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God’s Grandeur

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod:
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil:
And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

Gerard Manley Hopkins




FULL CIRCLE
A Readers’ Forum

[ want to thank you for publishing
such a unique and outstanding periodi-
cal, and for being willing to draw on
Western as well as Eastern religious
sources, which are so often neglected in
such secular journals. I have noticed that
when you quote the Bible you use the
King James Version. My hope is that
you will consider using a more contem-
porary one in the future (e.g. Jerusalem,
New English, or Revised Standard Ver-
sion). We have so much more knowl-
edge of early manuscripts now than was
available when the King James Version
was written. Your readers deserve both
more accurate translations and more un-

derstandable English.

—(The Rev. Dr.) Tilden H. Edwards, ]r.
Washington, D.C.

We have had discussions on this subject
over the years but have never been seriously
tempted to abandon the King James for any
other version. There are myriad examples we
could cite justifying our insistence on the
King _]ames—ﬁt let’s consider just one. It
demonstrates why our conviction is so strong
on this point. As you know, in any transla-
tion of any text, there are often several “cor-
rect” translations of a word—it is our feeling
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that those who worked on the King James
stayed closer to the spirit and the meaning
than any others so far. The example we
have in mind is Luke 17:21, “The kingdom
of God is within you” (King James Version).
It is a critical statement at the core of the
point of view of myth and all traditional
thought. In an article in Studies in Com-
parative Religion, Winter 1967, Frithjof
Schuon comments on this verse: “In saying

that ‘the kingdom of God is within you,’

Jesus Christ means, not that heaven, or God,

is of a psychological order, but simply that
the access to spiritual and divine realities is to

be found at the center of our being . .. ” It is

an essential and critical idea. Now here is the
same verse in the translations you suggest:

“The kingdom of God is in the midst of
you.” (Revised Standard Version)

“The Kingdom of God is among you.”
(Jerusalem, New English)
All three are “correct” translations, but we
think you will see why we feel the King

James Version is superior.

— The Editors

In the last issue the editors asked for

suggestions for future themes, and I
want to pass along the following:
Wealth—both spiritual and material.
What does it mean, and what does it do
to the soul? This is perhaps a more chal-




lenging subject than “Poverty” because
it seems antithetical to spirituality, but
then PARABOLA took on the theme of
“Hierarchy” and did it very effectively.
Also, in some of its spiritual meanings,
wealth is understood as an abundance of
the virtues of poverty, or the spiritual
reward for a life of poverty. Just the
difference between the words “wealth”
and “abundance” suggests how the idea
itself moves from the hedonistic to the
spiritual.

George Keithly
Chico, California

I’ve long been enchanted by your
work. It seems to me that if trees must
die for paper, seeds must be planted in
words. And when you look around at
most publications you see a vast sulphur-
ic wasteland. Your efforts are life-giving,
though. Without myths, human beings
are dead—and when you look around at
people, you see a lot of charred and
cracked branches reaching toward the
sky in vain.

Since you invited me and the 40,000
to comment, I’m taking the liberty.
Here is an item I had about additional
material for the magazine: How does
mythology manifest itself in modern art,
music, and literature? What do the art-

ists have to reveal to us in this context?
This might make for an interesting col-
umn. Also, it would give us the sense
that these things are happening now.

What cradled the heart of hearts of the
ancients pulls at us today.

Stuart Matranga
Cedarhurst, New York

Over the years I have been deeply
enriched by the tales, reflections, and
teachings published in this special maga-
zine. As a rabbi in the Jewish tradition,
however, | miss not seeing more from
my own tradition . . . seldom are Jew-
ish teachers and thinkers called upon to
share the rich 5000-year-old midrashic
(legendary) oral and written traditions.

Though I have read Jonathan Omer-
Man, Elie Wiesel, and Adin Steinsaltz in
the pages of PARABOLA, I have yet to
read a Jewish woman author, poet, or
rabbi . . . and [ feel deprived by your
unintended neglect of this area.

[ hope you will respond to my que-
ries and requests to broaden your out-
reach into the Jewish spiritual path.

Rabbi Lynn Gottlieb
Albuquerque, New Mexico
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The Praying Masters of My Soul

JONATHAN OMER-MAN

On certain occasions my teacher
used to repeat to me the story of the
proud parent, who, on returning from
witnessing a grand and magnificent mili-
tary parade, reported to his friends:
“There were thousands upon thousands
of soldiers, and all of them were out of
step, except my son!”

The solitary soldier, of course, is
every one of us. For me, the story was
then, and still remains, a powerful
teaching, with many dimensions of
meaning. It is about self-centeredness,
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and about blindness to others. It is
about remembering who one is, and
one’s place in the world. It is about the
unredeemed state of humanity. It is
about sleep and awakening. It is even
about that most dangerous of spiritual
sins, self-pity. And it is about learning
to get in step.

According to one Jewish tradition,
everything exists in its proper place in
the world, everything is in step, except
human beings. Every mountain, every
pebble, every crystal is as it should be by




its very nature, unless it has been dislo-
cated by man: every animal, every bird,
every forest and every tree, each moves,
each comes into life, grows, decays, and
dies, as it should, properly. The sun and
moon glide smoothly in their orbits;
even the angels fulfill their functions
perfectly and unselfconsciously. It is as if
the entire cosmos was lying within a
great magnetic field, and every created
being is like a particle that moves only
along its particular line of force. In this
ordered cosmos, the human being is
unique. Because he alone is out of place,
he alone can change his place. He can
decide who he is. Among all created
beings only he has the power to direct
the course, to determine the rhythm, to
alter the flow of his life. A human being
is actively involved in the evolution of
his being. A caterpillar cannot choose if
and when it will become a chrysalis and
a butterfly; the planets cannot alter their
orbits. A human being, on the other
hand, can decide whether or not to seek
wholeness and redemption; whether or
not to align himself with the Divine
will. Nevertheless, though all humans
are blessed with this faculty of choice,
very few manage to use it to good ef-
fect. The truth of the matter is, getting
in step is a very difficult task.

In my teacher’s parable the solitary
soldier can get in step with his col-
leagues very simply. If he looks at them
carefully, and then he observes himself,
he discovers that something is wrong.
They become a kind of mirror for him;
but they reflect not what he is doing, or

who he appears to be at that moment,
but rather that which exists within him

in potential, who he can become. When
he can look within himself and see the
world, in this case, the parade (as op-
posed to projecting himself onto the
world—a sure recipe for distorted vi-
sion), he can make the necessary correc-
tion to his marching. By skipping twice
on the same foot, he can move into har-
mony with his colleagues.

Teaching stories are so powerful be-
cause they isolate a single element and
focus all attention on it, making the
moral very simple to grasp. But to learn
from them we have to translate them
into the complex reality of our lives. So
for us, getting in step is much more
difficult than it is for the soldier in the
allegory. First of all, unlike the soldier,
we perform not just one function,
marching, but many. It is as if we were
not one, but ten different soldiers, ten
different selves, and when we start to
look at them, we discover that they are
in disarray, each marching in his own
time, and pulling in a different direc-
tion. Before we (that is, the whole of
us, all ten soldiers) can get in step with
the rest of the world, the various parts
have to be brought into inner alliance.
The mind must work with the heart,
not against it; speech must echo
thought; the hand must follow the eye;
and the divine soul must master the ani-
mal soul. Secondly, we march not in one
parade, but in many, and we must get in
step with all of them. It is like playing
many games of chess simultaneously, ex-
cept that there is a different set of rules
on each board. Thus we work in our
immediate environments, with our fami-
lies, our colleagues, our friends, and our
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jobs. But we are also active in larger rors of our souls. In the process, we
settings, within our traditions and our acquire, or develop, new organs of per-
cultures. We live in different cycles of ception, of knowing.

time, each of which has its own struc-

ture and content—the hours of the day

and the days of the week, the seasons of

the year and the seasons of our life, the We start our work with school-
periods of history and the epochs of the ing and by using our five senses, our
unfolding of the Divine plan; and we “native” observation of what is around
exist in all realms of reality, from the us. We study with teachers, and then
highest spheres to inanimate dust. Ulti- we probably change schools and teach-
mately, we must learn to integrate all ers. We look at our immediate environ-
aspects of our being into all levels of ment, at the phenomenal world. We
physical and celestial realities. In order examine it carefully, objectively, compas-
to do this, we must be able to “see” sionately. For example, I look at the
these realities, so that they become mir- sparrows on my lawn, and when I




know them, I make them my teachers: I
note their hopping and their pecking,
the effortless economy of their being,
the way that their actions flow through
them without turbulence. They are who
they are. Similarly, there is a cactus
standing by a pathway in last summer’s
desert. I learn from it about the exis-
tence with seemingly inadequate re-
sources, and about the simplicity with
which spines can repel unwanted intrud-
ers. When I know these teachers, I can
look within myself and discover some of
the potential of my own soul. In the
depths of their being they are in step,
and from them I too can learn to be in
step. However, their teaching is limited,
or rather my lesson is: I am not a bird
or a cactus, and I cannot learn from
them how to eat, how to love, or how
to pray as a human being.

So we need new human teachers,
and we need old teachings. In this latter
respect, the Jewish regimen of the mitz-
vot, the commandments, provides a
trustworthy guide. These detailed pre-
scriptions for precise action demand of
us that we sharpen our powers of obser-
vation and discrimination and self-
knowledge. Furthermore, by setting our
actions within a larger framework, they
provide us with the means to transcend
the relationship between subject and ob-
ject. Let us look for example at the die-
tary laws. As a religious Jew I am not
permitted to eat a piece of meat without
verifying that it is indeed part of my
particular food chain (chicken and beef
are, pork and lobster are not). Further-
more, | must ascertain that the animal it

came from was slaughtered and prepared

in a proper fashion. By complying with
these (and other, far more detailed) ritu-
al laws, I learn in the first instance about
the animal, its origins, and about the
nature of my own actions. But I am also
led into examining the significance of
the respective lives of the predator and
the prey, and the relationship between
them. My enquiry extends beyond the
“ecological” context, and the rippling




consequences of my act reach the highest
levels of being. Ultimately, by eating a
morsel of food, I could be performing a
sacrament that is as complex and as sim-
ple and as holy as the offering of sacri-
fices in the Temple of old.

Were I an enlightened human
being, I, that is, all aspects of my being,
would be able to get in step with the
totality of the cosmos by eating a single
meal with perfect intentionality. But I
am not, and my work is unending. I
must seek further teachers and true mir-
rors of my soul and instruction from the
Torah in all my tasks, in all my actions,
eating, working, talking, loving, learn-

ing, teaching, praying.

The day is late. Very shortly the
sun will set, and it is almost time for the
afternoon prayers. Will I be able to pray
with all my being? Will I be in step,
and with whom? Where, and who, are
my mirrors? Where are the praying
teachers of my soul? At one level it is
clear that I need a human teacher, a per-
fected master of prayer, and that I
should be part of a perfect devoted com-
munity. | found these in the past, but I
have set sail from the holy city and now
[ live in the land of sensual music. The
sages of God’s holy fire made me who
now I am, but they cannot help me to
pray this afternoon. I am out of step
again. Nor can I learn from my friends
the birds; they know nothing of exile

from Eden. I need other mirrors for my
soul.
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At one level we pray with our
physicality. The words are formed in
our nervous systems and are uttered by
our mouths. Prayers are articulated by
the physical organs of speech, and that is
entirely proper, for we worship with the
totality of our being. Furthermore, the
skills of corporeal prayer are acquired
and perfected like other physical activi-
ties, with practice and discipline. But
the words, the movements, the emo-
tions, the hopes and the petitions that
are the external characteristics of prayer
are not its content—they are the vehicle
in which it is borne. The essence of
prayer is an extremely subtle yet power-
ful energy by means of which an indi-
vidual relates to the Divine that is
beyond. The source of prayer, that as-
pect of our being from which it flows,
is within the soul itself. Without the
vehicles, without the outer forms of
prayer, the essence tends to remain cha-
otic, incoherent; it is like the scattered
light that fills a room, and not like a
beam of light that traverses space and
can pierce the gloom. But the soul is
separate from the body, and its energy
does not move naturally into the vehi-
cles, and so we have been given a special
organ that coordinates the outpouring of
prayer and the formation of the vehicles.
This organ, the prayer center of our
being, must also learn from without. It
too needs mirrors, of two kinds: the
first in order to discover and to recog-
nize itself, to know its source and its
power; and the second, in order that it
can be aligned externally, that it may be
in step with beings whose essence is
praying perfectly. These mirrors are, in







the first case, the souls of every living
and inanimate being, and in the second,
the seraphs, the angels, and the holy
creatures, which exist in the second and
third realms of emanation.

We are dealing here with very sub-
tle, almost invisible entities. Souls are
veiled. It is said that were they to be
revealed, the light would be so intense
that we would no longer be able to see
the phenomenal, the “real” world. They
are, perhaps, that of which it is said,
“No man can look upon My face and
live.” Paradoxically, then, our task in-
volves seeing that which is either invisi-
ble, or is so bright that it would blind
or kill us. How is this to be done? An
answer has been given to us. Though
we cannot look upon these entities, the
souls of all beings, in the sense of appre-
hending them, knowing them, we can

gain a glimpse of them by relating to




them through the modality of the com-
mandments. We do not see them un-
veiled, but, rather, through the veil.
Their light is partially revealed to us,
and it illuminates and becomes a mirror
of our own souls. And then, for an in-
stant, we see the entire creation as a
myriad shimmering mirrors of God. He
is in His heaven, and the world is filled
with His glory. The world is His glory.
Then we must pray with the angels.

The central element of all Jewish
prayer—that which in the legal texts is
called simply “The Prayer”—is an an-
cient compilation of blessings, praises,
and thanksgivings. Its verses are a per-
fect vehicle for the essence of prayer.
They have served as such for thousands
of years, and in their content they sum-
mon up and balance all parts of a per-
son’s being: furthermore, they direct us
so clearly and consciously toward the
Most High.

In morning and afternoon services,
when The Prayer is said publicly, it is
read twice: first silently, by all partici-
pants, and then aloud, by the prayer-
leader. And during this second reading
there is an inclusion, a section that is
regarded as the highest point of Jewish
worship. In this section, called the
“Sanctification,” humans join higher
beings—whom we cannot see, whom
we cannot hear—in a marvelous contra-
puntal song of praise to the Most High.

Although there are different ver-
sions of the Sanctification, in its most
common, formal structure, it is an anti-
phonal chant. It consists of an introduc-
tion and invocations that are chanted

by the prayer leader, and three biblical

verses, derived from prophetic visions of
angels, that are sung by the congregation.

