bringer, the culture hero of the day—a personage of not only local
but world historical moment. In a word: the first work of the
hero is to retreat from the world scene of secondary effects to
those causal zones of the psyche where the difficulties really reside,
and there to clarify the difficulties, eradicate them in his own
case (i.e., give battle to the nursery demons of his local culture)
and break through to the undistorted, direct experience and
assimilation of what C. G. Jung has called “the archetypal
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images.” 1 This is the process known to Hindu and Buddhist
philosophy as viveka, “discrimination.”

The archetypes to be discovered and assimilated are precisely
those that have inspired, throughout the annals of human cul-
ture, the basic images of ritual, mythology, and vision. These

18 “Forms or images of a collective nature which occur practically all over
the earth as constituents of myths and at the same time as autochthonous,
individual products of unconscious origin” (C. G. Jung, Psychology and
Religion [Collected Works, vol. 11; New York and London, 1958), par. 88.
Orig. written in English 1937. See also his Psychological Types, index.)

As Dr. Jung points out (Psychology and Religion, par. 8g), the theory of
the archetypes is by no means his own invention. Compare Nietzsche:

“In our sleep and in our dreams we pass through the whole thought of
carlier humanity. I mean, in the same way that man reasons in his dreams,
he reasoned when in the waking state many thousands of years. . . . The
dream carries us back into earlier states of human culture, and affords us a
means of understanding it better” (Friedrich Nietzsche, Human qll too Hu-
man, Vol. 1, 13; cited by Jung, Psychology and Religion, par. 8g, n. 7).

Compare Adolf Bastian’s theory of the ethnic “Elementary Ideas,” which,
in their primal psychic character (corresponding to the Stoic Logoi sper-
matikoi), should be regarded as “the spiritual (or psychic) germinal disposi-
tions out of which the whole social structure has been developed organically,”
and, as such, should serve as bases of inductive research (Ethnische Elemen-
targedanken in der Lehre vom Menchen, Berlin, 1895, Vol. I, p. ix).

Compare Franz Boas: “Since Waitz's thorough discussion of the question
of the unity of the human species, there can be no doubt that in the main
the mental characteristics of man are the same ail over the world” (The
AMind of Primitive Man, p. 104. Copyright, 1911 by The Macmillan Company
and used with their permission). “Bastian was led to speak of the appalling
monotony of the fundamental ideas of mankind all over the globe” (ibid., p.
155). “Certain patterns of associated ideas may be recognized in all types of
culture” (ibid., p. 228).

Compare Sir James G. Frazer: “We need not, with some enquirers in
ancient and modern times, suppose that the Western peoples borrcwed
from the older civilization of the Orient the conception of the Dying and
Reviving God, together with the solemn ritual, in which that conception
was dramatically set forth before the eyes of the worshippers. More probably
the resemblance which may be traced in this respect between the religions
of the East and West is no more than what we commonly, though incorrectly,
call a fortuitous coincidence, the effect of similar causes acting alike on the
similar constitution of the human mind in different countries and under
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“Eternal Ones of the Dream" ° are not to be confused with the
personally modified symbolic figures that appear in nightmare
and madness to the still tormented individual. Dream is the per-
sonalized myth, myth the depersonalized dream; both myth and
dream are symbolic in the same general way of the dynamics of
the psyche. But in the dream the forms are quirked by the pe-
culiar troubles of the dreamer, whereas in myth the problems
and solutions shown are directly valid for all mankind.

The hero, therefore, is the man or woman who has been able to
battle past his personal and local historical limitations to the

different skies " (The Golden Bough, one-volume edition, p. 386. Copyright,
1922 by The Macmillan Company and used with their permission).

