PSYCHOLOGY AND SPIRITUALISM

PSYCHOLOGY AND SPIRITUALISM 1
The reader should not casually lay this book aside on discovering
that it is about "Invisibles," that is to say about spirits, on the
assumption that it belongs to the literature of spiritualism. One
can very well read the book without resorting to any such hypothesis
or theory, and take it simply as a report of psychological facts or
a continuous series of communications from the unconsciouswhich is, indeed, what it is really about. Even spirits appear to
be psychic phenomena whose origins lie in the unconscious. At all
events, the "lnvisibles" who are the source of information in this
book are shadowy personifications of unconscious contents, conforming to the rule that activated portions of the unconscious assume the character of personalities when they are perceived by the
conscious mind. For this reason, the voices heard by the insane
seem to belong to definite personalities who can often be identified,
and personal intentions are attributed to them. And in fact, if the
observer is able-though this is not always easy-to collect together
a fair number of these verbal hallucinations, he will discover in
them something very like motives and intentions of a· personal
character.
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The same is true to an even greater degree of the "controls"
in mediumistic seances who make the "communications." Everything in our psyche has to begin with a personal character, and
one must push one's investigations very far before one comes across
elements that are no longer personal. The "I" or "we" of these
communications has a merely grammatical significance and is never
proof of the existence of a spirit, but only of the physical presence
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[First published as the foreword to Stewart Edward White, Uneingeschranktes
Weltall (Zurich, 1948), the German trans. of The Unobstructed Universe
(New York, 1940), in which a foreword by Jung had not appeared. It was
subsequently published as "Psychologie und Spiritismus,'' Neue Schweizer
Rundschau, n.s., XVI:7 (Nov., 1948), 430-35. White (1873-1946), American
author, chiefly wrote adventure stories with a frontier background; he became
involved with spiritualism later in life. Jung was introduced to his books in
1946 by Fritz Kunkel, American psychotherapist; see his letter to Kunkel, 10
July 1946, discussing The Unobstructed Universe at length, in C. G. Jung:
Letters, ed. G. Adler, vol. 1.]
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of the medium or mediums. In dealing with "proofs of identity,"
such as are offered in this book, one must remember that proofs
of this kind would seem to be theoretically impossible considering
the enormous number of possible sources of error. We know for
a certainty that the unconscious is capable of subliminal perceptions
and is a treasure house of lost memories. In addition, it has been
proved by experiment that time and space are relative for the unconscious, so that unconscious perception, not being impeded by
the space-time barrier, can obtain experiences to which the conscious mind has no access. In this connection I would refer to the
experiments conducted at Duke University and other places. 2
Considering all this, the proof of identity seems to be a forlorn
hope, in theory anyway. In practice, however, things are rather
different because cases actually occur which are so overwhelmingly
impressive that they are absolutely convincing to those concerned.
Even though our critical arguments may cast doubt on every single
case, there is not a single argument that could prove that spirits
do not exist. In this regard, therefore, we must rest content with
a "non liquet." Those who are convinced of the reality of spirits
should know that this is a subjective opinion which can be attacked
on any number of grounds. Those who are not convinced should
beware of naively assuming that the whole question of spirits and
ghosts has been settled and that all manifestations of this kind are
meaningless swindles. This is not so at all. These phenomena exist
in their own right, regardless of the way they are interpreted, and
it is beyond all doubt that they are genuine manifestations of the
unconscious. The communications of "spirits" are statements about
the unconscious psyche, provided that they are really spontaneous
and are not cooked up by the conscious mind. They have this in
common with dreams; for dreams, too, are statements about the
unconscious, which is why the psychotherapist uses them as a firstclass source of information.
The Unobstructed Universe may therefore be regarded as offerin~ valuable information about the unconscious and its ways. It
differs very favourably from the usual run of spiritualistic communications in that it eschews all edifying verbiage and concentrates
instead on certain general ideas. This pleasing difference may be
attributable to the happy circumstance that the real begetter of
the book is the medium Betty, the deceased wife of the author.
J. B. Rhine, New Frontiers of the Mind (1937); The Rttzch of the Mind
1948). Also G.N.M. Tyrrell, The Personality of Man (1947).
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It is her "spirit" that pervades the book. We are familiar with
her personality from Mr. White's earlier books, 3 and we know how
great an educative influence she had on all those around her, constellating in their unconscious all the things that come to light in
these communications.
The educative intention behind Betty's activity does not differ
essenti~lly from the general tenor of spiritualistic literature. The
"spirits" strive to develop man's consciousness and to unite it with
the unconscious, and Betty, on her own admission, pursues the same
aim. It is interesting to note that the beginnings of American spiritualism coincided with the growth of scientific materialism in the
middle of the nineteenth century. Spiritualism in all its forms therefore has a compensatory significance. Nor should it be forgotten
that a number of highly competent scientists, doctors, and philosophers have vouched for the truth of certain phenomena which demonstrate the very peculiar effect the psyche has upon matter. Among
them were Friedrich Zollner, William Crookes, Alfred Richet,
Camille Flammarion, Giovanni Schiaparelli, Sir Oliver Lodge, and
our Zurich psychiatrist Eugen Bleuler, not to mention a large number of less well-known names. Although I have not distinguished
myself by any original researches in this field, I do not hesit~te
to declare that I have observed a sufficient number of such phenomena to be completely convinced of their reality. To me they are
inexplicable, and I am therefore unable to decide in favour of any
of the usual interpretations.
Although I do not wish to prejudice the reader of this book,
I cannot refrain from drawing attention to some of the issues it
raises. What, above all, seems to me worth mentioning-especially
in view of the fact that the author has no knowledge of modern
psychology-is that the "Invisibles" favour an energic conception
of the psyche which has much in common with recent psychological
findings. The analogy is to be found in the idea of "frequency."
But here we come upon a difference that should not be overlooked.