The leader prompts and the partici-
pants echo the angels.

Leader:
We sanctify Your Name in the
world even as they sanctify it in the

highest heavens, as it is written by Your
prophet: And they said to one another:

Congregation:
Holy Holy Holy is the Lord of Hosts;
The whoz earth is filled with His Glo-
ry! (Isaiah 6:3)

Leader:
Those opposite them say
“Blessed” —

Congregation:

Blessed be the Glory of the Lord from
His abode (Ezekiel 3:12)

Leader:
And in Your Holy Scriptures it is

written—

Congregation:
The Lord reigns forever

Your God, O Zion, in all generations
Hallelu-yah (Psalm 146:10)

The world shimmered with God’s
glory this afternoon, and during the
Sanctification I did pray with the angels.
I did not see them, I could not hear
them, but I joined them in singing the
music of the spheres. They sang perfect-
ly, and I, as usual, was out of tune. This
is the cosmic symphony. I am still out of
step, but I am part of the parade. ¥
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The Interior Image

ANANDA K. COOMARASWAMY

Tile Indian Sukranitisara praises the

making of divine images in accordance
with canonical prescription, and con-

demns the portrayal of human likenesses
as “not heaven-ward leading.” The
well-known Cambodian and Javanese
practice of erecting statues of deified
ancestors in the likeness of divine images
is in perfect agreement with this pro-
nouncement. There are numerous Indian
votive bronze statuettes, which are spe-
cifically “portraits” of such and such a
donor, and yet cannot be distinguished,
or scarcely distinguished, from divine
images; as well as others in which the
intention to represent a human being is
evident, but the facial expression is alto-
gether that of a type, without individual
peculiarities. On the other hand, in the
dramatic literature, there is an abun-
dance of detailed references to a secular
art of portraiture in which a real likeness
to the living subject was essential to the
social, and largely erotic, purpose of the
work.

It is quite evident, then, that in In-
dia we have to take account of two
quite different kinds of portraiture, re-
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spectively posthumous, hieratic, and
ideal on the one hand, and taken from

life, profane, and sentimental on the
other. We shall find that there existed in
Europe also a corresponding tradition of
ideal portraiture, of which full account
must be taken if we are to understand
the underlying significance of facial
expression in medieval Christian art. Be-
fore going on to the European sources,
however, we shall refer to two other
Indian texts in which a distinction is
drawn between the appearance of the
man on the one hand, and on the other
the interior image of the very man invis-
ible to the physical eye but accessible to
the eye of contemplation. The relation
between the outward appearance and the
interior image is analogous to that be-
tween the aesthetic surfaces of an actual
painting and “the picture that is not in
colors” (Lankavatara Siitra).

A distinction between the looking-
glass image and the veritable spiritual-
essence of the man is sharply drawn in
the Chandogya Upansad, where the ques-
tion is posed of the nature of the spiritu-
al-essence, or very Self (atman), in a
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dialogue between the Progenitor, the
Angel Indra and the Titan Virocana.
The Progenitor asks the two latter to
adorn themselves as best they can, and
to consider their reflection in a bowl of
water. “What do you see?” “We see

ourselves just as we are, with all our
adornments,” they reply. “That is the
spiritual-essence (atman), that is the im-
mortal, that is God,” he tells them,
meaning that what they see is a form in
the image and likeness of the deity. In-
dra and Virocana, however, understand
that the outward aspect and the spiritu-
al essence of the man are one and the
same thing, and they go away satisfied
with this nothing-more-ish (nastika) con-
clusion. The Progenitor watches them as
they go, and remarks, “They have gone
away without understanding, without
having known the very Self. Whoever
has such an understanding as theirs,
whether Angel or Titan, must perish.”
Indra, however, is not finally satisfied,
and returns for further instruction; he
finally learns that this body (i.e., body

with sensitive consciousness, or “soul”)
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is mortal and in the power of death, but
that it is the “standing-ground” of the
immortal spiritual-essence (atman), the
veritable knowing subject. It is, in fact,
the whole burden of the Upanisads and
Bhagavad Gita to distinguish in this way

the Spirit from the body-and-soul, the
Knower of the Field from the field it-
self; just as also in Christianity, “The
word of God is quick and powerful, and
sharper than any two-edged sword, ex-
tending even unto the sundering of soul
from spirit” (Heb. 4:12).

In the Uttaratantra of Maitreya,
there is a Parable of the Painters, illus-
trating what is meant by the realization
of the whole transcendent person of the
Buddha (the whole painting) by means
of a transformative constitution of all its
parts (the various members of the paint-
ed representation): it is, then, a question
of ideal portraiture and the likeness of a
“mystical body.” There can be little
doubt, indeed, that the reference is to
the occasion on which Rudrayana desires
a portrait of the Buddha, and summons
his court painters, who, however, are




unable to “grasp” the Buddha’s like-
ness; and the Buddha then projects his
“outline” or “shadow” on the canvas,
instructing the painters to fill it in with

colors. We cite now the Uttaratantra pas-
sage from Obermiller’s version in Acta
Orientalia:

Suppose there were some painters,

Skillful in painting various parts of the body,

And each of them, knowing his own special
member,

Would not be able to paint the rest.

Suppose then a mighty king would bid to
them—

On this cloth ye all must draw my
portrait—

And hand the cloth to them with this
commandment.

And the painters having heard his word,

Would start their work of painting.

Suppose again, of these painters engaged in
the work,

One should go abroad and, owing to his
absence,

Their number being incomplete, the portrait

Could not be accomplished in all its parts.

The painters who are meant here

Are Charity, Morals, Patience, and the rest,

And that which is the highest point of
excellence,

The essence of all relative entities—this is the
picture,

“The picture that is not in colors,” to

repeat our citation from the Lankavatara
Sutra.

We are now in a position to con-
sider the European parallels. The funda-
mental distinction between the outward
appearance and inward reality of the en-
lightened, and in this case specifically in-
itiated Hermes (who is really no more
than the Buddha or Christ in the last
analysis merely this or that man but the
Universal Man and forma humanitatis) is
made in the Corpus Hermeticum in a dia-
logue between Hermes and his son As-
clepius, who is himself about to be, but
has not yet been, “born again.” Hermes
denies that Asclepius, who is actually
looking at his father, can really see him.
He says:

I see that by God’s mercy there has
come to be in me a form which is not fash-
ioned out of matter. . . . I am not now the
man | was; I have been born again in Mind,
and the bodily shape which was mine before
has been put away from me. I am no longer
an object colored and tangible; a thing of
spatial dimensions; I am now alien to all
this, and to all that you perceive when you
gaze with bodily eyesight. To such eyes as

yours, my son, I am not now visible.

The whole point of view is similar
to that of the Chandogya Upanisad cited
above, where in the same way a sharp
distinction is made between the spiritu-
ally essential person and the empirical
ego: and it is significant that the as yet
unregenerated Asclepius fails to recog-
nize his own father in this spiritual im-

age of which he speaks.
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Porphyry tells us that Plotinus re-
tused to allow his portrait to be made,
objecting: “Is it not enough to carry
about this image in which nature has
enclosed us? Do you really think I must
also consent to leave, as a desirable spec-
tacle to posterity, an image of the
image?”’

When now in John 14:9 Christ
says, “He that hath seen Me, hath seen
the Father,” it is very evident that in the
same way “Me”” does not mean the out-
ward and physically visible and tangible
man Jesus whom all men could see with
their bodily eyes, but rather that spiritu-
al essence of which he speaks when he
also says, “I and my Father are one.”

We come next to a long but very
significant passage in the Apocryphal
Acts of John. Here Lycomedes, who has
just been raised from the dead by the
mediation of John, summons his friend,
a skillful painter, that he may “possess
him (John) in a portrait.” Unknown to
John, the painter makes an outline, and
on the next day filling it with colors,

presents the portrait to Lycomedes, who
“set it up in his own bedchamber and
hung it with garlands,” and spent much
time with it. John now, who has never
seen himself in a mirror, goes into the
chamber and sees there “the portrait of
an old man crowned with garlands, and
lamps and altars set before it.” He asks
what all this means: “Can it be one of
thy gods that is painted here? for I see
that thou art still living in heathen fash-
ion.” Lycomedes answers, “My only
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God is he who raised me up from death
with my wife: but if, next to that God,
it is right that men who have benefited
us should be called gods—it is thou,
father, whom I have had painted in that
portrait, whom I crown and love and
reverence as having become my good
guide.” Then Lycomedes brings him a

MIrTor:

And when he had seen himself in the
mirror and looked earnestly at the portrait,
he said: As the Lord Jesus Christ liveth, the
portrait is like me: yet not like me, child,
but like my fleshly image; for if this painter,
who hath imitated this my face, desireth to
draw the very me in a portrait, he will be at
a loss needing more than the colors that are
now given to thee, and boards and plaster
and glue and the position of my shape, and
old age and youth and all things that are
seen with the eye.

But do thou become for me a good
painter, Lycomedes. Thou hast colors,
which he giveth thee through me, who
painteth all of us for himself, even Jesus,
who knoweth the shapes and appearances
and postures and dispositions and types of
our souls. And the colors wherewith I bid
thee paint are these: faith in God, knowl-
edge, godly fear, friendship, communion,
meekness, kindness, brotherly love, purity,
simplicity, tranquillity, fearlessness, griefless-
ness, sobriety, and the whole band of colors
that painteth the likeness of thy soul, and
even now raiseth up thy members that were
cast down, and levelleth them that were lift-
ed up, and tendeth thy bruises, and healeth
thy wounds, and ordereth thine hair that
was disarranged, and washeth thy face, and
chasteneth thine eyes, and purgeth thy bow-




els, and emptieth thy belly, and cutteth off
that which is beneath it; and in 2 word,
when the whole company and mingling of
such colors is come together, into thy soul,
it shall present it to our Lord Jesus Christ
undaunted, whole, and firm of shape. But
this that thou has now done is childish and

imperfect: thou hast drawn a dead likeness
of the dead.

lt is unmistakably the same point
of view that we find again in Eckhart,
who remarks that “Any face thrown on
a mirror is, willy-nilly, imaged therein.
But its nature does not appear in the
looking-glass image: only the mouth,
nose and eyes, just the features, are seen
in the mirror,” and again, “My looks
are not my nature, they are the accidents
of nature.”; “According to philoso-
phers, to make a portrait of a man one
must not copy Conrad nor yet Henry.
For if it be like Conrad or like Henry it
will not recall the man, but will remind
one of Conrad or Henry . . . given the
knowledge and the art, one could do
Conrad to the life, the very image of
him. Now God both will and can: he
made thee like unto himself, the very
image of himself”’: “If I paint my like-
ness on the wall, he who sees the like-

ness is not seeing me; but anyone who
sees me sees my likeness and not my
likeness merely but my child”; for “the
more and the more clearly God’s image
shows in man the more evidently God is
born in him. And by God’s eternal birth
in him we understand that his image
stands fully revealed.” Nor is this mere-

ly a matter of human representation:
“The most trivial thing perceived in

God, a flower for example as espied in

God, would be a thing more perfect

than the universe”: “any flea as it is in
God is nobler than the highest of the
angels in himself.” And finally, “Crea-
tures all come into my mind and are
rational in me. I alone prepare all crea-
tures to return to God . . . I alone take
all creatures out of their sense and make
them one in me”—that is to say in that
human nature that has nothing to do
with time. w

Adapted from “The Traditional Conception
of Ideal Portraiture,” Christian and Oriental
Philosophy of Art, by Ananda K. Coomara-
swamy. (New York: Dover Publications,

1957.)




Jeremy

JACQUES LUSSEYRAN

Translated by Noelle Oxenhandler

The first man on my path is an old

man. And you cannot imagine how hap-
py this makes me.

[ do not know if there is a greater
blessing than to encounter a true old
person, that is, one who is joyous. It is
a blessing which is rarely given to us,
because for most, alas, age is nothing
but the blank and degrading addition of
physical years. But when an old person
is joyful, he is so strong that he no long-
er needs to speak: he comes and he
heals. The one who fills my memory is
like this. His name is Jeremy Regard.

It is not I who give him this name.
It was his. How many novelists would
like to have invented it?

[ would like to be very modest, you
know, in describing him, because he
was so great and yet seemed it so little.
He made such a brief passage through
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my life—only a few weeks—that I can
no longer remember his body. I vaguely
perceive a man who is vigorous,
straight, thickset. Yes, a small man, ac-
cording to physical measurements. As
for his face, I can’t see it. I think that I
never asked myself any questions about
his face, even then. I saw another which
was much more real.”

[ met him in January 1944, in the
midst of the war, in Germany, when I
was in a concentration camp at age nine-
teen. He was one of the six thousand
French whe arrived in Buchenwald be-
tween the 22nd and 26th of January.
But he was unlike any other.

Here I must stop for a moment,
because I have written the word “Buch-

*Jacques Lusseyran was blinded in a school
accident at the age of eight.—Ed.







enwald.” I will often be writing of it.
But do not expect a picture of the hor-
rors of the deportation. These horrors
were real, and they are not pleasant to
talk about. To have the right to speak
about them, it would be necessary to be
a healer—and not just of the body. I
will content myself then with the indis-
pensable, the basic scenario.

Sometimes I will even speak of the
deportation in a manner which is scan-
dalous for some, | mean paradoxical: I
will say in what it was good, I will
show what riches it contained.

If I come back to it sometimes, it is
because it stands at the very entrance of
my life, an attic bursting with pains and
joys, with questions and answers.

Jeremy did not speak of the concen-
tration camps either, even when he was
there. He did not have his gaze nailed to
the smoke from the crematorium, nor
on the twelve hundred terrified prisoners
of Block 57. He was looking through.

At first I didn’t know who he
was—people spoke to me of “Socrates.”

My neighbors, who were very nu-
merous, pronounced this name which
was utterly unexpected in the swarming
fear and cold in which we tossed. “Soc-
rates said . . .,” “Socrates laughed. . . .”
Socrates was over there, a little further,
on the other side of this crowd of closely
shaven men. I did not understand why
all these people called one person out of
everyone Socrates. But I wished to meet
him.

Finally one day I saw him—that is,
[ must have seen him, for to tell the
truth, I have no memory of the first
meeting.

[ know only that I was expecting an
eloquent reasoner, a clever metaphysi-
cian, some sort of triumphant moral
philosopher. That is not at all what I
found.

He was a simple welder from a
small village at the foot of the Jura
mountains. He had come to Buchenwald
for reasons which had so little to do
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with the essential that I never knew
them or asked about them.