Compare Sigmund Freud: “I recognized the presence of symbolism in
dreams from the very beginning. But it was only by degrees and as my
experience increased that I arrived at a full appreciation of its extent
and significance, and I did so under the influence of . . . Wilhelm
Stekel. . . . Stekel arrived at his interpretations of symbols by way of
intuition, thanks to a peculiar gift for the direct understanding of them,
... Advances in psycho-analytic experience have brought to our notice
patients who have shown a direct understanding of dream-symbolism
of this kind 10 a surprising extent. . . . This symbolism is not peculiar
to dreams, but is characteristic of unconscious ideation, in particular
among the people, and it is to be found in folklore, and in popular
myths, legends, linguistic idioms, proverbial wisdom and current jokes,
to a more complete extent than in dreams.” (The Interpretation of Dreams,
translated by James Strachey, Standard Edition, V, pp. 350-351.)

Dr. Jung points out that he has borrowed his term archetype from classic
sources: Cicero, Pliny, the Corpus Hermeticum, Augustine, etc. (Psychology
and Religion, par. 8g). Bastian notes the correspondence of his own theory
of “Elementary Ideas” with the Stoic concept of the Logoi spermatikoi.
The tradition of the “subjectively known forms” (Sanskrit: entarjieya-
riipa) is, in fact, coextensive with the tradition of myth, and is the key to
the understanding and use of mythological images—as will appear abun-
dantly in the following chapters.

W This is Géza Réheim’s translation of an Australian Aranda term,
altjiranga mitjine, which refers to the mythical ancestors who wandered on
the earth in the time called altjiranga nakala, “ancestor was.” The word
altfira means: (a) a dream, (b) ancestor, beings who appear in the dream,
(c) a story (Réheim, The Eternal Ones of the Dream, pp. 210-211).
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generally valid, normally human forms. Such a one’s visions,
ideas, and inspirations come pristine from the primary springs of
human life and thought. Hence they are eloquent, not of the
Present, disintegrating society and psyche, but of the unquenched
source through which society is reborn. The hero has died as a
modern man; but as eternal man—perfected, unspecific, universal
man-—he has been reborn. His second solemn task and deed there-
fore (as Toynbee declares and as all the mythologies of mankind
indicate) is to return then to us, transfigured, and teach the lesson
he has learned of life renewed.20

“I was walking alone around the upper end of a large city,
through slummy, muddy streets lined with hard little houses,”
writes a modern woman, describing a dream that she has had. “I
did not know where I was, but liked the exploring. I chose one
street which was terribly muddy and led across what must have
been an open sewer. I followed along between rows of shanties
and then discovered a little river flowing between me and some
high, firm ground where there was a paved street. This was a nice,
perfectly clear river, flowing over grass. I could see the grass mov-
ing under the water. There was no way to cross, so I went to a
little house and asked for a boat. A man there said of course he
could help me cross. He brought out a small wooden box which
he put on the edge of the river and I saw at once that with this box
I could easily jump across. I knew all danger was over and I
wanted to reward the man richly.

20 It must be noted against Professor Toynbee, however, that he seriously
misrepresents the mythological scene when he advertises Christianity as the
only religion teaching this second task. Al religions teach it, as do all
mythologies and folk traditions everywhere. Professor Toynbee arrives at
his misconstruction by way of a trite and incorrect interpretation of the
Oriental ideas of Nirvana, Buddha, and Bodhisattva; then contrasting these
ideals, as he misinterprets them, with a very sophisticated rereading of the
Christian idea of the City of God. This is what leads him to the error of

supposing that the salvation of the present world-situation might lie in a
return to the arms of the Roman Catholic church.
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“In thinking of this dream I have a distinct feeling that I did
not have to go where I was at all but could have chosen a com-
fortable walk along paved streets. I had gone to the squa!ld and
muddy district because I preferred adventure, and, hzr.vmg be-
gun, I had to go on. . . . When I think of how persistently I
kept going straight ahead in the dream, it seems as though I must
have known there was something fine ahead, like that !owi:ly,
grassy river and the secure, high, paved road beyond. Thinking
of it in those terms, it is like a determination to be born—or
rather to be born again—in a sort of spiritual sense. Perhaps some
of us have to go through dark and devious ways befof‘e we Cal"f find
the river of peace or the highroad to the soul’s destination.” !