For whereas the psychologist supposes that consciousness has a
higher energy than the unconscious, the "Invisibles" attribute to
the spirit of the departed (i.e., to a personified unconscious content)
a higher "frequency" than to the living psyche. One should not,
however, attach too much importance to the fact that the concept
3

[The Betty Book ( 1937); Across the Unknown ( 1939); The Road I Know

( 1942) .]
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of energy is made use of in both cases, since this is a fundamental
category of thought in all the modern sciences.
The "Invisibles" further assert that our world of consciousness
and the "Beyond" together form a single cosmos, with the result
that the dead are not in a different place from the living. There
is only a difference in their "frequencies," which might be likened
to the revolutions of a propeller: at low speeds the blades are visible,
but at high speeds they disappear. In psychological terms this would
mean that the conscious and the unconscious psyche are one, but
are separated by different amounts of energy. Science can agree
with this statement, although it cannot accept the claim that the
unconscious possesses a higher energy since this is not borne out
by experience.
According to the "Invisibles," the "Beyond" is this same cosmos
but without the limitations imposed on mortal man by space and
time. Hence it is called "the unobstructed universe." Our world
is contained in this higher order and owes its existence principally
to the fact that the corporeal man has a low "frequency," thanks
to which the limiting factors of space and time become operative.
The world without limitations is called "Orthos," which means
the "right" or "true" world. This tells us clearly enough what kind
of significance is imputed to the "Beyond," though it must be emphasized that this does not imply a devaluation of our world. I
am reminded of the philosophical riddle which my Arab dragonman asked me when visiting the tombs of the Khalifs in Cairo.
"Which man is the cleverer: the one who builds his house where
he will be for the longest time, or the one who builds it where
he will be only temporarily?" Betty is in no doubt that this limited
life should be lived as fully as possible, because the attainment of
maximum consciousness while still in this world is an essential condition for the coming life in "Orthos." She is thus in agreement
not only with the general trend of spiritualistic philosophy, but also
with Plato, who regarded philosophy as a preparation for death.
Modern psychology can affirm that for many people this problem arises in the second half of life, when the unconscious often
makes itself felt in a very insistent way. The unconscious is the
land of dreams, and according to the primitive view the land of
dreams is also the land of the dead and of the ancestors. From
all we know about it, the unconscious does in fact seem to be relatively independent of space and time, nor is there anything objectionable in the idea that consciousness is surrounded by the sea
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The unconscious is of unJmown: eXtent., and is possibly of greater,
importance than consciousness. At any. rate, the role which consciousness plays in the life of primitives and primates is insignificant
compared with that of the unconscious. The events in our modern
world, as we see humanity blindly staggering from one catastrophe
to the next, are not calculated to strengthen anyone's belief in the
value of consciousness and the freedom of the will. Consciousness
should of course be of supreme importance, for it is the only guarantee of freedom and alone makes it possible for us to avoid disaster.
But this, it seems, must remain for the present a pious hope.
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Betty's aim is to extend consciousness as far as possible by uniting it with "Orthos." To this end it must be trained to listen to
the unconscious psyche in order to bring about the collaboration
of the "Invisibles." The aims of modern psychotherapy are similar: it too endeavours to compensate the onesidedness and narrowness of the conscious mind by deepening its knowledge of the
unconscious.
756
The similarity of aim should not, however, lead us to overlook
a profound difference of viewpoint. The psychology of the "Betty
Books" differs in no essential respect from the primitive view of
the world, where the contents of the unconscious are all projected
into external objects. What appears to· the primitive to be a "spirit"
may on a more conscious level be an abstract thought, just as the
gods of antiquity turned into philosophical ideas at the beginning
of our era. This primitive projection of psychological factors is common to both spiritualism and theosophy. The advantage of projection is obvious: the projected content is visibly "there" in the object
and calls for no further reflection. But since the projection does
bring the unconscious a bit nearer to consciousness, it is at least
better than nothing. Mr. White's book certainly makes us think,
but the kind of thinking it caters to is not psychological; it is mechanistic, and this is of little help when we are faced with the task
of integrating projections. Mechanistic thinking is one of the many
Americanisms that stamp the book as a typical product and leave
one in no doubt as to its origin. But it is well worth while getting
to know this side of the American psyche, for the world will hear
a great deal more of it in times to come.
july 1948

FOREWORD TO MOSER:
"SPUK: IRRGLAUBE ODER WAHRGLAUBE?" 1
The author has asked me for a few introductory words to her
·.book. It gives me all the more pleasure to comply with her request
as her previous book on occultism, 2 written with great care and
knowledge of the subject, is still fresh in my memory. I welcome
the appearance of this new book, a copiously documented collection
of parapsychological experiences, as a valuable contribution to psychological literature in general. Extraordinary and mysterious
stories are not necessarily always lies and fantasies. Many "ingenious,
. curious, and edifying tales" were known to previous centuries,
among them observations whose scientific validity has since been
confirmed. The modern psychological description of man as a totality had its precursors in the numerous biographical accounts of
unusual people such as somnambulists and the like at the beginning
of the nineteenth century. Indeed, though we owe the discovery
of the unconscious to these old pre-scientific observations, our inves· . tigation of parapsychological phenomena is still in its infancy. We
do not yet know the full range of the territory under discussion.
Hence a collection of observations and of reliable material performs
a very valuable service. The collector must certainly have courage
and an unshakable purpose if he is not to be intimidated by the
difficulties, handicaps, and possibilities of error that beset such an
undertaking, and the reader, too, must summon up sufficient interest and patience to allow this sometimes disconcerting material to
work upon him objectively, regardless of his prejudices. In this vast
and shadowy region, where everything seems possible and nothing
believable, one must oneself have observed many strange happenings and in addition heard, read, and if possible tested many stories
examining their witnesses in order to form an even moderately
sure judgment.
In spite of such advances as the founding of the British and
Society for Psychical Research and the existence of a
[Baden, 1950. By Fanny Moser. ("Ghost: False Belief or True?")]