His name was not Socrates, as you
already know, but Jeremy, and I didn’t
understand why this name wasn’t
enough for his companions.

Jeremy’s tale was that of a welder
from a particular part of the world, a
village in France. He loved to tell it
with broad smiles. He told it very sim-
ply, as any tradesman talks about his
trade. And here and there one could just
barely glimpse a second forge standing
there, a forge of the spirit.

Yes, I said “spiritual.” However,
the word has been spoiled by overuse.
But this time it is true and full.

[ heard Jeremy speak of men who
did not come to his shop just for their
horses and their wagons but for them-
selves. They came so as to go home all
steeled and new, to take home a little of
the life they were lacking and which
they found overflowing, shining and
gentle at the forge of father Jeremy.

At this time I was a student. I had
hardly ever experienced such men, they
do not fill the universities. I thought
that when a man possessed wisdom, he
immediately said it, and said how and
why and according to which affiliation
of thought. Especially, I thought that in
order to be wise, it was necessary to
think, and to think rigorously.

[ stood with my mouth open before
Jeremy because he didn’t think. He told
stories, almost always the same, he
shook your shoulders, he seemed to be
addressing invisible beings through you.
He always had his nose smack in the
obvious, the close-at-hand. If he spoke
about the happiness of a neighbor upon
leaving his shop, it was as if he spoke
about a wart, a bump, which had just
been removed. He observed things of
the spirit with his eyes, as doctors ob-
serve microbes through their micro-
scopes. He made no distinction. And the
more | saw him do this, the more the
weight of the air diminished for me.




space with which Jeremy remained
surrounded.

He was not frightening, he was not
austere, he was not even eloquent. But
he was there, and that was tangible.
You felt it as you feel a hand on the
shoulder, a hand which summons,
which brings you back to yourself when
you were about to disappear.

Each time he appeared, the air be-
came breathable: I got a breath of life
smack in the face. This was perhaps not
a miracle, but it was at least a very great
act, and one of which he alone was capa-
ble. Jeremy’s walk across the quad was
that: a breathing. In my memory I can
follow distinctly the path of light and
clarity which he made through the
crowd.

I have encountered startling beings,
beings whose gestures and words so daz-

zled that in their presence one had to
lower one’s eyes. Jeremy was not star-
tling. Not a bit! He wasn’t there to stir
us up.

It was not curiosity which impelled
me toward him. I needed him as a man
who is dying of thirst needs water. Like
all important things, this was elemental.

[ see Jeremy walking through our
barracks. A space formed itself among
us. He stopped somewhere and, all at
once, men pressed in tighter, yet still
leaving him a little place in their midst.
This was a completely instinctive move-
ment which one cannot explain simply
by respect. We drew back rather as one
steps back to leave a place for one who
is working.

You must picture that we were
more than a thousand men in this bar-
racks, a thousand where four hundred
would have been uncomfortable. Imag-
ine that we were all afraid, profoundly
and immediately. Do not think of us as
individuals, but as a protoplasmic mass.
In fact, we were glued to one another.
The only movements we made were
pushing, clutching, pulling apart, twist-
ing. Now you will better understand
the marvel (so as not to say “miracle”)
of this small distance, this circle of

[ didn’t understand then who he
was, but certainly I saw him. And this
image began to work inside me until the
moment it lit up like a torch. I didn’t
know who he was because he didn’t say.

He had a story which he came back

to often: it belonged, he belonged, to
the Christian Scientist sect. He had even
been to America once to meet his fellow
Christian Scientists. This adventure,
quite out of the ordinary for a welder
from the Jura, intrigued but did not en-
lighten me. It gave another layer of
mystery to his character. That was all.
Jeremy, without stories, mattered.

Is it necessary to apologize for using
so many images which are linked to sim-
ple acts: to eating, to breathing? If I
were tempted to do so, Jeremy would
prohibit me. He knew too well that one
does not live on ideas.

He was a truly manual man. He
knew that at Buchenwald we would not
live on the ideas which we had of Buch-
enwald. He said this; he even said that
many of us would die from them. Alas,
he was not mistaken.

[ knew there were men who died

because people had killed them. For
them there was nothing left to do but to

pray. But I also knew many who died
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very quickly, like flies, because they
thought they were in hell. It was of
such matters that Jeremy spoke.

It was necessary for there to be a
man as simple, as clear, who had gone
to the depths of reality, in order to see
the fire and beyond the fire. More than
hope was needed.

[t was necessary to see.

The good man Jeremy saw. There
was a spectacle before his eyes, but it
was not the one we saw. It was not our
Buchenwald, that of the victims. It was
not a prison, that is to say, a place of
hunger, blows, death, protest, where
other men, the evil ones, had committed
the crime of putting us. For him, there
were not us, the innocents, and the oth-

The Pit of Disease: The Falsifiers

er, the big anonymous Other with the
tormenting voice and the whip—*“The
brute.”

How did I know? You have the
right to ask: after all, Jeremy said almost
nothing about such things. Well, with-
out a doubt, there exist in certain
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beings, as there existed in him, a right-
ness and wholeness so perfect that their
way of seeing communicates itself, is
given to you, for at least an instant.
And the silence then is truer, more ex-
act, than any words.

When Jeremy came to us across
Block 57, in the midst of his little halo
of space, it was clarity which he gave to
us. It was an overflowing of vision, a
new vision. And that is why we all
made way for him.

Above all, do not imagine that Jere-
my consoled us. At the point we had
reached, any consolation would have
been mere romance, a taunting nursery
story. We were not in the land of Cock-
aigne, and if we had been crazy enough

to think so for one second, waking up
afterward would have been bitter in-
deed. Jeremy spoke hard. But he did so
gently.

There was no trace of glibness about
him. He had a mellow voice, precise and
deliberate gestures, but this was the hab-




it of his craft, a natural tranquillity. He
was a good fellow, I'm telling you, not
a prophet.

Jeremy was so little a prophet, he
created so little uproar, that I don’t
know how many, among the dozen men
who survived those days of Winter 1944
in Barrack 57, remember him today. I
would so much like not to be the only
one.
One didn’t notice anything special
about Jeremy, no sign. He carried the
banner of no faith, except from time to
time that of Christian Science. But at
this time, for me, and for the other
Frenchmen around me, this word had
only a bizarre resonance.

One went to Jeremy as toward a
spring. One didn’t ask oneself why.
One didn’t think about it. In this ocean
of rage and suffering there was this is-
land: a man who didn’t shout, who
asked no one for help, who was suffi-
cient unto himself.

A man who did not dream: that
was more important than anything. The
rest of us were dreamers: we dreamed of
women, of children, of houses, often of
the very miseries of other times which
we had the weakness to call “liberty.”
We weren’t at Buchenwald. We didn’t
want anything to do with Buchenwald.
And each time we came back it was
there just the same, and it hurt.

Jeremy was not disappointed. Why
would he have dreamed? When we saw

him coming with his immense serenity,
we felt like shouting, “Close your eyes!
What one sees here burns!” But the
shout remained in our throats because,
from all evidence, his eyes were solidly
fixed on all our miseries and did not
blink. Even more, he did not seem like
someone who takes a great burden upon
himself, the air of a hero. He was not
afraid, and that just as naturally as we
were afraid.

“For one who knows how to see,
things are just as they always are,” he
said. At first I did not understand. I
even felt something quite close to indig-
nation. What? Buchenwald like ordi-
nary life? Impossible. All of these
crazed, hideous men, the howling men-
ace of death, these enemies everywhere,
among the S.S., among the prisoners
themselves, this wedge of hill pushed up
against the sky, thick with smoke, with
its seven circles, and over there across
the forest, the electric fences, all of this
was just as usual! I remember that I
could not accept this. It had to be
worse—or if not—then more beautiful.
Until finally Jeremy enabled me to see.

It was not a revelation, a flashing
discovery of the truth. I don’t think
there was even an exchange of words.
But one day it became obvious, palpable
to me in the flesh, that Jeremy, the
welder, had lent me his eyes.

With those eyes, I saw that Buchen-
wald was not unique, not even privi-
leged to be one of the places of greatest
human suffering. I also saw that our
camp was not in Germany, as we
thought, in the heart of the Thuringe,
dominating the plain of Iena, in this pre-
cise place and in no other. Jeremy taught
me, with his eyes, that Buchenwald was
in each one of us, baked and rebaked,
tended incessantly, nurtured in a horrible
way. And that consequently we could
vanquish it, if we desired to with
enough force.

“As always,” Jeremy explained to
himself sometimes. He had always seen
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The Blasphemers

people living in fear and in the most
invincible of all fears: that which has no
object. He had seen them all desire se-
cretly and above all else one thing: to do
harm to themselves. It was always, it
was here, the same spectacle. Simply, the
conditions had finally been completely
fulfilled. The war, Nazism, the political
and national follies had created a master-
piece, a perfect sickness and misery: a
concentration camp.

For us, of course, this was the first
time. Jeremy had no use for our sur-
prise. He said that it was not honest and
that it did us harm.

He said that in ordinary life, with
good eyes, we would have seen the same

horrors. We had managed to be happy
before. Well! The Nazis had given us a
terrible microscope: the camp. This was
not a reason to stop living.

Jeremy was an example: he found
joy in the midst of Block 57. He found
it during moments of the day where we
found only fear. And he found it in such
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great abundance that when he was pres-
ent we felt it rise in us. Inexplicable
sensation, incredible even, there where
we were: joy was going to fill us.

Imagine this gift which Jeremy gave
us! We did not understand, but we
thanked him, time and again.

What joy? Here are explanations,
but they are feeble: the joy of being alive
in this moment, in the next, each time
we became aware of it. The joy of feel-
ing the lives of others, of some others at
least, against us, in the dark of night.
What do I know? Isn’t that enough for
you?

It was much more than enough for
us. It was a pardon, a reprieve, there, all
of a sudden, just a few feet from hell. I
knew this state through Jeremy. Others
knew it also, I am sure.

The joy of discovering that joy ex-
ists, that it is in us, just exactly as life is,
without conditions and which no condi-
tion, even the worst, can kill.

All of this, you will say, came from




Jeremy because he was lucid. I didn’t
say that he was lucid—this quality be-
longs to inteiligence and, in the world
of intelligence, Jeremy was not at home.
I said that he saw. I have spoken of him
as a living prayer.

Subtle people will pretend that the
faith of Jeremy was without nuances.
Who cares! For him, and for us through
him, the world was saved in each sec-
ond. This benediction had no end. And,
when it ceased, it was that we had
ceased wanting it, that we—and not

it—had ceased being joytul.

These are not great words. And if
nonetheless you have that impression,
then it is that I am clumsy. Jeremy was
an ordinary man. Ordinary and super-
natural, that’s it.

One could very well live next to
him for weeks and not see him, and
speak only of “an old guy not like the
others.” He was not a spectacle in the
manner of heroes or street hawkers.

What was supernatural in him,
from all evidence, didn’t belong to him;
it was meant to be shared. The specta-
cle, if it existed, was for us to find and

to find within ourselves. I have the
clearest memory of finding it. I per-
ceived, one day like the others, a little
place where I did not shiver, where !
had no shame, where the death-dealers
were only phantoms, where life no
longer depended on the presence of the
camp or on its absence. I owed it to
Jeremy.

[ have carried this man in my mem-
ories as one carries an image with one
because it has been blessed.

And now, how has he disappeared?
[ hardly know. Without a sound, in any
case, just as he came.

One day, someone told me that he
had died. This must have been several
weeks after our arrival in the camp.

Men went like this there. One al-
most never knew how. They disap-
peared in too great numbers all at once:
no one had either the time or the incli-
nation to look into the details, the
“how” of their death. We let them melt
into the mass. There was a solid ground
of death in which we all participated
more or less, we who were alive. The
death of others was so much our own
affair that we didn’t have the courage to
look it in the face.

[ do not know the “how” of Jere-
my’s departure. I remember only that he
came to see me, several days earlier, and
told me that it was the last time. Not at
all in the way one announced an unhap-
py event, not so solemnly. Simply—this
was the last time, and since it was thus
he had come to tell me.

[ don’t think this caused me pain. It
must not have been painful. Indeed it
was not, because it was real and known.

He had been of service. He had the
right to leave this world which he had
completely lived.

I am well aware that people will say
to me, “What do you see of the super-
natural in your welder? He gave you an
example of serenity, at a time when se-

renity was very difficult to attain.
That’s good, but that’s ail. This peace
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of Jeremy was the result of courage and
a strong constitution.”

Well, no! We will not have done
with Jeremy for that price.

What I call the supernatural in him
was the break with habits which he had
completely realized. Those habits of
judgment which make us call any adver-
sity “unhappiness” or “evil,” those of
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greed which make us hate, desire venge-
ance, or simply complain—a minor but
incontestable form of hatred—those of
our dizzying egocentricity which make
us think that we are innocent each time
we suffer. He had escaped from the net-
work of compulsive reflexes, and it was
this necessary movement which neither

good health—or even perfect health, if




such exists—can explain.

He had touched the very depth of
himself and liberated the supernatural or,
if this word bothers you, the essential,
that which does not depend on any cir-
cumstance, which can exist in all places
and in any time, in pain, as in pleasure.
He had encountered the very source of
life. If I have used the word “superna-
tural,” it is because the act of Jeremy
sums up to me the religious act itself:
the discovery that God is there, in each
person, to the same degree, completely
in each moment, and that a return can
be made toward Him.

This was the good news which Jere-
my told, in his turn, and in his very
humble manner.

We would all gain a lot by putting
memory in quarantine.

The petty memory, at least, the
stingy, encumbering memory which
makes us believe in this unreality, this
myth: the past.

It is this which suddenly brings
back—without a shadow of reason—a
person, or the shred of an event which
then installs itself in us. The image
throws itself on the screen of conscious-
ness; it swells, soon there is nothing else
but it. The mind’s circulation stops.
The present disperses. The moments
which follow no longer have the force
to carry us. They no longer have any
flavor. In short, this memory secretes
melancholy, regret, all manner of inner
complication.

Fortunately, there is the other mem-
ory. For me, it is the one to which
Jeremy belongs.

This man haunts me, I confess. But
he does not haunt me in the manner of a
memory. Simply, he has entered into my
flesh, he nourishes me, he works to
make me live. I spend very little time
thinking about him: one could say it is
he who thinks of me.

To speak to you of him, I have had
to allude to Buchenwald. But do not be
misled: Jeremy was never “at Buchen-

wald.” I encountered him there in flesh
and blood. He wore a registration num-
ber. Others beside myself knew him.
But he was not there in the particular,
exclusive, individual manner in which
we hear the phrase “to have been at
Buchenwald.”