The dreamer is a distinguished operatic artist, and, like all who
have elected to follow, not the safely marked general highways of
the day, but the adventure of the special, dimly audible cail that
comes to those whose ears are open within as well as without, she
has had to make her way alone, through difficulties not commonly
encountered, “through slummy, muddy streets”; she has k-nown
the dark night of the soul, Dante’s “dark wood, midway in the
journey of our life,” and the sorrows of the pits of hell:

Through me is the way into the woeful city,
Through me is the way into eternal woe,
Through me is the way among the Lost People.*?

It is remarkable that in this dream the basic outline of .the uni-
versal mythological formula of the adventure of the hero is repro-

21 Frederick Pierce, Dreams and Personality (Copyright, 1931 by D. Apple-

ton and Co., publishers), pp. 108-109.
22 Words written over the Gate of Hell:
Per me si va nella cittd dolente,
Per me si va nell’ eterno dolore,
Per me si va {ra la Perduta Genle.
—Dante, “Inferno,” 111, 1-3.
The translation is by Charles Eliot Norton, Th.e Pivine Comedy of Dant'e
Alighieri (Boston and New York: Houghton Mifflin Ccn.:upany, 1902); this
and the following quotations, by permission of the publishers.
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duced, to the detail. These deeply significant motifs of the perils,
obstacles, and good fortunes of the way, we shall find inflected
through the following pages in a hundred forms. The crossing
first of the open sewer,?® then of the perfectly clear river flowing
over grass, the appearance of the willing helper at the critical
moment,? and the high, firm ground beyond the final stream (the
Earthly Paradise, the Land over Jordan): ® these are the everlast-
ingly recurrent themes of the wonderful song of the soul’s high
adventure. And each who has dared to harken to and follow the
secret call has known the perils of the dangerous, solitary transit:

A sharpened edge of a razor, hard to traverse,
A difficult path is this—poets declare!

The dreamer is assisted across the water by the gift of a small
wooden box, which takes the place, in this dream, of the more
usual skiff or bridge. This is a symbol of her own special talent
and virtue, by which she has been ferried across the waters of the
world. The dreamer has supplied us with no account of her asso-

23 Compare Dante, “Inferno,” X1V, 76-84, (op. cit., Vol. I, p. 8g): a little
brook, the .edness of which still makes me shudder . . . which the sinful
women share among them.”

24 Compare Dante, “Purgatorio,” XXVIII, 22-30 (op. cit., Vol. IL, p. 214):
“A stream . . . which with its little waves was bending toward the left the
grass that sprang upon its bank. AH the waters that are purest here on earth
would seem to have some mixture in them, compared with that which hides
nothing.”

25 Dante's Virgil.

26 “Those who in old time sang of the Golden Age, and of its happy state,
perchance, upon Parnassus, dreamed of this place: here was the root of
mankind innocent; here is always spring, and every fruit; this is the nectar
of which each of them tells" (“Purgatorio,” XXVIII, 139-144; op. cit., Vol.
IL, p. 219).

2!:Kats;:)a Upanishad, 3-14. (Unless otherwise noted, my quotations of the
Upanishads will be taken from Robert Ernest Hume, The Thirfeen Princi-
pal Upanishads, translated from the Sanskrit, Oxford University Press, 1931.)

The Upanishads are a class of Hindu treatise on the nature of man and
the universe, forming a late part of the orthodox tradition of speculation.
The earliest date from about the eighth century p.c.
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ciations, so that we do not know what special contents the box
would have revealed; but it is certainly a variety of Pandora’s box
—that divine gift of the gods to beautiful woman, filled with the
seeds of all the troubles and blessings of existence, but also pro-
vided with the sustaining virtue, hope. By this, the dreamer
crosses to the other shore. And by a like miracle, so will each
whose work is the difficult, dangerous task of self-discovery and
self-development be portered across the ocean of life.