[Okkultismus: Tiiuschungen und Tatsachen ( 1935).]
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KUNKEL

To Fritz Kunkel
Dear Dr. Kunkel,
This is to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of the books
Stewart Edward White. 1 I have read them conscientiously, and
would know from these books what sort of problem you are
fronted with even if I hadn't seen it from your letter.
~~~ The really important book is The Unobstructed Universe. The
1 ~w? d~ not rise muc~ above the level of the general run o.f sp~ritu~l,
1shc hterature, of wh1ch I made a thorough study for a long hme 10 ·
my earlier days in order to find out the meaning of this movement.
IAlready then it became absolutely clear to me that the whole spirt\{q litualistic movement is pervaded by an unconscious urge to allow the
7
;unconscious to reach consciousness. This phenomenon shows that
even today our consciousness is still much too split off from the un-'
~conscious, which leads to a psychic uprooting of man. This also
.l~~explains why practically everybody falls victim to some kind of -ism,
\- Jwith the result that any cause, however reasonable in itself, gets a
pathological streak. The wildest breaking away of consciousness fro"l
the natural order of things has, of course, been witnessed in Germany,
but we see the same phenomenon in other nuances and gradations
&throughout the whole world of the white man. Even the yellow
yapanese have gone to blazes. They have obviously learnt so much
lfrom the uprooting and corresponding madness of the white man
ithat they no longer consulted the I Ching before and during the war;
~\}}'In the first WorJd War Japanese statesmen always consulted it ·
\' important affairs of state, as I know from Richard Wilhelm.
.
" ~ Although The Unobstructed Universe is written in a ghastly style,
~,~'9 't contains ideas offundamental importance which, despite the bararous setting, seem to me significant enough to be taken seriously.

.n_!

M.D., (1889-1956), Gennan psychotherapist, emigrated to U.S.A. and set-

~V , led in Los. Angeles, California. Originally a follower of Alfred Adler, be becam~

ympathetic to Jung's ideas.
American author (1873-1946). He wrote over 40 books but became known
mainly through his "Betty Books," in which be recorded the statements
by his wife during trances (cf. The Betty Book, 1937; Across the
39). After the death of his wife he received communications from her
medium. He collected these messages in The Unobstructed Universe
ng's foreword to the Gennan translation of this book (Uneingeschriinktu;
_\{? eltall, 1948) is in CW 18. Cf. also "The Psychological Foundations
~
lief in Spirits," CW 8, par. 599·
1

~
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Their concurrence with the findings of the psychology of the uncon-l
scious is positively amazing. The compensatory drive of the unconscious towards conscious realization stands out particularly clearly; ,l "B
is to say our consciousness is largely dissociated from the unconscious so that a reconnection is of the utmost importance. This is also
a basic principle of analytical psychology. Equally worth noting isl
the introverted attitude necessary for this, without which the un(,conscious contents could not be assimilated. The fact that they ap· · pear in the form of personifications (spirits) is not at all surprising.
Firstly it has been from time immemorial the traditional form of
unconscious compensation, and secondly there is no possibility of
proving with certainty that it is really not a question of spirits. But
the proof that it is a question of spirits is equally difficult if not impossible. As we know, the proof of identity is extraordinarily difficult
to furnish, though all sorts of people have tried. One may be entirely
convinced subjectively, but that is a long way from being an objective
pro6f. I can't imagine any method whereby an objective proof could
be furnished. The proofs that White gives are not in themselves conj
vincing since every single one of them could be explained by the
actually existing knowledge in the unconscious (cryptomnesia, 2 clair, voyance, etc.) . I once discussed the proof of identity for a long tim ·
with a friend of William James, 8 Professor Hyslop 4 in New York.
. He admitted that, all things considered, all these metapsychic phenomena could be explained better by the hypothesis of spirits than
by the qualities and peculiarities of the unconscious. And here, on
the basis of my own experience, I am bound to concede he is right.
In each individual case I must of necessity be sceptical, but in the
long run I have to admit that the spirit hypothesis yields better results in practice than any other.
The success of this book is not surprising either. We are living!
aga.in in a postwar ~e~iod .in ~hich, as. after the. first World War: a Me
ventable wave of spmtuahsm IS sweepmg mankmd. A further pomt
"Hidden memory," recollection of forgotten or repressed experiences as though
were new and original ideas. Cf. "Cryptomnesia," CW 1.
erican psychologist and philosopher ( 1842-1910),. professor at Harvard.!
became interested in psychical research; his best known investigations in this
were with the American medium Mrs. Piper, which convinced him of the
~uineness of her mediumship.
Hervey Hyslop ( 1854-1920), American psychologist, professor at Co-~
University; he did extensive work on psychical research in which he,
William James, first became interested through his sessions with Mrs. Piper.
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~f agreement with the psychology of the unconscious is the idea of
1the elasticity of space and time. I coined this same term many years
ago and have used it in my lectures without knowing anything about
his book. The extraordinary emphasis White lays on consciousness
~ b lso agrees with our view that the dawning of consciousness, indeed
onsciousness itself, is the all-important goal of human evolution.
Since The Unobstructed Universe is not handicapped by any knowldge of psychology, the author is completely unaware of the fact that
is Betty, who manifests herself as his femme inspiratrice, is also
,
\'-~ resent in him even if his Betty had never died or had not existed at
tall. For this reason I do not call this feminine figure Betty but anima.
The figure of Anne 5 behaves towards Betty as the mother archetype
(the Great Mother) behaves towards the ego in the psychology of
women. She represents the feminine aspect of the self. This point is
of particular interest as it does not fit in with the psychology of a
man. If Betty were nothing but an anima, in the case of a man there
would have to be a masculine figure corresponding to Anne, namely
~the Wise Old Man. In this respect, then, Betty behaves like a real
~woman and not like an anima. This seems to indicate that she is herself rather than an anima figure. Perhaps, with the help of such
criteria, we sl1all one day succeed in establishing, at least indirectly,
Jwhether it is a question of an anima (which is an archetype never lackaing in masculine psychology) or of a spirit. I must own that with regard to Betty I am hesitant to deny her reality as a spirit; that is to say
I am inclined to assume that she is more probably a spirit than an
archetype, although she presumably represents both at the same time.