This adventure of the camp was for
him only an adventure: it did not con-
cern him in a fundamental way.

There are people whom I remember
only in letting the “little memory”
function in me. These people, if I en-
countered them there, remain there. Jer-
emy, when he speaks to me, does not do
so from out of my past, but from the
depths of my present, there, right in the
center. I cannot move him.

They are all this way, the people
who have taught us something. Because
this something, this knowledge, this in-
crease of presence in life, they give to us
only because they clearly know that they
are not the owners. Imagine Jeremy
happy as it happens to others to be hap-
py: for personal reasons, due to a history
different from that of others, precious
and subtle. Do you think that he would
still be in my life?

He would have rejoined those pic-
turesque characters, passing figures. But
Jeremy was not happy: he was joyous.
The good which he enjoyed was not his.
Or rather, it was—but by participation.
It was just as much ours.

This is the mystery and power of
those beings who serve something other
than their own provisional personalities:
one cannot escape them. ”

Translated from Le monde commence aujour-
d’hui by Jacques Lusseyran. © Editions de la
Table Ronde, Paris, 1959.







Nirvana Is Samsara
P.L. TRAVERS

Did you look back, O Prajnaparamita, as the strand
Sloped to its foamy edge to greet you

And your foot felt for its sandy landfall—

Did you look back and know, hand hard at your lip,
The journey needless;

That from there, looking back across the laboring
waters—

Arrival mirroring the setting-forth—
This is the Other Shore?




ReﬂeCtion The “momentary flashes of con-

sciousness’’ we recall when we look

; _ back on our childhood have usually
Marie-Louise von Franz grown together in adults into a more or

less continuous field of ego-conscious-
ness. But still earlier, before these mo-
mentary flashes were consciously
recognized as inner experience, they ex-
isted as preconscious components of hu-
man existence and expressed themselves
mainly in unconscious action. Jung sur-
mised that the unconscious impulses to
ritual actions, in comparison with the
teachings and theories formulated in
myths or in religious systems, were
practiced at an earlier date and were the
precursors of the latter. He observed, for
example, that the African natives on
Mount Elgon spit on their hands at sun-
rise and held them out to the sun with-
out “knowing” that this action has a




meaning. “They had always done this.”
Seen in the light of today’s psychological
knowledge of symbols this gesture
means: “Oh, God, I offer up my soul to
Thee”—but, as we have just said, the
deed precedes the word by a considerable
period of time.

The same law prevails in respect to
the “momentary flashes of conscious-
ness.” They, too, were originally repre-
sented in symbolic form and given a
ritual application in the shape of glitter-
ing small stones or other shiny, mirror-
like objects to which were ascribed the
power to drive away spirits. Whoever
remembers these “momentary flashes of
consciousness”’ from his own early child-
hood will know that they are always
connected with strongly emotional
states. This emotion is at its peak at the
moment of the “flash” and usually sub-

sides at the same time. It is as if the brief
light of consciousness broke up the sti-
fling obsessive emotion. Objects that
“reflect” can therefore drive away spir-
its; the reflection calms the affect or the
excited state. That is why when Perseus
killed Medusa, the sight of whom
turned people into stone, he did not
look directly at her but instead took his
aim with the help of a mirror. He could
thereby protect himself from being over-
come by emotion; rigidity is caused by
an excess of strong emotion, as is shown
in the catatonia of schizophrenics.
Perhaps it is worthwhile in this con-
nection to take a look at the concept of
reflection in physics. All light, as we
know, is produced by the motion of
electrons, either spontaneously, as when
an electron changes its energy level in
the atom, or when it is set in motion
through the impact of a photon. In the
second case reflection and transmission
result. Neither of these events can take
place, however, unless the electron has a
certain freedom of motion and is not too
firmly held in its atom. Normally, when
light hits the electrons held at a certain
energy level in a single atom, the energy
of the light can be absorbed by the ener-
gy of the electron. If, however, the at-
oms are held tightly together in a kind
of crystalline lattice-structure, it can
happen that electrons are able to move
about freely inside the lattice and are no
longer bound to one atom. In this situa-
tion the electron does not absorb the
light energy but radiates it back. Viewed
as a physical phenomenon, therefore, re-
flection depends on the presence of cer-
tain atomic lattice-structures. The fact of
the matter is that although the larger
groupings, the atoms, are mathematical-
ly held together more tightly and with
more force than usual, certain electrons
have precisely for this reason more free-
dom of motion. Miraculously, as it
would seem, the possibility of reflection
in the unconscious area of the psyche is
connected with an unknown factor that
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reveals itself on the threshold of con-
sciousness, in dreams and in spontaneous
fantasies, as a crystalline mathematical

structure, namely, the symbol of the
mandala. That psychic center which is
represented by the mandala itself and
which, as we know, Jung has called the
Self is, when it represents reflected
wholeness, very often symbolized by
mathematical structures mostly of qua-
ternary subdivisions and is often illus-
trated by the symbol of the crystal.

For primordial man the phenome-
non of mirrors and mirroring had the
quality of a miracle; for him the mir-
rored image was a reality in its own
right. Spiegel, the German word for
“mirror,” is cognate with the Latin
word speculum and goes back to the Old
High German scukar, “shadow-holder,”
from skuwo, “shadow,” and kar, “ves-
sel.” In Old Indian, a mirror was
thought of as a “self-seer” or as “seer of
Doppelgangers.” The mirrored image
was regarded as shadow or as Doppel-
ganger, that is, as an image of the soul,
and the mirror therefore possessed great
magical significance; it was an instru-
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ment for becoming objectively conscious
of one’s soul by means of reflection, in
the literal sense of the word.

Mircea Eliade has collected abundant
documentation on the part played by
shiny or glittering objects as protection
against psychic dissolution by evil spir-
its. In his book on shamanism, wherein
he discusses the initiation rites of sha-
mans and medicine men of innumerable
peoples, he describes a ritual in which
the novice’s entrails are symbolically ex-
tracted, cleaned, and replaced by small
shiny stones and glittering chips that
give him magic power over the spirits.
Crystals themselves often have the same
function of subservient spirits; they mir-
ror events on earth or reveal what is
going on in the soul of a sick person.

In many places mirrors are used as a
defense against the evil eye of both hu-
man beings and of spirits, because it was
thought that mirrors throw the harmful
“rays” back upon their source. In Spain,
in Tripoli, and generally in China, mir-
rors are used for this purpose. A similar
purpose is served by “fear masks,” that
is, revoltingly evil-looking distorted




faces that show the demon in his own
image, from which he flees in terror.

Reﬂecting objects have thus had,
from time immemorial, a numinous sig-
nificance for human beings. The oldest
experience of a reflecting object may
well have been that of the surface of

water. In what follows I am relying

principally on the excellent book by
Martin Ninck, Die Bedeutung des Wassers
im Kult und Leben der Alten.

Ninck shows that in the world of
antiquity water was always thought of
as chthonic, as having sprung from the
earth, and that it was always associated
with what he calls “night conditions”
or “night-states” of the soul: intoxica-
tion, dream, trance, unconsciousness,
and death. These states were all connect-
ed with the mystery of watery depths.

Psychologically, water is one of the
most frequent symbols of the uncon-
scious, and hence the depths of the
water were thought of in many places as
the source of all prophecy and of use in
seeing phenomena from the “Beyond.”
The great gods with knowledge of the
future—Nereus, Proteus, Thetis, and, in
the Germanic tradition, Mimir—are all
water divinities. in the water one can
see one’s own shadow, one’s Doppel-
ganger, one’s soul-image, separate and
objective, and also the disembodied out-
lines of the dead and of gods. The cus-

tom of obtaining secret information by
staring into a vessel of water, the so-
called hydromantia, is therefore practiced
throughout the world. In the Middle
Ages, in our own cultural tradition,
burning candles were placed around a
circular vessel filled with water and the
demon was evoked; the spirit answered
with images on the water’s surface
(imagines aquae impressae). In ancient Pa-
tras (Greece) a form of magic was prac-

ticed that combined both mirror and

reflecting water. A mirror attached to a
thread was lowered into a well to the

water’s surface and its reflection indicat-
ed whether a sick person would recover
or die; in Lycian Kyenai, on the other
hand, the same thing was seen directly
in the reflecting surface of the water of
the well. In European folk magic the use
of an “earth-mirror” was widespread. A
box was filled with earth, a glass disc
was laid on it, and this disc reflected
what was sought. In some places the
magic power was imparted to the mir-
ror by leaving the disc for three days and
three nights on the face of the buried
corpse of 2 woman who had died in
childbirth. The association of earth and
death with the prophetic powers of
water and mirror is especially important
in this connection. In Virgil, Aeneas re-
ceives the final prophecies just as he is

about to descend through the lake of
Avernus into the kingdom of the dead.

Closely related to the water-mirror
is the dream oracle, which is also often
sent by water divinities. The unceasing
transformation of the dream images is
like a subterranean current, whose gods
can likewise change without cease.

The symbolization of the uncon-
scious by water with its mirrorlike sur-
face is of course based in the final
analysis on a projection. Nevertheless,
the analogies are astonishingly meaning-
ful. Just as we cannot “see” into the
depths of the waters, so the deeper areas
of the unconscious are also invisible to
us; we can draw only indirect conclu-
sions about them. But on the surface, on
the threshold area between consciousness
and the unconscious, dream images ap-
pear spontaneously, not only seeming to
give us information about the depths
but also mirroring our conscious personal-
ity, although not in identical form, but
rather in a more or less altered form.
The mirroring is always by way of the
symbolic image that has a place in both
worlds.

The “mirroring” surface of the un-

conscious, manifested in dream images,
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shows us another, often compensatory
image of ourselves that seems to have
been perceived by another kind of sight
or by another person.

What strikes us as strange or curi-
ous, however, is that the phenomenon
of consciousness, which is to us almost
completely mysterious, likewise possesses a
kind of mirroring quality; one need only
recall the theories and explanations of
modern scientists on the nature of “ma-
terial” phenomena in the external
world. In the last analysis they are noth-
ing but mirrorings, or imaginative,
mental, ordered reconstructions of the
external world in another medium,
namely, the human mind. The roots and
the basic structure of these imaginative
ideas that reconstruct the external world
indeed lie in the unconscious, but they
are distilled, purified, altered, and given
the form in which they are presented at
any given moment by the observations,
reflections, and formulations of the re-
searcher’s ego-consciousness. Even when
we attempt, through indirect conclu-
sions, to know not the external world
but the nature of the objective psyche,
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that is, of the unconscious, we mirror it
in our ego-consciousness. And, finally, a
certain mirror-image relation seems to

exist between the unconscious and mat-

ter, and this relation is today still filled
with riddles.

In the case of these mirrorings there
is no longer any question of a distur-
bance of adaptation to inner or outer
realities. This question is contained only
by implication, insofar as the suspicion
exists that every psychic model-image
we make of inner or outer facts or sets
of facts could turn out, in the course of
evolution, to be inadequate and merely
“subjective,” even though at first it
serves as an adequate instrument in the
attempt to grasp “objective” reality. For
this aspect of projection, therefore, I use
the term mirroring, which Jung also
often used, for the sake of clarity.

We must therefore look more
closely at four mirror relations: the mir-
roring of the ego by the Self, the mir-
roring of the Self by the ego, the
mirroring of matter by the collective un-

conscious, and the possible mirroring of
the latter in matter.




The mirroring of the ego by the
Self, the center of the unconscious and
of the whole psyche, has already been
mentioned. We can discover in every
dream how our conscious behavior is
“objectively’’ mirrored and how a
glimpse of the Self is thus mediated from
an Archimedean point outside ego-con-
sciousness, a glimpse that we could not
otherwise have obtained. What we see in
the mirror held up to us by the Self is hence
the only source of genuine self-knowledge;
everythmg else is only narcissistic rumi-
nation of the ego about itself.

Not only is the ego of the empirical
human being mirrored in the act of self-
knowledge, but also the Self is then first
brought from its state of potentiality
into realization by virtue of the fact that
it is mirrored in the ego, that is, it is
recognized. It is only from the stand-
point of the Self that the ego can be seen
as object and, vice versa, that the ego
can obtain in every dream, for example,
a clearer notion of the nature and exis-
tence of what it is looking at. Therefore
when the ego follows the signals given
in dreams, it is helping the Self attain
realization in time and space. It is then
“mirroring” the Self by lifting it out of
its unconscious, merely potential exis-
tence into the clarity of ego-conscious-
ness. So, in a certain sense, we can say
that even the Self can become aware of
itself only with the help of the ego, only
in ego-consciousness, which is the
MIITor.

Paradoxically, the Self is the “other”
in one’s own inner world and yet again
it is also only the ego. The following
dream of a pastor’s son was an anxiety
dream that had been recurrent for many
years until the man’s late forties. He
dreamed that he was walking through a
vast wasteland. He heard steps behind
him. Anxiously he walked faster, but
the steps too became more rapid. He
began to run, the terror still behind
him. Then he came to the edge of a

deep abyss and had to stand still. He

looked down: deep, deep down, thou-
sands of miles below he saw hell-fire
burning. He looked around him and
saw—or rather sensed in the dark—a de-
monic face. Later on, the dream recurred
exactly as before, except that instead of a
demon the dreamer saw the face of God.
And when he was almost fifty years old
he had the same dream for the last time.
But this time panicky fear drove him
and he jumped over the edge of the
abyss into the depths below. As he fell,
thousands of little square white cards
floated downward with him from
above. On each card, in black and
white, a different mandala had been
drawn. The cards floated together into a
kind of floor, so that he did not fall into
hell but found a firm landing about half-
way down. Then he looked back, up-
ward to the edge of the abyss; there he
saw—his own face! The pursuer in the
dream is the Self, which appears first as
“the uncanny,” then as God, then as the
dreamer himself. In the final dream,
which evidently brought with it the so-
lution, since it did not recur, the similar-
ity of ego and Self, one the mirror-
image of the other, is underscored.

In Zen Buddhist meditation the
master tries to teach his pupil how he
can forever keep the inner mirror free of
dust. To the extent that he lives in com-
plete accord with the rhythm of psychic
energy and with its regulator, the Self,
he looks at reality without illusion. He
lives in the creative current or stream of
the Self and has himself, indeed, become

part of this stream. .

Reprinted from Projection and Re-Collection in
Jungian Psychology: Reflections of the Soul by
Marie-Louise von Franz by permission of
The Open Court Publishing Company, La
Salle, lllinois. Originally published as Spiegel-
gen der Seele: Projektion und innere Samm.-
lung © Kreuz Verlag, Stuttgart, 1978.
Translation copyright © 1980 by Open
Court Publishing Company. All rights

reserved.