The multitude of men and women choose the less adventurous
way of the comparatively unconscious civic and tribal routines.
But these seekers, t0o, are saved—by virtue of the inherited sym-
bolic aids of society, the rites of passage, the grace-yielding sacra-
ments, given to mankind of old by the redeemers and handed
down through millenniums. It is only those who know neither an
inner call nor an outer doctrine whose plight truly is desperate;
that is to say, most of us today, in this labyrinth without and with-
in the heart. Alas, where is the guide, that fond virgin, Ariadne,
to supply the simple clue that will give us courage to face the
Minotaur, and the means then to find our way to freedom when
the monster has been met and slain?

Ariadne, the daughter of King Minos, fell in love with the
handsome Theseus the moment she saw him disembark from the
boat that had brought the pitiful group of Athenian youths and
maidens for the Minotaur. She found a way to talk with him, and
declared that she would supply a means to help him back out of
the labyrinth if he would promise to take her away from Crete
with him and make her his wife. The pledge was given. Ariadne
turned for help, then, to the crafty Daedalus, by whose art the
labyrinth had been constructed and Ariadne’s mother enabled
to give birth to its inhabitant. Daedalus simply presented her
with a skein of linen thread, which the visiting hero might fix to
the entrance and unwind as he went into the maze. It is, indeed,
very little that we need! But lacking that, the adventure into the
labyrinth is without hope.
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readeth, let him understand:) Then let them which be in Judaea
flee into the mountains: bet him which is on the house top not
come down to take anything qut of his house: Neither let him
which is in the field return back to take his clothes, And woe
unto them that are with child, and to.them that give suck in those
daysl But pray ye that your flight be not in the winter, neither on
the sabbath day: For then shall be great t{ibulation, such as was
not since the beginning of the world to this time, no, nor &ver
shall be. And except those days should be shortened, there showld
no flesh be saved: but for the elect’s sake those days shall b
shortened.
“Then if any man shall say unto you: Lo, here is Christ, or
there; believe it not. For there shall arise false Christs, and false
prophets, and shall show greavsigns and wonders; insomuch that,

if it were possible, they shall dectjve the very elect. Behold, I have
told you before. Wherefore if they'shall say unto you, Behold, he

gathered together. Immediately after the trib\llation of those days
shall the sun be darkened, and the moon shall\not give her light,
and the stars shall fall from'heaven, and the powers of the heavens

they shall see‘the Son of man coming in the clouds of heaven with
power and greadglory. And he shall send his angels with a great
sound of a trumpge\.{ld they shall gather together his elect from
the four winds, from bne end of heaven to the other, . . . But of
that day and hour knoweth no man, no, not the angels of heaven,
but my Father only.” 12

12 Macthew, 24:3-36.
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The Shapeshifter

THERE is no final system for the interpretation of myths, and
there will never be any such thing. Mythology is like the god Pro-
teus, “the ancient one of the sea, whose speech is sooth.” The god
“will make assay, and take all manner of shapes of things that
creep upon the earth, of water likewise, and of fierce fire burn-
ing.”" !

The life-voyager wishing to be taught by Proteus must “grasp
him steadfastly and press him yet the more,” and at length he will
appear in his proper shape. But this wily god never discloses even
to the skillful questioner the whole content of his wisdom. He will
reply only to the question put to him, and what he discloses will
be great or trivial, according to the question asked. “So often as
the sun in his course stands high in mid heaven, then forth from
the brine comes the ancient one of the sea, whose speech is sooth,
before the breath of the West Wind he comes, and the sea’s dark
ripple covers him. And when he is got forth, he lies down to sleep
in the hollow of the caves. And around him the seals, the brood of
the fair daughter of the brine, sleep all in a fRock, stolen forth from

1 Odyssey, 1V, 401, 417-418, translation by S. H. Butcher and Andrew Lang
(London, 187g).
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the grey sea water, and bitter is the scent they breathe of the deeps
of the salt sea,” 2 The Greek warrior-king Menelaus, who was
guided by a helpful daughter of this old sea-father to the wild lair,
and instructed by her how to wring from the god his response,
desired only to ask the secret of his own personal difficulties and
the whereabouts of his personal friends. And the god did not dis-
dain to reply.