~~IAltogether, it seems to me that spirits tend increasingly to coalesce
\ Jwith archetypes. For archetypes tan behave exactly like real spirits, so
that communications like Betty's could just as well come from an
indubitably genuine archetype. On the other hand, it must be emphasized that by far the greatest majority of communications are of
purely psychological origin and appear. in personified form only because people have no inkling of the psychology of the unconscious.
You are quite right when you say that in these circumstances it
ould be the task of a practical psychology to offer the public handier
ncepts than the subtleties of analytical psychology. In actual practice one finds oneself again and again in the position of having to

~

f

!
~
5

Anne (or "Lady Anne") is one of the figures appearing in The Unobstructed
Universe; according to Betty's communications, a Scottish lady of superior intel-

ligence and wide 1-nowledge who had lived in the 16th cent. and "collaborated"
with Betty.
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make do with the terminological crudities of science. I would like t3
draw a radical distinction between psychology as a science and psy- tl&
chology as a technique. In practice I have no compunction, if th
case seems to me sufficiently certain, in speaking simply of spiritsalbeit with the proviso that these spirits may be partly or entirely mere
personifications of unconscious tendencies and sooner or later arc
integrated into consciousness and then vanish. I have observed plenty
of such cases, where the unconscious first appeared in spirit formspirits which later, after discharging their contents into consciousness,
disappeared again.
Your view that the collective unconscious surrounds us on a1l'
sides is in complete agreement with the way I explain it to my pupils ..
It is more like an atmosphere in which we live than something thatf' ~~
is found in us. It is simply the unknown quantity in the world. Also,
it does not by any means behave merely psychologically; in the case~
of so-called synchronicity it proves to be a universal substrate present ,J~
in the environment rather than a psychological premise. Whereve
we come into contact with an archetype we enter into relationship
with transconscious, metapsychic factors which underlie the spiritualistic hypothesis as well as that of magical actions. ·
The best idea in The Unobstructed Universe is perhaps that ofl
frequency. 6 It is an idea that dawned on me too during my attempts(
to explain the relative reality of metapsychic phenomena. The para1leU
White draws with the nature of thought seems to me to hit the mark
very aptly. Thought has no quality in common with the physicaj
world except its intensity, which in mathematical terms may be con~
sidered as frequency. You observe a distinct heightening of this in
tensity or frequency in all cases where either an archetype manifests
itself or, owing to an absolute abaissement du niveau mental,T the!
unconscious comes actively into the foreground, as in visions of theL ~6
future, ecstasies, apparitions of the dying, etc.
a;
I would like to see the book translated if only it were written more1
sensibly, but there is so much insufferable gabble in it that it would!
6 White devotes a chapter to "Frequency." According to Betty's and Anne's!
communications, frequency is the essence of movement, and thought is psychological movement. Each stage in the development of consciousness has its
individual frequency. ·
1
"Lowering of the mental level," a term coined by Pierre Janet in Les Obse~
sions et fa psychasthenie ( 1903) to explain dissociations, automatisms, and other .\.ft
psychic disturbances. Jung makes frequent use of the term in explaining neuroti I¥P
psychotic, and also synchronistic phenomena.

433
\-·.;.·
).~·.
~-,

'

, ,

~,, ~1' :,,,,~, .:ti{¥\ ,
, . :.:./,.

]UL\.~... 1946

,•:'

,.

only' scare off an: educated European public,· for no one likes picking
· put the pearls from such a journalistic morass. But the ·book has
)stimulated me no end, and for this I am most grateful to you. With
best regards,
Yours sincerely, c. c. J u N G

Anonymous
Dear Sir,
10 July 1946
' By parental power is usually understood the influence exerted by
~ny person in authority. If this influence occurs in childhood and in
n unjustified way, as happened in your case, it is apt to take root in
he unconscious. Even if the influence is discontinued outwardly, it
\~ till goes on working in the unconscious and then one treats oneself
'
s badly as one was treated earlier. If your work now gives you some
~ ~ 'ljoy and. satisfacti~n you must c~lti~ate i~, just. as you s?ould cul~i~ate
t-.~< ~everythmg that gtves you some JOY m bemg altve. The 1dea of SUICide,
nderstandable as it is, does not seem commendable to me. We live
order to attain the greatest possible amount of spiritual develop,~
l~
ent and self-awareness. As long as life is possible, even if only in a
~inimal degree, you should hang on to it, in order to scoop it up for
f.?e purpose of conscious development. To interrupt life before its
\ ~ time is to bring to a standstill an experiment which we have not set
i
p. We have found ourselves in the midst of it and must carry it
through to the end. That it is extraordinarily difficult for you, with
your blood pressure at So, is quite understandable, but I believe you
will not regret it if you cling on even to such a life to the very last.
If, aside from your work, you read a good book, as one reads the
Bible, it can become a bridge for you leading inwards, along which
good things may flow to you such as you perhaps cannot now imagine.
You have no need to worry about the question of a fee. With best
wishes,
Yours sincerely, c. c. J u N G
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PRIESTLEY

I ,BEltTINE

To f. B. PrieStley
[ORICI:NAL IN ENCLJSH)

Dear Mr. Priestley,

17 July 1946

Since I saw you I have read several of your novels and plays and I
enjoyed them very much. i was particularly impressed by the two
aspects of your personality. Your one face is so much turned to the
world that one is surprised again and again to meet another face
which is turned to the great abyss of all things. I just wanted to tell
you my impression as I want to let you know how much I appreciat~
the superhuman faculty of looking at things with a straight and withJ
an inverted eye.