From The Annotated Alice

MARTIN GARDNER

Now, if you’ll only attend,

Kitty, and not talk so much, I’ll
tell you all my ideas about Look-
ing-glass House. First, there’s the
room you can see through the
glass—that’s just the same as our
drawing-room, only the things go
the other way.”*

4. The looking-glass theme seems to
have been a late addition to the story.
We have the word of Alice Liddell that a

good part of the book was based on chess
tales that Carroll told the Liddell girls at

a time when they were learning excitedly
how to play the game. It was not until
1868 that another Alice, Carroll’s distant
cousin Alice Raikes, played a role in sug-
gesting the mirror motif. This is how she
told the story in the London Times, Janu-
ary 22, 1932:

As children, we lived in Onslow Square
and used to play in the garden behind the
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houses. Charles Dodgson used to stay with
an old uncle there, and walk up and down,
his hands behind him, on the strip of lawn.
One day, hearing my name, he called me to
him saying, “So you are another Alice. I'm
very fond of Alices. Would you like to
come and see something which is rather
puzzling?” We followed him into his house
which opened, as ours did, upon the garden,
into a room full of furniture with a tall
mirror standing across one corner.

“Now,” he said, giving me an orange,
“first tell me which hand you have got that
in.” “The right,” 1 said. “Now,” he said,
“go and stand before that glass, and tell me
which hand the little girl you see there has

got it in.” After some perplexed contempla-
tion, I said, “The left hand.” “Exactly,” he
said, “and how do you explain that?” I
couldn’t explain it, but seeing that some

solution was expected, I ventured, “If I was
on the other side of the glass, wouldn’t the
orange still be in my right hand?” I can
remember his laugh. “Well done, little Al-
ice,” he said. “The best answer I’ve had
yet.”

[ heard no more then, but in after years

was told that he said that had given him his
first idea for Through the Looking-Glass, a
copy of which, together with each of his
other books, he regularly sent me.

In a mirror all asymmetrical objects
(objects not superposable on their mirror
images) “go the other way.” There are
many references in the book to such left-
right reversals. Tweedledee and Twee-
dledum are mirror-image twins; the
White Knight sings of squeezing a right
foot into a left shoe; and it may not be
accidental that there are several refer-
ences to corkscrews, for the helix is an
asymmetric structure with distinct right
and left forms. If we extend the mirror-
reflection theme to include the reversal




of any asymmetric relation, we hit upon
a note which dominates the entire story.

It would take too much space to list
here all the instances, but the following
examples make the point. To approach
the Red Queen, Alice walks backward;
in the railway carriage the Guard tells
her she is traveling the wrong way; the
King has two messengers, “one to
come, and one to go.” The White
Queen explains the advantages of living
backward in time; the looking-glass cake
is handed around first, then sliced. Odd
and even numbers, the combinatorial
equivalent of left and right, are worked
into the story at several points (e.g., the
White Queen requests jam every other
day). In a sense, nonsense itself is a
sanity-insanity inversion. The ordinary
world is turned upside down and back-
ward; it becomes a world in which
things go every way except the way
they are supposed to.

Inversion themes occur, of course,
throughout all of Carroll’s nonsense
writing. In the first Alice book Alice
wonders if cats eat bats or bats eat cats,
and she is told that to say what she
means is not the same as meaning what
she says. When she eats the left side of
the mushroom, she grows large; the
right side has the reverse effect. These
changes in size, which take place so
often in the first book, are in themselves
reversals (e.g., instead of a large girl and
a small puppy we have a large puppy
and a small girl). In Sylvie and Bruno we
learn about “imponderal,” an anti-grav-
ity wool that can be stuffed into parcel-
post packages to make them weigh less
than nothing; a watch that reverses
time; black light; Fortunatus’s purse, a
projective plane with outside inside and
inside outside. We learn that E-v-I-L is
simply L-1-V-E backward.

ln real life also Carroll milked the

notion of inversion as much as he could

to amuse his child-friends. One of his
letters speaks of a doll whose right hand
becomes “left” when the left hand drops
off; another letter tells how he some-
times goes to bed so soon after getting
up that he finds himself back in bed
before he gets up. He wrote letters in
mirror writing that had to be held to a
mirror to be read. He wrote letters that
had to be read by starting at the last
word and reading to the first. He had a
collection of music boxes and one of his
favorite stunts was to play them back-
ward. He drew funny pictures that
changed to different pictures when you
turned them upside down.

Even in serious moments Carroll’s
mind, like that of the White Knight,
seemed to function best when he was
seeing things upside down. He invented
a new method of multiplication in
which the multiplier is written back-
ward and above the multiplicand. The
Hunting of the Snark, he tells us, was
actually composed backward. The final
line, “For the Snark was a Boojum, you
see,” came into his head as a sudden
inspiration, then he fashioned a stanza to

fit the line and finally a poem to fit the

stanza.

Closely related to Carroll’s inversion
humor is his humor of logical contradic-
tion. The Red Queen knows of a hill so
large that, compared to it, this hill is a
valley; dry biscuits are eaten to quench
thirst; a messenger whispers by shout-
ing; Alice runs as fast as she can to stay
in the same place. It is not surprising to
learn that Carroll was fond of the Irish
bull, of which logical contradiction is
the essence. He once wrote to his sister:
“Please analyze logically the following

piece of reasoning: Little Girl: ‘I’'m so

glad I don’t like asparagus.’ Friend:

‘Why, my dear?’ Little Girl: ‘Because if
[ did like it, I should have to eat it—and
I can’t bear it!” ” One of Carroll’s ac-
quaintances recalled hearing him speak
about a friend he knew whose feet were
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so big that he had to put his trousers on
over his head.

Treating a “null class” (a set with
no members) as though it were an exist-
ing thing is another rich source of Car-
rollian logical nonsense. The March
Hare offers Alice some nonexistent
wine; Alice wonders where the flame of
a candle is when the candle is not burn-
ing; the map in The Hunting of the Snark
is “a perfect and absolute blank”; the
King of Hearts thinks it unusual to
write letters to nobody, and the White
King compliments Alice on having keen
enough eyesight to see nobody at a great
distance down the road.

Why was Carroll’s humor so inter-
woven with logical twists of these sorts?
We shall not enter here into the ques-
tion of whether Carroll’s interest in log-
ic and mathematics is a sufficient
explanation, or whether there were un-
conscious compulsions that made it nec-
essary for him to be forever warping and
stretching, compressing and inverting,
reversing and distorting the familiar
world. Surely the thesis advanced by
Florence Becker Lennon in her other-
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wise admirable biography Victoria
Through the Looking Glass is hardly ade-
quate. She argues that Carroll was born
left-handed but forced to use his right
hand, and that “he took revenge by
doing a little reversing himself.” Unfor-
tunately there is only the flimsiest, most
unconvincing evidence that Carroll was
born left-handed. Even if true, it seems a
woefully inadequate explanation for the
origin of Carrollian nonsense.

How would you like to
live in Looking-glass House, Kit-
ty? I wonder if they’d give you
milk in there? Perhaps Looking-
glass milk isn’t good to drink.””

5. Alice’s speculation about looking-
glass milk has a significance greater than
Carroll suspected. It was not until several
years after the publication of Through the
Looking-Glass that stereochemistry found
positive evidence that organic substances
had an asymmetric arrangement of at-
oms. Isomers are substances that have
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molecules composed of exactly the same
atoms, but with these atoms linked to-
gether in structures that are topologically
quite different. Stereoisomers are isomers
that are identical even in topological
structure, but, owing to the asymmetric
nature of this structure, they come in
mirror-image pairs. Most substances that
occur in living organisms are stereoisome-
tric. Sugar is a common example: in
right-handed form it is called dextrose, in
left-handed form, levulose. Because the
intake of food involves complicated
chemical reactions between asymmetric
food and asymmetric substances in the
body, there often are marked differences
in the taste, smell, and digestibility of
left- and right-handed forms of the same
organic substance. No laboratory or cow
has yet produced reversed milk, but if the
asymmetric structure of ordinary milk
were to be reflected, it is a safe bet that
this looking-glass milk would not be
good to drink.

In this judgment on looking-glass
milk only a reversal of the structure by
which the milk’s atoms are linked to

each other is considered. Of course a true

mirror reflection of milk would also re-
verse the structure of the elementary par-
ticles themselves. In 1957 two Chinese-
American physicists, Tsung Dao Lee and
Chen Ning Yang, received the Nobel
Prize for theoretical work that led to the

“gay and wonderful discovery” (in Rob-
ert Oppenheimer’s happy phrase) that
some elementary particles are asymmetric.
It now appears likely that particles and
their antiparticles (that is, identical parti-
cles with opposite charges) are, like ste-
reoisomers, nothing more than mirror-
image forms of the same structure. If this
is true, then looking-glass milk would be
composed of “anti-matter,” which would
not even be drinkable by Alice; both
milk and Alice would explode as soon as
they came in contact. Of course an anti-
Alice, on the other side of the looking-
glass, would find anti-milk as tasty and
nourishing as usual. ®

Reprinted from The Annotated Alice. Text
by Lewis Carroll; notes by Martin Gardner.
Copyright © 1960 by Martin Gardner.

Used by permission of Bramhall House, a
division of Clarkson N. Potter, Inc.




Through a Glass Darkly

D.M. DOOLING

W

So God created man in his own
image, in the image of God created He
him,” declares the first chapter of the
first book of our scriptures, and for ages
past the saints and the philosophers have

pondered this concept. Plato taught that
the world is a reflection of the ideas in
the mind of God; St. Bonaventure called
the human spirit a “sullied mirror” in
which the divine can shine.

How can this be understood? Man-
kind seems far from the likeness of any
god we would wish to worship, and our
life in the world hardly reflects divinity.
If there is a relation, let alone a resem-
blance, between us and the consciousness
that created us, we tend to disclaim it
and to draw a hard line between that
divinity and our humanity, justifying the
weaknesses common to us all as “human
nature” and therefore excusable if not
positively praiseworthy. But if mankind
was made in God’s image, the very es-
sence of humanity must reflect, in some
way, deity; and again we come to the
question: how can we look at this?

The first mirror must have been still
water. Let us suppose that the Creator,
moving over the face of the waters in
the newly begotten light, saw His image
and loved it, and the love brought to life
a being to reflect it. But a wind, which
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He also made, sprang up and ruffled the
surface of the water, and a sea creature—

again, of His own creation—rose up
from the depths below and broke it up
into separating waves. Certainly the face
of the mirror in which humanity reflects
its maker is more than “sullied,” as St.

Bonaventure calls it; it would seem to
be shattered, or so distorted that the im-
age is not recognizable. Yet it was there;
and if stillness and clarity could be re-
stored to the mirror’s surface, the hu-
man being might be able to recognize
itself for what it is.

What is human nature really made
of? What is it that rules our impulses?
We consider these impulses as parts of
our nature itself, instead of its results,
and rarely think of them specifically as
either weaknesses or virtues, because
they seem simply to be there and are
common to us all. They have unques-
tioned power over us, and we can’t
blame them on each other or ourselves:
they are a part of our make-up as hu-
mans. Perhaps it is the direction of their
force that we could question: where do
they take us, and what in us do they
serve? If these impulses are of divine ori-
gin, why should they make us weaker
and more miserable, instead of strength-
ening us in a return to the divine, unless




some kind of dislocation has taken place,

a deflection of a holy energy rather than
a reflection of it?

We fall in love, for instance. This

certainly is a common human experi-
ence, and one that arouses many emo-
tions and sensations, among them a
feeling that is undeniably keen, fine, and
powerful. We come to know that it will
not last long: inevitably, the lover comes




to the realization that the glowing im-
age of the loved one bears small resem-
blance to the real person. However fine
and truly lovable, it is not the same per-
son with whom one fell in love, and the
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feeling of the relationship is entirely
changed—if not into dislike or indiffer-
ence, to quite another sort of affection.
The original feeling disappears; but we
cannot deny that it contained something




true and something of value. If the glass

had not been distorted, what could this
feeling have reflected? We can’t define

it; but there are certain moments, even
in some dreams, when we know a feel-
ing of comparable purity and intensity,
which is mysteriously not directed to-
ward another person. There is no “loved
one,” and yet there is a beloved, and
this beloved is unknown, different and
yet indistinguishable from myself. I am
in love, part of it, contained in it—for a
split, but unforgettable, second.

What of the strong impulse in hu-
man nature which is the desire, I would
even say the need, to have a function, a
place, a usefulness in the scheme of
things? This seems wholly reasonable
and right, a social virtue in fact, and if it
is lacking in someone we consider that
person deficient, irresponsible at best,
perhaps even a good-for-nothing. And as
social beings, we may be quite right in
that judgment. But however worthy
this desire may be, it does in fact make
for depression and despair in the physi-
cally incapacitated, and increases the sui-
cide rate in those who have “outlived
their usefulness,” as we put it, or who
have through any circumstances lost
their footing in the world of action. But
reflected without distortion, the desire
to be useful is the recognition of rela-
tionship, of being a part of Indra’s net;
it may even illumine a more inward po-
tential relation and the central responsi-
bility of serving it. In any case it has
little to do (or here again only as anoth-
er “reflection”) with the world of ac-
tion, or with “place” and “function” as
outer situations. This relationship is the
whole reason for being of the inner life,

and is not dependent on age or physical

competence, but on a quality of think-
ing and feeling that is relatively free
from outer concerns, that is intimately
and essentially oneself, and that calls in
its turn for a quality of attention and
awareness that can open a passageway
for a true exchange with other people.
The deflecting mirror throws all at-
tempts at exchange outward; ordinary
human relationships are based on exter-
nal actions and placings, and reactions to
their twisted images. From this angle it
is impossible for people to understand
each other.