Mythology has been interpreted by the modern intellect as a
primitive, fumbling effort to explain the world of nature (Frazer);
as a production of poetical fantasy from prehistoric times, mis-
understood by succeeding ages (Miiller); as a repository of allegor-
ical instruction, to shape the individual to his group (Durkheim);
as a group dream, symptomatic of archetypal urges within the
depths of the human psyche (Jung); as the traditional vehicle of
man's profoundest metaphysical insights (Coomaraswamy); and as
God's Revelation to His children (the Church). Mythology is all
of these. The various judgments are determined by the view-
points of the judges. For when scrutinized in terms not of what it
is but of how it functions, of how it has served mankind in the
past, of how it may serve today, mythology shows itself to be as
amenable as life itself to the obsessions and requirements of the
individual, the race, the age.

2

The Function of Myth, Cult, and Meditation

In His life-form the individual is necessarily only a fraction and
distortion of the total image of man. He is limited either as male
2 Ibid., IV, 400-406.
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or as female; at any given period of his life he is again limited as
child, youth, mature adult, or ancient; furthermore, in his life-
role he is necessarily specialized as craftsman, tradesman, servant,
or thief, priest, leader, wife, nun, or harlot; he cannot be all.
Hence, the totality—the fullness of man—is not in the separate
member, but in the body of the society as a whole; the individual
can be only an organ. From his group he has derived his tech-
niques of life, the language in which he thinks, the ideas on which
he thrives; through the pa:st of that society descended the genes
that built his body. If he presumes to cut himself off, either in
deed or in thought and feeling, he only breaks connection with
the sources of his existence.

The tribal ceremonies of birth, initiation, marriage, burial, in-
stallation, and so forth, serve to translate the individual’s life-
crises and life-deeds into classic, impersonal forms. They disclose
him to himself, not as this personality or that, but as the warrior,
the bride, the widow, the priest, the chieftain; at the same time
rehearsing for the rest of the community the old lesson of the
archetypal stages. All participate in the ceremonial according to
rank and function. The whole society becomes visible to itself as
an imperishable living unit. Generations of individuals pass, like
anonymous cells from a living body; but the sustaining, timeless
form remains. By an enlargement of vision to embrace this super-
individual, each discovers himself enhanced, enriched, supported,
and magnifted. His role, however unimpressive, is seen to be in-
trinsic to the beautiful festival-image of man—the image, poten-
tial yet necessarily inhibited, within himself.

Social duties continue the lesson of the festival into normal,
everyday existence, and the individual is validated still. Con-
versely, indifference, revolt—or exile—break the vitalizing con-
nectives. From the standpoint of the social unit, the broken-off
individual is simply nothing—waste. Whereas the man or woman
who can honestly say that he or she has lived the role—whether
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that of priest, harlot, queen, or slave—is something in the full
sense of the verb to be.

Rites of initiation and installation, then, teach the lesson of the
essential oneness of the individual and the group; seasonal fes-
tivals open a larger horizon. As the individual is an organ of so-
ciety, so is the tribe or city—so is humanity entire—only a phase of
the mighty organism of the cosmos.

It has been customary to describe the seasonal festivals of so-
called native peoples as efforts to control nature. This is a mis-
representation. There is much of the will to control in every act
of man, and particularly in those magical ceremonies that are
thought to bring rain clouds, cure sickness, or stay the flood;
nevertheless, the dominant motive in all truly religious (as op-
posed to black-magical) ceremonial is that of submission to the
inevitables of destiny—and in the seasonal festivals this motive is
particularly apparent.