Yoursgratefully, c.

G. JUNG

0 English novelist, playwright, and critic. This letter was sent in by P. in the
fonn printed here.

Anonymous·
Dear N.,
20 July 1946
I think you are expecting rather too much of people without giving
sufficiently of yourself. One l1as to stand below others if one wants
something to drop down from them into one's lap. Since you are up
to your ears in the inkpot again, I politely invite you to caB in onl
me most ceremoniously next Wednesday afternoon at 4 o'clock. Here.
there are no higher personages but chiefly snails who are enchanted
with the rain. With best greetings,
Your sighing grandfather, c. G. J uNc-?
0 (Handwritten.) The addressee is a man.

To Eleanor Bertine
(ORJCINAL IN ENGLISH)

0 Resident of Gerinany.

...

25 July 1946

I'm just spending a most agreeable time of rest in my tower andl
sailing as the only sport which is still available to me. I have
finished two lectures for the Eranos meeting of this summer. 1
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Memories, Dreams, Reflections

only after I had acquired, through my studies of 1910 to 1912,
some insight into the psychology of classical antiquity. In 1912
I was on a ship sailing from Genoa to Naples. As the vessel
neared the latitude of Rome, I stood at the railing. Out there
lay Rome, the still smoking and fiery hearth from which ancient
cultures had spread, enclosed in the tangled rootwork of the
Christian and Occidental Middle Ages. There classical antiquity still lived in all its splendor and ruthlessness.
I always wonder about people who go to Rome as they might
go, for example, to Paris or to London. Certainly Rome as well
as these other cities can be enjoyed esthetically; but if you are
affected to the depths of your being at every step by the spirit
that broods there, if a remnant of a wall here and a column
there gaze upon you with a face instantly recognized, then it becomes another matter entirely. Even in Pompeii unforeseen
vistas opened, unexpected things became conscious, and questions were posed which were beyond my powers to handle.
In my old age-in 1949-l wished to repair this omission, but
was stricken with a faint while I was buying tickets. Mter that,
the plans for a trip to Rome were once and for all laid aside.

. X.
Visions

A

of 1944 J broke my foot, and this
misadventure was followed by a heart attack. In a state
of unconsciousness I experienced deliriums and visions
which must have begun when I hung on the edge of death and
was being given oxygen and camphor injections. The image~
were so tremendous that I myself concluded that I was close to
death. My nurse afterward told me, "It was as if you were sur
rounded by a bright glow." That was a phenomenon she had
sometimes observed in the dying, she added. I had reached the
outermost limit, and do not know whether I was in a dream or an
ecstasy. At any rate, extremely strange things began to happe1
to me.
It seemed to me that I was high up in space. Far below I
saw the globe of the earth, bathed in a gloriously blue light. I
saw the deep blue sea and the continents. Far below my feet lay
Ceylon, and in the distance ahead of me the subcontinent of
India. My field of vision did not include the whole earth, but its
global shape was plainly distinguishable and its outlines shone
with a silvery gleam through that wonderful blue light. In many
places the globe seemed colored, o~ spotted dark green like ,
T H E BE G IN N IN G
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oxydized silver. Far away to the left lay a broad expanse-the
reddish-yellow desert of Arabia; it was as though the silver of
the earth had there assumed a reddish-gold hue. Then came the
Red Sea, and far, far back-as if in the upper left of a map-I
could just make out a bit of the Mediterranean. My gaze was directed chiefly toward that. Everything else appeared indistinct.
I could also see the snow-covered Himalayas, but in that direction it was foggy or cloudy. I did not look to the right at all. I
knew that I was on the point of departing from the earth.
Later I discovered how high in space one would have to be to
have so extensive a view-approximately a thousand miles! The
sight of the earth from this height was the most glorious tiling I
had ever seen.
After contemplating it for a while, I turned around. I had been
standing with my back to the Indian Ocean, as it were, and my
face to the north. Then it seemed to me that I made a turn to
the south. Something new entered my field of vision. A short distance away I saw in space a tremendous dark block of stone,
like a meteorite. It was about the size o£, my house, or even
bigger. It was floating in space, and I myself was floating in
space.
I had seen similar stones on the coast of the Gulf of Bengal.
They were blocks of tawny granite, and some of them had been
hollowed out into temples. My stone was one such gigantic dark
block. An entrance led into a small antechamber. To the right of
the entrance, a black Hindu sat silently in lotus posture upon a
stone bench. He wore a white gown, and I knew that he expected me. Two steps led up to this antechamber, and inside,
on the left, was the gate to the temple. Innumerable tiny niches,
each with a saucer-like concavity filled with coconut oil and
small burning wicks, surrounded the door with a wreath of
bright flames. I had once actually seen this when I visited the
Temple of the Holy Tooth at Kandy in Ceylon; the gate had
been framed by several rows of burning oil lamps of this sort.
As I approached the steps leading up to the entrance into the
rock, a strange thing happened: I had the feeling that everything was being sloughed away; everything I aimed at or
wished for or thought, the whole phantasmagoria .of earthly ex-
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istence, fell away or was stripped from me-an extremely painful process. Nevertheless something remained; it was as if I now
carried along with me everything I had ever experienced 01
done, everything that had happened around me. I might also
say: it was with me, and I was it. I consisted of all that, so to
speak. I consisted of my own history, and I felt with great certainty: this is what I am. "I am this bundle of what has been,
and what has been accomplished."
This experience gave me a feeling of extreme poverty, but at
the same time of great fullness. There was no longer anything
I wanted or desired. I existed in an objective form; I was what I
had been and lived. At first the sense of annihilation predominated, of having been stripped or pillaged; but suddenly that
became of no consequence. Everything seemed to be past; what
remained was a fait accompli, without any reference back to
what had been. There was no longer any regret that something
had dropped away or been taken away. On the contrary: I
had everything that I was, and that was everything.