There is evidently a flaw in the
glass causing the deflection which sends
the image out instead of directly back to
its source; and this “flaw” is not far to
seek. It can be seen very clearly in the
example of falling in love. In this experi-
ence, the first discovery of the ideal
brings a feeling—briefly—of the fullness
of joy. For a few moments, it is enough
to feel this, enough to love; this is pleni-
tude; my cup runneth over. But very
soon, it is no longer enough; I must feel

that I am discovered, that the other
finds me the fulfillment of his dreams

also (even if I am guiltily aware that I
am no such thing); and even if this de-
mand is apparently satisfied, the joy is
no longer pure. Other demands arise,
and I have already lost the rapture and
the vision, whether I am aware of it or
not, because the distorting ego has en-
tered and brought down to its own level
a totally real perception of divinity
which the other person, for an instant,
was able to reflect. For a moment I saw
the image of God, but I mistook the
face in the mirror for reality, the point-
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ing finger for the moon—as we do in all
the glimpses that our “human nature”
gives us of the great image it reflects.
We are deluded by the pictures of our
own fears into fears of the pictures
themselves. But there is a real fear, a
holy fear which the externalizing images
too often prevent us (and protect us)
from feeling; the fear of the certain loss,
not of physical life and possessions, but
of the real life of the inner, unrealized
Self. There is reality behind all our im-
ages; our longings have a legitimate ori-
gin whose reflection has somehow
become warped. It is true that we need,
and are needed; there’s a real center
where we belong, behind our childish
clinging to hearth and home; and surely,
a real guilt that is only obscured by
what we call the guilt feelings of our

fancied subjection to other humans,
which our therapists have to work so
hard to rid us of.

We may call this distortion the ego,
or that which claims the external, the
body, and the physical world, as the I
and mine, and puts its values, as well as
its responsibilities and blames, outside it-
self, on the shoulders of others—like the
giant in the fairy tale who wears his life
in an amulet around his neck instead of
inside his own body. Every ray of light
is reflected through this ego-ripple in the
surface of the pond of human conscious-
ness, and every more or less clear reflec-
tion is shattered by the emergence of the
creature from the depths.

Yet the Lord God made them all:
the human being seeking itself, the
wind-driven ripples, and the animals of

the deep. Are they all, then, also in His

image?

The Iroquois tell a story of how
the Peace-Bringer, when he came to
convert the people from war, climbed
on the roof of a house where The-Man-
Who-Eats-People lived, and looked
down the smoke-hole. The-Man-Who-
Eats-People had a pot boiling on the fire,
making soup out of the cut-up body of
one of his victims, and the face of the
Peace-Bringer was reflected in its sur-
face. The-Man-Who-Eats-People saw it
as his own reflection, and he was aston-
ished by the nobility he saw in it. “That
is my face,” he said to himself, “and it
is not the face of a man who kills others
and eats their flesh,” and he took the
pot of cooking meat and emptied it out-
side. Then the Peace-Bringer came and
met him and The-Man-Who-Eats-People
became Hiawatha the hero, and from
that moment onward he and the Peace-
Bringer worked together as one.

On a less heroic scale, I also once
had an experience of seeing my “own”
face. In 2 moment of total self-disgust,
in a situation of great personal stress, |
looked in the mirror with anger and
scorn, as if to accuse the culprit. I also
was surprised by what I saw. It was not
the face of a wretch or a fool that
looked back at me; it was simply some-
one looking in a mirror—like me, a re-
flection. What we were both looking
at, at that moment—what perhaps we
almost saw—was the mirror itself. =
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A Wondrous Affinity

What a strange thing a mirror is! and what a wondrous affinity exists between
it and a man’s imagination! For this room of mine, as I beheld it in the glass, is
the same, and yet not the same. It is not the mere representation of the room I
live in, but it looks just as if I were reading about it in a story I like. All its
commonness has disappeared. The mirror has lifted it out of the region of fact
into the realm of art; and the very representing of it to me has clothed with
interest that which was otherwise hard and bare; just as one sees with delight
upon the stage the representation of a character from which one would escape in
life as from something unendurably wearisome . . . I should like to live in that
room if I could only get into it."

George MacDonald

There is glass in the window and in the mirror, but in the mirror the glass is

covered with a little silver; now lo and behold, no sooner is a little silver added
than you cease to see others and see only yourself.

S. Ansky

Hamlet: Suit the action to the word, the word to the action; with this special
observance, that you o’erstep not the modesty of nature: for anything so

overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first and now,
was and is, to hold, as "twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own

feature, scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the time his form
and pressure.’

William Shakespeare




Every Roman was surrounded by slaves. The slave and his psychology flooded
ancient Italy, and every Roman became inwardly, and of course unwittingly, a
slave. Because living constantly in the atmosphere of slaves, he became infected
through the unconscious with their psychology. No one can shield himself from
such an influence.*

C.G. Tung

If 2 man loves Brahman with an exclusive and steadfast devotion, he becomes
Brah:rslan. By thinking of nothing but the wasp, the cockroach is turned into a

wasp.

Sankaracharya

The mirror presen'ted by the external world
is of little or no value
unless the mirror of our soul

has been cleaned and polished.

Therefore, man of God,

first exercise yourself in remorse of conscience
betore you raise your eyes
to the rays of Wisdom reflected in its mirrors,
lest perhaps from gazing upon these rays
you fall into a deeper pit of darkness.®

St. Bonaventure




Prayer takes the mind out of the narrowness of self-interest, and enables us to
see the world in the mirror of the holy. For when we betake ourselves to the
extreme opposite of the ego, we can behold a situation from the aspect of God.’

Abraham Joshua Heschel

| peered
into the mirror
of my beloved

gave witness as myself

about the self
to my self.

[ looked closer:
was there someone
reflected
in my eye?
[ was alone.

[ saw myself in me.”

Awhaduddin Kirmani

Their idols are silver and gold,

The work of men’s hands.

They have mouths, but they speak not:
Eyes have they, but they see not:

They have ears, but they hear not:
Noses have they, but they smell not:
They have hands, but they handle not:
Feet have they, but they walk not:
Neither speak they through their throat.
They that make them are like unto them;
So is everyone that trusteth in them.

From the 115th Psalm




Rabbi Yose the Galilean says: Whatever the Holy One, blessed be He, created in
the world, He created in man. A parable: to what may this be likened? If one
takes a wooden tablet and tries to draw many forms, he is hard put to it because
he has no room to make the drawings; but he who draws on the earth can go
on drawing many forms and spread them out.

But the Holy One, blessed be He—may His great name be blessed forever
and to all eternity!—in His wisdom and understanding created the whole world,
created the heavens and the earth, the beings on high and those down below,
and formed in man whatever He created in His world:

He created forests in the world and He created forests in man: to wit, man’s
hair.

He created evil beasts in the world and He created evil beasts in man: to
wit, the vermin in man;

He created channels in the world and He created channels in man: to wit,
man’s ears;

He created a wind in the world and He created a wind in man: to wit,
man’s breath;

A sun in the world and a sun in man: to wit, man’s forehead;

Salt water in the world and salt water in man: to wit, man’s tears;

Streams in the world and streams in man: to wit, man’s urine;

Kings in the world and a king in man: to wit, man’s heart;

Trees in the world and trees in man: to wit, man’s bones:

Hills in the world and hills in man: to wit, man’s buttocks:

Horses in the world and horses in man; to wit, man’s legs;

Mountains and valleys in the world and mountains and valleys in man:
erect, he is like 2 mountain; recumbent, he is like a valley.

Thus thou dost learn that whatever the Holy One, blessed be He, created in
His world, He created in man.”

The Fathers According to Rabbi Nathan




Then the Chamberlain, having tested them, opened the door; and as he drew
aside a hundred curtains, one after the other, a new world beyond the veil was
revealed. Now was the light of lights manifested, and all of them sat down on
the masnad, the seat of the Majesty and Glory. They were given a writing
which they were told to read through; and reading this, and pondering, they
were able to understand their state. When they were completely at peace and
detached from all things they became aware that the Simurgh was there with
them, and a new life began for them in the Simurgh. All that they had done
previously was washed away. The sun of majesty sent forth his rays, and in the
reflection of each other’s faces these thirty birds (si-murgh) of the outer world,
contemplated the face of the Simurgh of the inner world. This so astonished
them that they did not know if they were still themselves or if they had become
the Simurgh. At last, in a state of contemplation, they realized that they were
the Simurgh and that the Simurgh was the thirty birds. When they gazed at the

Simurgh they saw that it was truly the Simurgh who was there, and when they
turned their eyes towards themselves they saw that they themselves were the
Simurgh. And perceiving both at once, themselves and Him, they realized that
they and the Simurgh were one and the same being. No one in the world has
ever heard of anything to equal it.

Then they gave themselves up to meditation, and after a little they asked the
Simurgh, without the use of tongues, to reveal to them the secret of the
mystery of the unity and plurality of beings. The Simurgh, also without
speaking, made this reply: “The sun of my majesty is a mirror. He who sees
himself therein sees his soul and his body, and sees them completely. Since you
have come as thirty birds, si-murgh, you will see thirty birds in this mirror. If
forty or fifty were to come, it would be the same. Although you are not
completely changed you see yourselves as you were before. '




Given the creation by God of a complete universe, it is a basic assumption that
everything is interconnected. One can see something like that by looking at
drops of water; one sees reflections, smaller ones and bigger ones, like in a house
of mirrors; the same thing, the same nature, reflected in different ways. It

follows that if I would know perfectly, completely, entirely, one part, then I
would know the whole."

Adin Steinsaltz

The hierarchy of being is ranged in a series of universes, all of which end finally
in our terrestrial Earth, this Earth which is like the “tomb” to which they have
been entrusted; it is from this tomb that they must emerge and be resurrected.

But this resurrection is conceivable only if the “descent” of the eternal Forms
onto this Earth is understood in its true sense. Just as the astralness of the Sun
does not “descend” from its Heaven, so there is no question of an inherence or
an “infusion” nor of a material incarnation, an idea which an “Oriental”
philosophy definitely rejects. On the contrary, the idea of epiphany dominates its
mode of perception and that is why the comparison with a “mirror” is always
suggested to us. Human souls, being eternal, do not themselves mix “in
person,” so to speak, with the world of material and accidental things, which
are temporal. It is their silhouette, their Image, their shadow, which is projected
onto it. Each of them has its own particular activity and perfection, which are

an effect and an influx of the universal and absolute activity of the Soul of the
World. "

Henry Corbin




For at times the royal garment of silk shone before mine eyes,
And with its voice and its guidance it also encouraged me to speed,
and with love leading me and drawing me onward,
I passed by Labyrinthus, and I left Babylon upon my left hand,
and I came unto Meson the great,
that lieth on the shore of the sea,

and my bright robe which I had taken off, and the mantle wherewith I had
been clad . . .

But I remembered not the brightness of it; for I was yet a child and very
young when I had left it in the palace of my Father.

But suddenly, I saw the garment made like unto me, as it had been in a
MIITOTr.

And I beheld upon it all myself and I knew and saw myself through it,

that we were divided asunder, being of one, and again were in one shape.

Yea, the treasurers also which brought me the garment I beheld, that they
were two, yet one shape was upon both, one royal sign was set upon both of
them.

And I stretched forth and received it, and adorned myself with the beauty of
the colors thereof,

And in my royal robe excelling in beauty I arrayed myself wholly.
And when I had put it on, I was lifted up into the place of peace and
homage. ™

From “The Hymn of the Soul”
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The Only Freedom

AN INTERVIEW WITH HELEN M. LUKE

Long-time readers of PARABOLA will
be familiar with Helen Luke—she has con-
tributed a number of articles over the years,
and our first interview with her appeared in
our 10th anniversary issue on “Wholeness.”
Founder of the Apple Farm Community, she
is a Jungian counselor and writer. Her most
recent book, The Voice Within, was pub-
lished by Crossroad. Her latest work is an
essay entitled Old Age: The Odyssey,
The Tempest, Little Gidding, which can
be obtained from Apple Farm Community,
Three Rivers, Michigan 49093.

Our conversation in this issue again
took place in her cottage at the Farm. The
range of her knowledge and the depth of her
understanding were evident again, as were
her warmth, her keen interest, and her im-

peccable courtesy.

—Lorraine Kisly

Lorraine Kisly There seem to be many

ways of looking at the question of
MIITOrsS.

Helen Luke The first thing that strikes
me is the word reflection—that’s what a
mirror is. It reflects back to you. Reflec-
tion comes from an instinct within us
and it is the only instinct that is solely
human. It is that which creates con-
sciousness. C.G. Jung says that “Con-
sciousness is part of the divine life
process. In other words, God becomes
manifest in the human act of reflection.”
And now I begin to remember various
stories about mirrors.

All of our behavior, everything that
happens to us is a reflection, is a mirror
image, so to speak, of what is going on
within. And reflection means a bending
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back. So that when that human art of
reflection upon what you see begins, the
ego begins to separate from the Self. In
other words, with the primitives, every-
thing was divine. They were at one
with it because the split had hardly be-
gun. But then once the split widens and
the ego begins to grow, the danger is
that the ego sees nothing but itself and
something alien out there.

L.K. What you say opens up four or
five questions at once. | am wondering,
for example, how can we speak of truth
or of meaning, if what we perceive is
what we project?

H.L. It’s the only way that we can
become aware of it.

L.K. The whole world mirrors back to
us what we project.

H.L. Yes, but let’s be clear about pro-
jection. We don’t do it. Everything that
is unconscious is projected. You can’t
help it—we live in the dimension of
causality, and we have to see it out there
before we can come back to experienc-
ing the oneness of the primitive or the
child—but come back, through reflec-
tion—consciously. Charles Williams has
a wonderful phrase. He says, “Flesh
knows, but spirit knows it knows.”
And what it knows is the same thing,
but in order to be conscious you have to
know that you know. And sc it seems
to me that we start looking in the mir-
ror and then possibly turn into a Narcis-
sus who sees nothing but his own ego
and who becomes identified with it.
You know the story of Narcissus, that
the reason he fell in love with the image

of himself was that he would not re-




spond to any of the nymphs who were
longing to have him make love to them.

Not only Echo, but all the others, too.
So he was stuck with falling in love

with his own image, and he saw noth-
ing but that. But there are also stories of
people who see truth in mirrors—even
the mirror of the stepmother in “Snow
White.” She saw the truth, that she
wasn’t as beautiful as her stepdaughter.

L.K. Yes, exactly.

H.L. She was at least able to see and

recognize that. But not Narcissus. So he
just shriveled away and died.

L.K. So there are two kinds of mirrors.

H.L. The mirror is the same, but it’s
the attitude which differs. You see, if
you look at the image without reflection
of any kind, then all you see is your
ego. That’s why it’s so vital to start
with seeing your shadow. Because if you
don’t see that, all you see is your super-
ficial ego and you go through life identi-
fied with totally impulsive behavior. But

if you reflect upon what you see, you
begin to be objective—just begin, at first
about your own darkness, and then
about other individual people and so on,
instead of seeing darkness everywhere
else.

L.K. Is the shadow a kind of mirror?

H.L. Oh, very much so. It is the mir-
ror of the opposite within you.

L.K. Is it the mirror of the ego?