No tribal rite has yet been recorded which attempts to keep
winter from descending; on the contrary: the rites all prepare the
community to endure, together with the rest of nature, the season
of the terrible cold. And in the spring, the rites do not seek to com-
pel nature to pour forth immediately corn, beans, and squash for
the lean community; on the contrary: the rites dedicate the whole
people to the work of nature’s season. The wonderful cycle of the
year, with its hardships and periods of joy, is celebrated, and
delineated, and represented as continued in the life-round of the
human group.

Many other symbolizations of this continuity fill the world of
the mythologically instructed community, For example, the clans
of the American hunting tribes commonly regarded themselves
as descended from half-animal, half-human, ancestors. These an-
cestors fathered not only the human members of the clan, but also
the animal species after which the clan was named; thus the hu-
man members of the beaver clan were blood cousins of the animal
beavers, protectors of the species and in turn protected by the
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animal wisdom of the wood folk. Or another example: The ho-
gan, or mud hut, of the Navahos of New Mexico and Arizona, is
constructed on the plan of the Navaho image of the cosmos. The
entrance faces east. The eight sides represent the four directions
and the points between. Every beam and joist corresponds to an
element in the great hogan of the all-embracing earth and sky.
And since the soul of man itself is regarded as identical in form
with the universe, the mud hut is a representation of the basic
harmony of man and world, and a reminder of the hidden life-
way of perfection.

But there is another way—in diametric opposition to that of
social duty and the popular cult. From the standpoint of the way
of duty, anyone in exile from the community is a nothing. From
the other point of view, however, this exile is the first step of the
quest. Each carries within himself the all; therefore it may be
sought and discovered within. The differentiations of sex, age,
and occupation are not essential to our character, but mere cos-
tumes which we wear for a time on the stage of the world. The
image of man within is not to be confounded with the garments.
We think of ourselves as Americans, children of the twentieth cen-
tury, Occidentals, civilized Christians. We are virtuous or sinful.
Yet such designations do not tell what it is to be man, they denote
only the accidents of geography, birth-date, and income. What
is the core of us? What is the basic character of our being?

The asceticism of the medieval saints and of the yogis of India,
the Hellenistic mystery initiations, the ancient philosophies of
the East and of the West, are techniques for the shifting of the
emphasis of individual consciousness away from the garments.
The preliminary meditations of the aspirant detach his mind and
sentiments from the accidents of life and drive him to the core.
"I am not that, not that,” he meditates: “not my mother or son
who has just died; my body, which is ill or aging; my arm, my
eye, my head; not the summation of all these things. I am not my
feeling; not my mind; not my power of intuition.” By such medi-
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tations he is driven to his own profundity and breaks through, at
last, to unfathomable realizations. No man can return from such
exercises and take very seriously himself as Mr. So-an-so of Such-
and-such a township, U.5.A.—Society and duties drop away. Mr.
So-and-so, having discovered himself big with man, becomes in-
drawn and aloof.

This is the stage of Narcissus looking into the pool, of the
Buddha sitting contemplative under the tree, but it is not the ul-
timate goal; it is a requisite step, but not the end. The aim is not
to see, but to realize that one is, that essence; then one is free to
wander as that essence in the world. Furthermore: the world too is
of that essence. The essence of oneself and the essence of the
,world: these two are one. Hence separateness, withdrawal, is no
longer necessary. Wherever the hero may wander, whatever he
may do, he is ever in the presence of his own essence—for he has
the perfected eye to see. There is no separateness. Thus, just as the
way of social participation may lead in the end to a realization of
the All in the individual, so that of exile brings the hero to the
Self in all.