Something else engaged my attention: as I approached the
temple I had the certainty that I was about to enter an illuminated room and would meet there all those people to whom I
belong in reality. There I would at last understand-this too
was a certainty-what historical nexus I or my life fitted into. I
would know what had been before me, why I had come into being, and where my life was flowing. My life as I lived it had
often seemed to me like a story that has no beginning and no
end. I had the feeling that I was a historical fragment, an excerpt for which the preceding and succeeding text was missing.
My life seemed to have been snipped out of a long chain of
events, and many questions had remained unanswered. Why
had it taken this course? Why had I brought these particular
assumptions with me? What had I made of them? What will follow? I felt sure that I would receive an answer to all these
questions as soon as I entered the rock temple. There I would
learn why everything had been thus and not otherwise. There I
would meet the people who knew the answer to my question·
about what had been before and what would come after.
While I was thinking over these matters, something happened
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that caught my attention. From below, from the direction of
Europe, an image floated up. It was my doctor, Dr. H.--or,
rather, his likeness-framed by a golden chain or a golden
laurel wreath. I 1.:new at once: "Aha, this is my doctor, of
course, the one who has been treating me. But now he is coming in his primal form, as a basileus of Kos. 1 In life he was an
avatar of this basileus, the temporal embodiment of the primal
form, which has existed from the beginning. Now he is appearing in that primal form."
Presumably I too was in my primal form, though this was
something I did not observe but simply took for granted. As
he stood before me, a mute exchange of thought took place bel tween us. Dr. H. had been delegated by the earth to deliver a
,; message to me, to tell me that there was a protest against my
'igoing away. I had no right to leave the earth and must return.
!The moment I heard that, the vision ceased.
· I was profoundly disappointed, for now it all seemed to have
been for nothing. The painful process of defoliation had been
in vain, and I was not to be allowed to enter the temple, to
join the people in whose company I belonged.
In reality, a good three weeks were still to pass before I could
\ truly make up my mind to live again. I could not eat because all
food repelled me. The view of city and mountains from my sickbed seemed to me like a painted curtain with black holes in it,
or a tattered sheet of newspaper full of photographs that meant
nothing. Disappointed, I thought, "Now I must return to the
'box system' again." For it seemed to me as if behind the horizon
of the cosmos a three-dimensional world had been artificially
built up, in which each person sat by himself in a little box.
And now I should have to convince myself all over again that
jthis was important! Life and the whole world struck me as a
}prison, and it bothered me beyond measure that I should again
be finding all that quite in order. I had been so glad to shed it
all, and now it had come about that I-along with everyone
else-would again be hung up in a box by a thread. While I
floated in space, I had been weightless, and there had been
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Basilew king. Kos was famous in antiquity
the site of the temple of
Asklepios, and was the birthplace of Hippocrates.-A. J.
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nothing tugging at me. And now all that was to be a thing of
the past!
I felt violent resistance to my doctor because he had brought
me back to life. At the same time, I was worried about him. "His
life is in danger, for heaven's sake! He has appeared to me in his
primal form! When anybody attains this form it means he is going to die, for already he belongs to the 'greater company'!"
Suddenly the terrifying thought carne to me that Dr. H. would
have to die in my stead. I tried my best to talk to him about it,
but he did not understand me. Then I became angry with him.
"Why does he always pretend he doesn't know be is a basileus
of Kos? And that he has already assumed his primal foJ"?l? He
wants to make me believe that he doesn't know!" That irritated
me. My wife reproved me for being so unfriendly to him. She
was right; but at the time I was angry with him for stubbornly
refusing to speak of all that had passed between us in my vision.
"Damn it all, he ought to watch his step. He has no right to be
so reckless! I want to tell him to take care of himself." I was
firmly convinced that his life was in jeopardy.
In actual fact I was his last patient. On April 4, 1944-I still
remember the exact date-! was allowed to sit up on the edge
of my bed for the first time since the beginning of my illness, and
on this same day Dr. H. took to his bed and did not leave it
again. I heard that be was having intermittent attacks of fever.
Soon afterward he died of septicemia. He was a good doctor;
there was something of the genius about him. Otherwise he
would not have appeared to me as a prince of Kos.
During those weeks I lived in a strange rhythm. By day I was
usually depressed. I felt weak and wretched, and scarcely dared
to stir. Gloomily, I thought, "Now I must go back to this drab
world." Toward evening I would fall asleep, and my sleep would
last until about midnight. Then I would come to myseU and lie,
awake for about an hour, but in an utterly transformed state.\
It was as if I were in an ecstasy. I felt as though I were floating;
in space, as though I were safe in the womb of the universein a tremendous void, hut filled with the highest possible feeling of happiness. "This is eternal bliss," I thought. "This cannot
be described; it is far too wonderful!"
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Everything around me seemed enchanted. At this hour of the
night the nurse brought me some food she had warmed-for
only then was I able to take any, and I ate with appetite. For a
time it seemed to me that she was an old Jewish woman, much
older than she actually was, and that she was preparing ritual
kosher dishes for me. When I looked at her, she seemed to have
a blue halo around her head. I myself was, so it seemed, in the
Pardes Rimmonim, the garden of pomegranates,2 and the wedding of Tifereth with Malchuth was taking place. Or else I was
Rabbi Simon ben Jochai, whose wedding in the afterlife was
being celebrated. It was the mystic marriage as it appears in
the Cabbalistic tradition. I cannot tell you how wonderful it
was. I could only think continually, "Now this is the garden of
pomegranates! Now this is the marriage of Malchuth with Tiferethl" I do not know exactly what part I played in it. At bottom
it was I myself: I was the marriage. And my beatitude was that
of a blissful wedding.
Gradually the garden of pomegranates faded away and
changed. There followed the Marriage of the Lamb, in a Jerusalem festively bedecked. I cannot describe what it was like in
detail. These were ineffable states of joy. Angels were present,
and light. I myself was the "Marriage of the Lamb."