H.L. The shadow, yes, is the dark side
of the ego. But it’s been repressed. And
you see, when a thing is repressed it
becomes very powerful, and is always
projected out there, on somebody else or
something else or circumstances or
whatever it may be. But reflection is not
an act of thought, only. It’s an attitude.
It’s an attitude which makes a beginning
of objectivity possible.

L.K. Reflection is a mysterious activity.
It’s not just rational analysis. It has to
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.. . when we can become objective
about our ego, when we can relate to
our ego as objectively as to anything
or anybody else, that’s when the next
step comes to those who get that far.

be activated—something has to be active
inside in order for us to have this
capacity.

H.L. Well, we all have the capacity.
That is man’s capacity. No animal re-
flects. It is a wondrous instinct. The
moment we are no longer whole, in or-
der to go on that long journey of Re-
turn, after the Fall into the knowledge
of good and evil, we have to continue to
reflect upon everything that happens to
us or that we do or that we feel. And
when we can become objective about
our ego, when we can relate to our ego
as objectively as to anything or anybody
else, that’s when the next step, the final
thing, comes to those who get that far.
For most of us, it will be just moments,
when the subject and the object are one.
Retlection is the conscious balancing
of the opposites. It’s a refusal to repress
one in order to live in the other which-
ever it may be—the dark or the light.
And that is the only thing that breaks
through the fog of the emotions, when
an emotion takes one over. It stops
being impulsive, and it becomes sponta-
neous—the spirit knowing it’s sponta-
neous— not regressing to the child who
is simply natural and unknowing, but
becoming in full awareness “as a little

child.”

L.K. I wonder if there is a more unnat-
ural act than welcoming contradiction.
It seems so difficult.

H.L. An extremely difficult act. But it
is the essential one.

L.K. It’s the last thing one wishes to
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undergo, the experience of internal
contradiction.

H.L. Unless we live all our lives in the
torment of the contradictions, as C.G.
Jung insists, then we’re not human. We
can’t become whole. If you’re stuck,
and you don’t know what to do, stuck
between two opposites, and you allow
them each to live within you, then a
small transformation of the ego takes
place. It becomes related to the Self in-
stead of identifying with it.

L.K. It seems that this is perhaps one of
the paths towards the almost impossible
idea that one could relate to the ego
objectively. The bearing of contradiction
is a kind of tool which pries apart the
identification with the ego.

H.L. Yes, indeed, it is so.

L.K. An indirect method, but it seems
to have that effect.

H.L. Jung says—as I’ve quoted al-
ready—*“God becomes manifest in the
human act of reflection.” That’s to say,
our God images are what we see in our
mirrors. Narcissus’ God image was his
own ego. But the Zen mirror, which
they say must be utterly free of dust,
reveals the experience of the whole.
That’s the whole point of Zen, isn’t it?
All the contradictions—you can’t put it
into words at all. It’s a sudden
breakthrough.

L.K. They use contradiction as a tool,
also.

H.L. Very much so. All their koans are
contradictions unsolvable by reason. As I
was going on to say, you have a con-
flict, you reflect, you simply bear it, and
suddenly you glimpse the truth which
unites the opposites; it breaks through.
You are then released to act. And then
you must not stop. That’s what we get




into all the time, isn’t it? We think
we’ve had a breakthrough, and now
everything is going to be lovely and
we’re going to feel good. But on the
contrary, you must then start again on
the next conflict, quite soon. And then
there’s another. So that one has to learn
to rejoice in the conflict. Which doesn’t
mean be happy!

L.K. It would require an understanding
of the situation that you’re in to go on

in this way—an understanding that this
is something you undertake or undergo

voluntarily for the sake of something

higher.

H.L. Yes. Somebody once wrote, “Free
will is simply to do gladly that which
one must do.” I always liked that. It
can be the last thing you feel in your
personal emotions—but then, emotion
has always something unconscious in it.
Not that we mustn’t have emotions, we
must. That’s the mirror, we’ve got to
look into it. There is always paradox,
isn’t there, in any inner truth?

There is an instance in J.R.R. Tolk-
ien’s The Lord of the Rings with Galad-
riel’s mirror. In Lothlorien when Sam
and Frodo pause there before the great
journey, Galadriel takes them to look
into her mirror, which is a bowl of
water, because she feels they’re pure
enough in heart. Of course, a mirror is
always symbolically the water of the un-
conscious. It’s looking into the uncon-
scious. And Sam sees the future. He sees
what’s going to happen at home, all the
awful things that are going to happen.
He’s in a terrible state and he says, “I
must go home at once.” And she says,
in effect, ““What you see there are
things that may or may not happen in
that way, in the future. But if you turn
aside from your present task and try
to put something right that you see pre-
dicted, then most certainly you will only
increase the danger.” One simply has to
stick to the next thing that one must

do. And then of course in the end when
the Hobbits return they find that situa-
tion and set it right. That little bit
about the mirror has always stuck in my
mind since [ read it. It’s a cure for many
fears.

Unless we live all our lives in the

torment of the contradictions we’re not
human.

L.K. I suppose it’s obvious, but it
struck me when Jung said that most
people think of consciousness as con-
sciousness of the ego-personality.

H.L. Yes, of course it’s not really con-
sciousness, because it excludes the Self, it
excludes the unconscious as a reality.

L.K. What is consciousness? We use
the word self-consciousness, and mean

by it what we know about ourselves in
our egos.

H.L. Yes, and in a way it’s true. It’s
what the ego can express in his or her
way of life—it is the Self becoming con-
scious in every individual, but when
used in that way it is distorted to mean
the identification of the self with ration-
al thinking, which is not really con-

sciousness at all.

L.K. So consciousness resides in the
ego?

H.L. Yes. But this is very interesting
because it seems to me I have seen so
often that people go through a long pe-
riod of a kind of ego research into their
motives. This is the analytic stage. But
the time comes when you have to stop
and that can be very, very difficult, be-
cause one of the most difficult things is
to give up one’s neurosis. As long as
you have a neurosis you can repress
things, and you can find excuses. But




when comes the time when you could
give it up, this is when many people
break down. They won’t. They can’t.
It’s a prop. A whole different attitude
can arise when you accept that neurosis
itself as part of your destiny in life. And
then it won’t be neurosis anymore.

You see, reflection takes you contra
natura—against nature—but there must
come a time when nature and the work
of the spirit are not split apart. You
know that you know.

L.K. There’s this capacity—to see, to
observe. You were saying before that it’s
instinctive, or in any case that the capac-
ity seems to be born with the human.

H.L. I think Marie-Louise von Franz
said in one of her fairy tale books that in
her view, the religious instinct in a
baby—religious used in the real sense—
is stronger even than hunger. That is
something, isn’t it?

L.K. Yes, when you think about the
lack of nourishment for that instinct.
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And what are the consequences if it’s

not fed at all?

H.L. You can see one consequence in
the enormous numbers of young people
who commit suicide. It’s just that they
cannot stand the awful weight of the
collective darkness. And there’s only one
answer—that each one of us recognizes
the responsibility of carrying our little
bit of darkness—not to try to carry the
whole thing personally. And that can

save somebody a thousand miles away,
as the Chinese say—not because we try
to save the world, but because we live
out our life stories with the utmost de-

votion to that which is not the ego but
includes it.

L.K. How have we gotten to this state
where we’re only in the ego and totally

denying the shadow? Is it a2 new state
for humanity?

H.L. Oh, no. It began with Cain and
Abel.




L.K. It seems more dangerous now
than ever.

H.L. Perhaps it isn’t. Perhaps it’s no
more dangerous fundamentally than it
ever has been. The trouble nowadays I
think is that we know everything that’s
going on in every corner of the world
almost as soon as it’s happened. It’s cre-
ated a much greater threat of mass
thinking. And that’s the monster. Then
the individual is totally lost in the mass.
But there are signs of a great many indi-
viduals appearing now in a true search
for meaning. The world of subatomic
physics is a new exciting mirror as it
approaches the world of the spirit, and
the awareness of the unity of matter and
spirit is dawning in many.

L.K. I’m still thinking about this facul-
ty which can tolerate the dark side, as if
there’s something which is caught
now—caught in the ego, caught in pro-
jections, caught in the unconscious.

What is that faculty which needs to be
freed?

H.L. Well, it is the sense of God.

One’s central motive in life is really
one’s God, isn’t it? . . . “Where your

treasure is, there will your heart be
also.”

L.K. The ego is a mirror. It’s not “I.”
But it’s something through which “I”
can become conscious, eventually.

H.L. Become a unique individual.

L.K. It’s also the ego which can be-
come aware of the unconscious.

H.L. Oh, yes, it’s only the ego. That’s
the importance of it. What has to be
sacrificed is not the ego itself, but the
ego’s demand to be first, to be the Self.
And you know there are those who are

inflated and identified with the Self, as
though the ego were the Self—but there

are also those who identify with the
negative side, and who are forever really
playing God by saying how terrible and
awful they are. Instead of recognizing
that yes, indeed, of course I have awful
things in me, but that too is not me.
The “good” and the “bad” are neither
of them you and yet they are both a
reality in your life and a mirror for the
Self. When you recognize this you no
longer are impelled to act without re-
flection on every impulse. Which
doesn’t mean that you get rid of your
impulses, which are the stuff of life, but
that having reflected even for two sec-
onds on them, they don’t possess you.
Your choice of action remains.

L.K. That’s a kind of a freedom.

H.L. The only freedom.

A sudden recognition can be anoth-
er sort of mirror—and recognition
means to know again. | remember,
when I was first learning of Jung’s
work, I got hold of about the most dif-
ficult book at that time. The Psychology
of the Unconscious, it was called. That’s
the only time of my life I’ve sat up all
night long reading. And I just had the
feeling that this was something I had
always known. I didn’t understand a
word, but I thought it was something
that was going to change my life be-
cause I’d always known it. That is a
sort of seeing, isn’t it, like seeing in the
mirror, “in a glass darkly.” It is true of
all of us, that we all know these things,
and then somebody speaks in a new kind
of language that says just what you've
been longing for, and you recognize it.

L.K. The mirror which tells the truth
about you.

H.L. And then it takes the rest of one’s

life to begin to know what it’s all
about.

L.K. I’'m thinking of the messengers
from above—Christ, Buddha—as a kind
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of mirror, also. A kind of perfect

MIrror.

H.L. The mirror free of dust. Because
they are one in themselves, God, the
incarnate unity. They are also images of
what a2 human being could be.

L.K. If you know the ego-personality
of someone very, very well, can you
construct their shadow? Will you know

what will show up? Is it a kind of re-

verse mirror?

H.L. If you heard a few dreams, you’d
know the kind of thing, of course. You
mean could one intuit what kind of
darkness would be there? Oh, yes. Sure-
ly you could too. If you meet someone
who’s very, very sweet and never will
risk hurting anybody’s feelings,
wouldn’t you know that underneath
there must be a venomous kind of
thing?

L.K. Perhaps.

H.L. If someone is working with you,
then it becomes clear quickly. It’s one’s
business to listen but never to go ahead
of what they’re able to take. It’s a very
slow business. There are people who are
carrying dark things that don’t belong
to them at all. To go back to what we
were saying before about young people’s
suicide, it kind of dropped into my mind
that they are almost like the Holy Inno-
cents slaughtered by the Herod in our
culture. They’re often the most sensitive
and beautiful children, who simply can’t
take the collective darkness. We can
think of it as a kind of sacrificial thing

whereby something is saved, as the

Christ child was saved.

L.K. How does one begin to admit
one’s own darkness, and separate what

is one’s own from what one has taken
on? They’re both dark, they’re both

UnNCconscious.
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H.L. How you know the difference?
It’s very ditficult, I think.

If we can stick with just tiny instances
of how we behaved to somebody or
how we’ve reacted emotionally to some-
thing or other, we can see where the
shadow has an open door. And then in
comes the collective element and one
feels swamped. And this of course is
what happens in schizophrenia. There’s
no protection at all. There’s no defini-
tion of where the ego begins and ends. I
knew a girl once who every time she
read about a murder in New York—she
lived in California—she was sure she
was responsible—because she’d had an
evil thought. Now there is a sense in
which this is true. We are all responsible
for the state of the world, of the uncon-
scious, but not in the personal sense.
And we have to recognize that all we
can do is take care of our minute share.
It’s the same when you’ve been very
badly treated by someone. All right,
that’s their business. But there is al-
ways, even if it’s only very small, one’s
own part in it. And we can attend to
that. You can find it again and again
through the mirror of your behavior, or
the mirror of your emotions. That is
reflection again, an active reflection of
your emotional reactions can turn into
response instead of reaction. That means
a conscious response rather than an auto-
matic reaction.

L.K. There are examples in relation-
ships with people when you get a reac-
tion from someone else, which shows
you something about yourself which
you’ve not been able to see.

H.L. Yes. But what a temptation to
say, “Well that’s just him or her.”

The real guilt is if you refuse to see
what the mirror is telling you. If you
are sincere, you may go bumbling on
and make the mistake several times over,
but in the end it will come back at you
and come back at you. You will be




meeting it everywhere until you do get
the right thing.

L.K. I think everyone has experienced a
situation which repeats and repeats, as
though one attracts the same situation
over and over again.

H.L. The unconscious is trying to tell
you it has a message for you.

L.K. A mirror doubles the impressions
and it seems that if you are able to re-
flect upon what’s happening in 2 mo-
ment, the impressions there are doubled
as well. It isn’t just happening, but
you’re aware of it happening and some-
how the whole picture has another
dimension.

H.L. Literally another dimension. And
that’s the whole thing. And finally the
fourth dimension which completes the

one world, which is outside time.

L.K. It’s clear that an analyst might
function as a mirror. In what sense?

H.L. The situation in analysis is con-
tained. You see, it’s almost like the mir-
ror is, it’s like pouring water into a
bowl, a container. And a person can
look into it. Simone Weil said the only
purpose of any education should be to

train attention. I like that. We’re still
learning it.

L.K. That is the material of reflection:

attention. Isn’t it? And that is a very
mysterious element.

H.L. Yes, mysterious to our minds
because it is not a rational thinking

effort. It is living in the moment: past

and future become one. The basic
meaning of the word attend is to be

present. It is not equivalent to the being
present of nature—there is a specifically
human content. Attention involves
seeing, listening, caring, and courtesy,
which arise from the inclusion of the
human act of intention and
concentration beyond thought. Thus,
the subject and the object are one. In

those moments, the mirrorisclear. B
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The Mirrors of Mahayana

FREDERICK FRANCK

When the Fifth Patriarch of
Chinese Zen, Hung-jen, felt that the
time had come to look for a successor,
he asked his disciples to compose a poem
by which to judge who would be fit to
become his Dharma heir. After stren-
uous reflection and preparation, his chief
monk Shen-hsiu wrote on the temple

wall:

The body is the Bodhi tree (tree of

enlightenment)
The mind is like a mirror bright
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Take heed to keep it always clean
Let no speck of dust alight!