Centered in this hub-point, the question of selfishness or altru-
ism disappears. The individual has lost himself in the law and
been reborn in identity with the whole meaning of the universe.
For Him, by Him, the world was made. “O Mohammed,” God
said, “*hadst thou not been, I would not have created the sky.”
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The Hero Today

AcLL of which is far indeed from the contemporary view; for the
democratic ideal of the self-determining individual, the inven-
tion of the power-driven machine, and the development of the
scientific method of research, have so transformed human life that
the long-inherited, timeless universe of symbols has collapsed. In
the fateful, epoch-announcing words of Nietzsche's Zarathustra:

"“"Dead are all the gods.”, 3/One knows the tale; it has been told a—

thousand ways. It is the hero-cycle of the modern age, the wonder-
s*ory of mankind’s coming to maturity. The spell of the past, the
bondage of tradition, was shattered with sure and mighty strokes.
The dream-web of myth fell away; the mind opened to full wak-
ing consciousness; and modern man emerged from ancient igno-
rance, likea butterfly from its cocoon, or like the sun at dawn from
the womb of mother night.

It is not only that there is no hiding place for the gods from the
searching telescope and microscope; there is no such society any
more as the gods once supported. The social unit is not a carrier
of religious content, but an economic-political organization. Its
ideals are not those of the hieratic pantomime, making visible on
earth the forms of heaven, but of the secular state, in hard and un-
remitting competition for material supremacy and resources. Iso-
lated societies, dream-bounded within a mythologically charged
horizon, no longer exist except as areas to be exploited. And
within the progressive societies themselves, every last vestige of

8 Nietzsche, Thus Spake Zarathustra, 1. 22. 3.
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the ancient human heritage of ritual, morality, and art is in full
decay.

The problem of mankind today, therefore, is precisely the op-
posite to that of men in the comparatively stable periods of those
great co-ordinating mythologies which now are known as lies.
Then all meaning was in the group, in the great anonymous
forms, none in the self-expressive individual; today no meaning
is in the group—none in the world: all is in the individual. But
there the meaning is absolutely unconscious. One does not know
toward what one moves. One does not know by what one is pro-
pelled. The lines of communication between the conscious and
the unconscious zones of the human psyche have all been cut, and
we have been split in two.
== The hero-deed to be wrought is not today what it was in the

century of Galileo. Where then there was darkness, now there is

light; but also, where light was, there now is darkness. The mod-
ern hero-deed must be that of questing to bring to light again the
lost Atlantis of the co-ordinated soul.

Obviously, this work cannot be wrought by turning back, or
away, from what has been accomplished by the modern revolu-
tion; for the problem is nothing if not that of rendering the
modern world spiritually significant—or rather (phrasing the
same principle the other way round) nothing if not that of making
it possible for men and women to come to full human maturity
through the conditions of contemporary life. Indeed, these con-
ditions themselves are what have rendered the ancient formulae
ineffective, misleading, and even pernicious. The community
today is the planet, not the bounded nation; hence the patterns of
projected aggression which formerly served to co-ordinate the in-
group now can only break it into factions. The national idea, with
the flag as totem, is today an aggrandizer of the nursery ego, not
the annihilator of an infantile situation. Its parody-rituals of the
parade ground serve the ends of Holdfast, the tyrant dragon, not
the God in whom self-interest is annihilate. And the numerous
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saints of this anticult—namely the patriots whose ubiquitous
photographs, draped with flags, serve as official icons—are pre-
cisely the local threshold guardians (our demon Sticky-hair)
whom it is the first problem of the hero to surpass.

Nor can the great world religions, as at present understood,
meet the requirement. For they have become associated with the
causes of the factions, as instruments of propaganda and self-
congratulation. (Even Buddhism has lately suffered this degrada-
tion, in reaction to the lessons of the West.) The universal tri-
umph of the secular state has thrown all religious organizations
into such a definitely secondary, and finally ineffectual, position
that religious pantomime is hardly more today than a sanctimo-
nious exercise for Sunday morning, whereas business ethics and
patriotism stand for the remainder of the week. Such a monkey-
holiness is not what the functioning world requires; rather, a
transmutation of the whole social order is necessary, so that
through every detail and act of secular life the vitalizing image
of the universal god-man who is actually immanent and effective
in all of us may be somehow made known to consciousness.