That, too, vanished, and there came a new image, the last
vision. I walked up a wide valley to the end, where a gentle
chain of hills began. The valley ended in a classical amphitheater. It was magnificently situated in the green landscape.
And there, in this theater, the hierosgamos was being celebrated.
Men and women dancers came onstage, and upon a flowerdecked couch All-father Zeus and Hera consummated the mys·
tic marriage, as it is described in the Iliad.
All these experiences were glorious. Night after night I floated
in a state of purest bliss, "thronged round with images of all
creation." 3 Gradually, the motifs mingled and paled. Usu2

Pardes Rlmmonim is the title of an old Cabbalistic tract by Moses Cordovero
(sixteenth century). In Cabbalistic doctrine Mnlchuth and Tifereth are two of
the ten spheres of divine manifestation in which God emerges from his hidden
state. They represent the female and male principles within the Godhead.
8
Faust, Part Two.
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ally the visions lasted for about an hour; then I would fall aslee?
again. By the time morning drew near, I would feel: Now gray
morning is coming again; now comes the gray world with its
boxes! What idiocy, what hideous nonsense! Those inner states
were so fantastically beautiful that by comparison this world
appeared downright ridiculous. As I approached closer to life
again, they grew fainter, and scarcely three weeks after the first
vision they ceased altogether.
It is impossible to convey the beauty and intensity of emotion!'
during those visions. They were the most tremendous things I)
have ever experienced. And what a contrast the day was: I was[
tormented and on edge; everything irritated me; everything was
too material, too crude and clumsy, terribly limited both spatially and spiritually. It was all an imprisonment, for reasons
impossible to divine, and yet it had a kind of hypnotic power,
a cogency, as if it were reality itself, for all that I had clearly
perceived its emptiness. Although my belief in the world returned to me, I have never since entirely freed myself of the
impression that this life is a segment of existence which is enacted in a three-dimensional boxlike universe especially set up
for it.
There is something else I quite distinctly remember. At the
beginning, when I was having the vision of the garden of pomegranates, I asked the nurse to forgive me if she were harmed.
There was such sanctity in the room, I said, that it might be
harmful to her. Of course she did not understand me. For me
the presence of sanctity had a magical atmosphere; I feared it
might be unendurable to others. I understood then why one
speaks of the odor of sanctity, of the "sweet smell" of the Holy
Ghost. This was it. There was a pneuma of inexpressible sanctity
in the room, whose manifestation was the mysterium coniunctionis.
I would never have imagined that any such experience wa1
possible. It was not a product of imagination. The visions and~
experiences were utterly real; there was nothing subjectivel
about them; they all had a quality of absolute objectivity. i
We shy away from the word "eternal," but I can describe the~
experience only as the ecstasy of a non-temporal state in which
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tpresent, past, and future are one. Everything that happens in
time had been brought together into a concrete whole. Nothing
was distributed over time, nothing could be measured by temporal concepts. The experience might best be defined as a state
of feeling, but one which cannot be produced by imagination.
How can I imagine that I exist simultaneously the day before
yesterday, today, and the day after tomorrow? There would be
things which would not yet have begun, other things which
would be indubitably present, and others again which would
already be finished-and yet all this would be one. The only
thing that feeling could grasp would be a sum, an iridescent
whole, containing all at once expectation of a beginning, surprise at what is now happening, and satisfaction or disappointment with the result of what has happened. One is interwoven
into an indescribable whole and yet observes it with complete
objectivity.
J I experienced this objectivity once again later on. That was
{after the death of my wife. I saw her in a dream which was
like a vision. She stood at some distance from me, looking at me
squarely. She was in her prime, perhaps about thirty, and wearing the dress which had been made for her many years before
by my cousin the medium. It was perhaps the most beautiful
thing she had ever worn. Her expression was neither joyful
nor sad, but, rather, objectively wise and understanding, without the slightest emotional reaction, as though she were beyond
the mist of affects. I knew that it was not she, but a portrait
she had made or commissioned for me. It contained the beginning of our relationship, the events of fifty-three years of mar. riage, and the end of her life also. Face to face with such
wholeness one remains speechless, for it can scarcely be comprehended.
l The objectivity which I experienced in this dream and in the
\visions is part of a completed individuation. It signifies detachiment from valuations and from what we call emotional ties. In
Jgeneral, emotional ties are very important to human beings. But
jthey still contain projections, and it is essential to withdraw
lfuese projections in order to attain to oneself and to objectivity.
Emotional relationships are relationships of desire, tainted by
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coercion and constraint; something is expected from t~e other1
person, and that makes him and ourselves unfree. Objectiv~\
cognition lies hidden behind the attraction of the emotional\
relationship; it seems to be the central secret. Only through ob- ti &
jective cognition is the real coniunctio possible.
After the illness a fruitful period of work began for me. At
good many .of my principal works were written only tben. The·
insight I had had, or the vision of the end of all things, gave
me the courage to undertake new formulations. I no longer
attempted to put across my own opinion, but surrendered myself to the current of my thoughts. Thus one problem after the~
other revealed itself to me and took shape.
Something else, too, came to me from my illness. I might~
formulate it as an affirmation of things as they are: an unconditional "yes" to that which is, without subjective protestsacceptance of the conditions of existence as I see them and
understand them, acceptance of my own nature, as I happen to•
be. At the beginning of the illness I had the feeling that there~
was something wrong with my attitude, and that I was to some
extent responsible for the mishap. But when one follows the:
path of individuation, when one lives one's own life, one·.
must take mistakes into the bargain; life would not be complete .,
without them. There is no guarantee-not for a single moment,.,
-that we will not fall into error or stumble into deadly peril.
We may think there is a sure road. But that would be the road
of death. Then nothing happens any longer-at any rate, not
the right things. Anyone who takes the sure road is as good as
dead.