Hung-jen praised this gatha but re-
marked that as proof of full enlighten-
ment it was wanting. Unexpectedly the
battle was joined and won by an illiter-
ate young monk, Hui Neng, recently
accepted by the patriarch and put to
work as a rice-pounder in the kitchen.
This uncultivated youngster, after listen-
ing to the verse being read, dictated his
response to a fellow monk, who wrote
it on the wall:




Originally no Bodhi tree
Nor any mirror bright

Since all is Emptiness
Where could dust alight?

“From the first not a thing is.”
This crucial proclamation by Hui Neng
was to revolutionize Zen. Fun-Yu-lan,
the great Chinese historian, sees Shen-
hsiu’s first two lines as qualifying the
First Principle, ascribing attributes to
that which transcends all attributes. Hui
Neng not only contradicts this, but af-
firms radically its inexpressible character,
and in the two final lines denies that
realization can be attained by “doing”
something, by dust wiping, by the culti-
vation of particular virtues.

Hung-jen at once, although secretly,
entrusted his succession to Hui Neng,

who became the Sixth Patriarch and
founder of the Southern School of Sud-
den Enlightenment which flourished and
survives to this day, while Shen-hsiu’s
Northern School of Gradual Enlighten-
ment declined and disappeared.

The simile of the mirror is also root-
ed in the Taoist past. Chuang Tzu, in
the third or fourth century B.C., wrote,
“The perfect man uses his mind as a
mirror,” and Lao Tze in Chapter 10 of
the Tao Te Ching compared the mind
with a mirror. According to D.T. Suzu-
ki, Shen-hsiu’s dust-wiping operation
(in which dust stands for passions,
thoughts, and imagery) is apt to reduce
meditation to tranquilization, to mere
temporary suspension of consciousness
and at most to self-absorbed ecstatic
states.




For Hui Neng, enlightenment de-
mands the radical breakthrough of all
rational, dualistic, and discursive think-
ing to attain that “nonthinking” in
which what he calls the “Unconscious”
may be grasped, which is synonymous
with prajna as the intuitive penetration
into one’s own nature and thereby into
Reality-Truth. Interestingly, Thomas
Merton is in full agreement with the
Master of the Great Mirror, in whose
“Unconscious,” prajna, “nonthinking,”
he recognizes the Ultimate Mind as the
openness to God’s own light, to St.
John’s “Light that lighteth every man
come into the world.”

Hui Neng’s “sudden enlighten-
ment” is therefore for Merton a “com-
prehensive experience of Being.” He
fully understands Hui Neng’s declara-
tion that it is useless to wipe the Mirror
of Great Wisdom, and that the external
objects reflected in it must not be re-
pressed.

Sokei—an Sasaki, one of the first

two Zen masters (and perhaps the most
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impressive one ever) to settle in Ameri-
ca—he founded the First American Zen
Institute—goes even further: “By medi-
tating on the mirror one becomes one-
self a mirror . . . Keep your eyes and
ears open! Don’t discriminate between
outer and inner, so as not to remain
locked up in your own mind!” It is as if
one heard echoes of Hui Neng’s “The
truth is not seen into by quietistic sit-
ting. . . .” “The Meaning of life is to
See. . . .” “One enlightened thought
and you are a Buddha, one unenlight-
ened one and you are a common fellow
again!” or Huang Po propounding:
“The original Mind is to be recognized
along with the workings of the senses;
only it does not belong to them nor is it
independent of them.”

Huang Po was the disciple of the
great master Mat-su, about whom there
is a charming mirror-wiping story.
Young Mat-su, who had been studying
with one of the Fifth Patriarch’s follow-
ers, was somewhat of a zazen fanatic.
Hui Neng’s disciple Huai-jang asked
him one day what on earth he hoped to
attain by this compulsive cross-legged




sitting. “Buddhahood,” said Mat-su.
Thereupon Huai-jang sat down, took a

brick and started to polish it assiduously.

Mat-su looked at him nonplused and
asked what he was doing. “Oh,” said
Huai-jang, “I am making a mirror out
of my brick.” “You can polish it till
doomsday,” scoffed Mat-su, “you’ll
never make a mirror out of a brick!”
“Aha!” smiled Huai-jang. “Maybe you
are beginning to understand that you
can sit until doomsday, it won’t make
you into a Buddha.”

In another mirror story ascribed to
Master Shen-hui (not to be confused
with chief monk Shen-hsiu), a great
mirror is set up in which the Ten Thou-
sand Things are reflected “wonderfully”
according to his monks. But the Master
says: “Nothing wonderful! The Ten
Thousand Things may be illuminated by
the mirror, they are not reflected as
being Ten Thousand Things, for the
Buddha Mind reflects them all with
nondiscriminating prajna, not by the rel-
ative, discursive understanding of your
everyday perception, your analytical acu-
men: ‘From the first not a thing is.” ”

The simile of the looking glass is
not limited to the Far East, but is uni-
versal. Henri Corbin mentions how in
[slamic mysticism the mirror is the
“place of theophany”” and how certain
spiritual disciplines may open the heart
into being “a perfect mirror.” In the
Gnostic “Acts of Saint Andrew” the
blessed “have heard the prophecies
through which, as in a looking glass,
they behold the secret of their own na-
ture for which all things were created.”
Looking into this mirror we see not
only ourselves “but also the Lord, the
Spirit, the god who reflects the suffering
of man who must suffer as long as he is

not fully initiated and remains narrowly
human.”

In the “Acts of Saint John” (third
century), “the resurrection which the
believer experiences in the ritual is his
mystical resurrection,” and in the round
dance, which may well be an initiation
rite, it is the Christ who sings: “A
torch I am to thee who perceives Me,
Amen . . . A mirror I am to thee who
discerns Me, Amen.” Ei




Or So the Story Goes

PETER BROOK

God, seeing how desperately
bored everyone was on the seventh day
of creation, racked his overstretched
imagination to find something more to
add to the completeness he had just con-
ceived. Suddenly his inspiration burst
even beyond its own limitless bounds
and he saw a further aspect of reality
which was its possibility to imitate it-
self. So he invented theater.

He called his angels together and an-
nounced this in the following terms,
which are still contained in an ancient
Sanskrit document. “The theater will be
the field in which men can learn to un-
derstand the sacred mysteries of the uni-
verse. And at the same time,” he added
with deceptive casualness, “it will be a
comfort to the drunkard and to the
lonely man.”

The angels were very excited and
could hardly wait for there to be enough
men on earth to put this into practice.
The men responded with equal enthusi-
asm, and very rapidly there were many
groups all trying to imitate reality in
their different ways. And yet the results
were very disappointing. What had
sounded so amazing, so generous, and
so all-embracing seemed to turn to dust
in their hands. In particular, the actors,
writers, directors, painters, and musi-
cians could not agree amongst them-
selves as to who was the most important
and so they spent much of their time

quarreling while their work satisfied
them less and less.
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One day, they realized they were
getting nowhere and they asked an angel
to go back to God to ask for help.

God pondered for a long time. Then
he took a piece of paper, scribbled on it,
put it into a box and gave it to the angel
saying, “Everything is here. This is my
first and last word.”

The return of the angel to the thea-
ter critics was an immense event and the
whole profession crowded round him as
the box was opened. He took out the

paper, unfolded it. It contained one
word. Some read it over his shoulder, as
he announced it to the others. “The
word is interest.”

“Interest?” “Interest!” “Is that
all?” “Is that all!”

There was a deep rumble of
disappointment.

“Who does he take us for?”

“It’s childish.” “As if we didn’t
know . . . ” The meeting broke up an-
grily, the angel left under a cloud and
the word, though never referred to
again, became one of the many reasons




for the loss of face that God suffered in

the eyes of his creatures.

However, a few thousand years
later, a very young student of Sanskrit
found a reference to this incident in an
old text. As he also worked part-time as
a cleaner in the theater he told the thea-
ter company of his discovery. This time,
there was no laughter, no scorn.

There was a long, grave silence.
Then someone spoke.

“Interest. To interest. I must inter-
est. [ must interest another. I can’t in-
terest another unless I’m interested
myself. We need a common interest.”

Then another voice: “To share a
common interest, we must exchange ele-
ments of interest in a way that’s inter-
esting...” “...tobothofus...
“Toall of us . . . ” “In the right
rhythm.” “Rhythm?”

“Yes, like making love. If one’s too
fast and one’s too slow, it’s not interest-
ing . . . ” Then they began to discuss,
seriously and very respectfully to one an-
other, what is interesting—or rather, as
one of them put it, what is really
Interesting.

And here they disagreed. For some,
the divine message was clear—““interest”
meant only those aspects of living that
were directly related to the essential

questions of being and becoming, of
God and the Divine laws.

"

For some, interest was the common
interest of all men to understand more
clearly what is just and unjust for man-
kind. For others, the very ordinariness
of the word interest was a clear signal
from the divine not to waste a moment
on profundity and solemnity but just to
get on with it and entertain.

At this moment, the student of San-
skrit quoted to them the full text about
why God created theater—to reflect the
sacred universal mysteries, and also to
comfort the drunkard and the lonely
man. “It has to be all those things at the
same time,” he said. After which, the
silence could have been cut with a knife.

They then began to discuss the oth-
er side of the coin, the appeal of the
“uninteresting”’ and the strange motiva-
tions, social and psychological, that
make so many people in the theater ap-
plaud so often and so vigorously what
actually is of no interest to them what-
soever. “If only we could really under-
stand this word,” said one. “What did
God mean by it?” “If we knew,” said
another in a hushed tone, “with this
one word we would goveryfar. .. ” m

69




Looking through
the Mirror of Life

CLAIRE R. FARRER and BERNARD SECOND

The Mescalero Apache, who currently
number somewhat more than 2400 people,
have a reservation in the mountains of south-
central New Mexico. They have been in the
southern and eastern portions of the Ameri-
can Southwest since before their first contact
with Europeans—which occurred in 1540,
when they met Coronado’s expedition on the
Llano Estacado (the vast plains of eastern
New Mexico, western Texas, and the Kan-
sas and Colorado area). Their traditions,

however, supported by archaeological and lin-

guistic evidence, tell of a long trek from the
north. It was there, in the Land of Ever

Winter (according to one version of the Crea-

tion story), that they were formed as a peo-
ple, and it was there, by the shores of a big

Iake across which one could not see, that they

first dwelled.
The keepers of the traditions of the

Mescalero Apache are known as Singers.

The Singer, who also serves as a conductor of
contemporary ceremonies, stores in his memo-
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ry accounts of his people’s history, travels,
and prophecies, as well as a vast body of
knowledge related to crafts, medicine, and
other practical affairs.

In 1974, as a fledgling anthropologist
and folklorist, I went to work at Mescalero
and began to do research on the reservation.
Within a few days of my arrival, I was told
that Bernard Second, a Mescalero Singer of
Ceremonies, would be able to answer my
myriad questions concerning language, cus-
toms, history, and practice. He proved elu-
sive, but when he finally did allow a
meeting, we began an association that has
strengthened in the intervening years. In ac-
cordance with his wishes, our discussions are
nondirective. Usually I have a question in
mind, a practice, event, word, or tradition I
do not understand. We begin there and range
over whatever topics he considers appropriate.
In the following, I indicate his actual state-
ments in italics. The balance of the text has
been synthesized from the countless conversa-




tions (many of which were tape-recorded) we
have had over the course of the eleven years
we have worked together.

—Claire R.. Farrer

As I told you before, we live in the Shadow
World. Theirs is the real world.

—Bernard Second

The Real World belongs to Power,
to the Spirits, and especially to
Bik?egudinde, According to Whom
There is Life—the One called Creator.
Our shadow existence seems real to us,
for unless we are newly born or walking
hand in hand with Death, we usually
have no memory or insight into the
Real World; babies and the very old are
close to the doorway leading behind the
mirror. Some, they say, can see through
the mirror because they have just come
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through the doorway; others, because
they are ready to go through it again.
Most of us cannot grasp the enor-
mousness of the Real World, where all
potentialities are copresent, where space,
time, existence, and incorporeal sub-
stance are joined. It is all around us, yet
we are not quite in it. Those in the Real

World dwell on the back side of the mir-

ror: they can see and hear us, but we
can see only our reflection in our Land

of Shadows.

Claire R. Farrer: Where is the Land of
Shadows?

B.S.: Between Life and what you call Heav-
en, what we call the Land of Ever Summer
.« . it [is] all around. Spirit People can come
through the barrier and help us. You can get
through the barrier at night, when there’s no
noise, when you’re all alone. You can talk to

[




those who you love and God and tell them,
“Help me.” Dreams can guide you there.

Some few pass through the mirror
at will; Medicine People and Singers reg-
ularly make the journey. Some pass
through simply by the quality of their
being rather than by their action. In
each generation there are those who car-
ry the burdens of Ndeé, The People, the
Mescalero Apache; sometimes they ap-
pear to us as cripples and sometimes as
fools. One never knows precisely who
they are, but their mission is an impor-
tant one—even the words of fools can
contain wisdom from the Real World.
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The vessels chosen by those in the Real
World do not have to make sense to
those of us living in the Shadow World.
Singers and Medicine People can tra-
verse the Worlds at will through the
power of their medicine, vision, ritual,
or dream. But such travel comes at a
heavy price; it is not easy to live in the
Shadow World as a Singer or Medicine
Person. It is not easy to bear the burden
of knowledge and its associated power.
Singers carry the theology, cosmolo-
gy, ritual, and everyday practices of the
people as a whole. Sometimes they are
judge and jury. At other times they
name children, diagnose illness, and




serve as priest and psychologist, media-
tor, and advisor. They may have special
medicine entrusted to them as well and,
thus, serve as physician too. Each spe-
cialty increases the likelihood of treading
the dangerous ground between Shadow
and Real, between Now and Was, be-
tween Now and To Become. Living
with one foot in the Shadow and one in
the Real—on both sides of the mirror
simultaneously—is living a powerful,
and often very lonely, existence. While
there is power in seeing and knowing
both sides of the mirror, there is also
alienation from each side. The seductive-
ness of this position is not one of Power,
however; it is the much more powerful
seduction of wisdom.

The middle is the point of understanding.
—B.S.

Sometimes everyday people pass to
the other side of the mirror quite by
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