And this is not a work that consciousness itself can achieve. Con-
sciousness can no more invent, or even predict, an effective symbol
than foretell or control tonight's dream. The whole thing is being
worked out on another level, through what is bound to be a long
and very frightening process, not only in the depths of every liv-
ing psyche in the modern world, but also on those titanic battle-
fields into which the whole planet has lately been converted. We
are watching the terrible clash of the Symplegades, through which
the soul must pass—identified with neither side.

But there is one thing we may know, namely, that as the new
symbols become visible, they will not be identical in the various
parts of the globe; the circumstances of local life, race, and tradi-
tion must all be compounded in the effective forms. Therefore, it
is necessary for men to understand, and be able to see, that
through various symbols the same redemption isrevealed. “Truth

389



MYTH AND SOCIETY

1s one,” we read in thé Vedas; “the sages call it by many names.”
A single song is being inflected through all the colorations of the
human choir. General propaganda for one or another of the local
solutions, therefore, is superfluous—or much rather, a menace.
The way to become human is to learn to recognize the lineaments
of God in all of the wonderful modulations of the face of man.
With this we come to the final hint of what the specific orienta-
tion of the modern hero-task must be, and discover the real cause
for the disintegration of all of our inherited religious formulae.
The center of gravity, that is to say, of the realm of mystery and
danger has definitely shifted. For the primitive hunting peoples of
those remotest human millenniums when the sabertooth tiger,
the mammoth, and the lesser presences of the animal kingdom
were the primary manifestations of what was alien—the source at
once of danger, and of sustenance—the great human problem was
to become linked psychologically to the task of sharing the wilder-
ness with these beings. An unconscious identification took place,
and this was finally rendered conscious in the half-human, half-
animal, figures of the mythological totem-ancestors. The animals
became the tutors of humanity. Through acts of literal imitation
—such as today appear only on the children’s playground (or in
the madhouse)—an effective annihilation of the human ego was
accomplished and society achieved a cohesive organization. Simi-
larly, the tribes supporting themselves on plant-food became
cathected to the plant; the life-rituals of planting and reaping
were identified with those of human procreation, birth, and
progress to maturity. Both the plant and the animal worlds, how-
ever, were in the end brought under social control. Whereupon
the great field of instructive wonder shifted—to the skies—and
mankind enacted the great pantomime of the sacred moon-king,
the sacred sun-king, the hieratic, planetary state, and the symbolic
festivals of the world-regulating spheres.
j Today all of these mysteries have lost their force; their symbols
no longer interest our psyche. The notion of a cosmic law, which
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all existence serves and to which man himself must bend, has long
since passed through the preliminary mystical stages represented
in the old astrology, and is now simply accepted in mechanical
terms as a matter of course. The descent of the Occidental sciences
from the heavens to the earth (from seventeenth-century astron-
omy to nineteenth-century biology), and their concentration to-
day, at last, on man himself (in twentieth-century anthropology
and psychology), mark the path of a prodigious transfer of the fo-
cal point of human wonder. Not the animal world, not the plant
world, not the miracle of the spheres, but man himself is now the
crucial mystery. Man is that alien presence with whom the forces
of egoism must come to terms, through whon the ego is to be
crucified and resurrected, and in whose image society is to be
reformed. Man, understood however not as “I" but as “Thou'":
for the ideals and temporal institutions of no tribe, race, con-
tinent, social class, or century, can be the measure of the inex-
haustible and multifariously wonderful divine existence that is
the life in all of us.

The modern hero, the modern individual who dares to heed
the call and seek the mansion of that presence with whom it is
our whole destiny to be atoned, cannot, indeed must not, wait for
his community to cast off its slough of pride, fear, rationalized
avarice, and sanctified misunderstanding. “Live,” Nietzsche says,
“as though the day were here.” It is not society that is to guide and
save the creative hero, but precisely the reverse. And so every one
of us shares the supreme ordeal—carries the cross of the redeemer
—not in the bright moments of his tribe’s great victories, but in
the silences of his personal despair.
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