It was only after the illness that I understood how impor-;
tant it is to affirm one's own destiny. In this way we forge an!
ego that does not break down when incomprehensible things;
happen; an ego that endures, that endures the truth, and that is',
capable of coping with the world and with fate. Then, to experi- ~
ence defeat is also to experience victory. Nothing is disturbed-i
neither inwardly nor outwardly, for one's own continuity has
withstood the current of life and of time. But that can come to1 ~<lo
pass only when one does not meddle inquisitively with the work~l !/
ings of fate.
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also realized that one must accept the thoughts that
lgoIonhavewithin
oneself of their own accord as part of one's reality.

·XI·

The categories of true and false are, of course, always present;
but because they are not binding they take second place. The
presence of thoughts is more important than our subjective judg~ment of them. But neither must these judgments be suppressed,
~for they also are existent thoughts which are part of our wholelness.

On Life after Death

I
I

!

·!Zg8

HAT I HAvE to tell about the hereafter, and about
life after death, consists entirely of memories, of images in which I have lived and of thoughts which have
buffeted me. These memories in a way also underlie my works;
for the latter are fundamentally nothing but attempts, ever renewed, to give an answer to the question of the interplay between the "here" and the "hereafter." Yet I have never written!
expressly about a life after death; for th~n I would have had to!
document my ideas, and I have no way of doing that. Be that\
as it may, I would like to state my ideas now.
Even now I can do no more than tell stories-"mythologize."l
Perhaps one has to be close to death to acquire the necessary
freedom to talk about it. It is not that I wish we had a life after! "'
death. In fact, I would prefer not to foster such ideas. Still, I~:
must state, to give reality its due, that, without my wishing and
without my doing anything about it, thoughts of this nature
move about within me. I can't say whether these thoughts are
true or false, but I do know they are there, and can be given
utterance, if I do not repress them out of some prejudice. Freju-f
dice cripples and injures the full phenomenon of psychic life.l

W
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And I know too little about psychic life to feel that I can set it
fright out of superior knowledge. Critical rationalism has apparently eliminated, along with so many other mythic conceptions, the idea of life after death. This could only have
, happened because nowadays most people identify themselves
: almost exclusively with their consciousness, and imagine that
~they are only what they know about themselves. Yet anyone
with even a smattering of psychology can see how limited this
knowledge is. Rationalism and doctrinairism are the disease of
our time; they pretend to have all the answers. But a great deal
will yet be discovered which our present limited view would
have ruled out as impossible. Our concepts of space and time
have only approximate validity, and there is therefore a wide
\field for minor and major deviations. In view of all this, I lend
.an attentive ear to the strange myths of the psyche, and take
'a careful look at the varied events that come my way, regardless
~of whether or not they fit in with my theoretical postulates.
t Unfortunately, the mythic side of man is given short shrift
nowadays. He can no longer create fables. As a result, a great
.deal escapes him; for it is important and salutary to speak also
iof incomprehensible things. Such talk is like lhe telling of a
good ghost story, as we sit by the fireside and smoke a pipe.
What the myths or stories about a life after death really
mean, or what kind of reality lies behind them, we certainly do
not know. We cannot tell whether they possess any validity beyond their indubitable value as anthropomorphic projections.
•Rather, we must hold clearly in mind that there is no possible
,way for us to attain certainty concerning things which pass our
:"understanding.
· We cannot visualize another world ruled by quite other laws,
the reason being that we live in a specific world which has
helped to shape our minds and establish our basic psychic
conditions. We are strictly limited by our innate structure and
therefore bound py our whole being and thinking to this world
of ours. Mythic man, to be sure, demands a "going beyond all
jthat," but scienti£c man cannot permit this. To the intellect, all
imy mythologizing is futile speculation. To the emotions, howjever, it is a healing and valid activity; it gives existence a glam-
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our which we would not like to do without. Nor is there any
good reason why we should.
Parapsychology holds it to be a scientifically valid proof of
an afterlife that the dead manifest themselves-either as ghosts,
or through a medium-and communicate things which they
alone could possibly know. But even though there do ex:ist such
well-documented cases, the question remains whether the ghost
or the voice is identical witl1 the dead person or is a psychic
projection, and whether the things said really derive from the
deceased or from knowledge which may be present in the unconscious.'
Leaving aside the rational arguments against any certainty
in these matters, we must not forget that for most people itl
means a great deal to assume that their lives will have an indefinite continuity beyond their present existence. They live
more sensibly, feel better, and are more at peace. One has centuries, one has an inconceivable period of time at one's disposal.
What then is the point of this senseless mad rush?
Naturally, such reasoning does not apply to everyone. There
are people who feel no craving for immortality, and who shudder at the thought of sitting on a cloud and playing the harp .
for ten thousand years! There are also quite a few who have
been so buffeted by life, or who feel such disgust for their own
existence, that they far prefer absolute cessation to continuance. But in the majority of cases the question of immortality
is so urgent, so immediate, and also so ineradicable that we must
make an effort to form some sort of view about it. But how?
My hypothesis is that we can do so with the aid of hints sent\
to us from the unconscious-in dreams, for example. Usually we
dismiss these hints because we are convinced tl1at the question
is :not susceptible to answer. In response to this understandable
skepticism, I suggest the following considerations. If there is
something we cannot know, we must necessarily abandon it as
an intellectual problem. For example, I do not know for what\
reason the universe has come into being, and shall never know .j

I

1 Concerning "absolute knowledge" in the unconscious, cf. "Synchronicity: Ail
Acausal Connecting Principle," in The Structure and Dynamics cf the Psyche
(CW 8), pp. 48df.
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Therefore I must drop this question as a scientific or intellectual
problem. But if an idea about it is offered to me-in dreams or
in mythic traditions-! ought to take note of it. I even ought
to build up a conception on the basis of such hints, even though
it will forever remain a hypothesis which I know cannot be
proved.
1 A man should be able to say he has done his best to form a
conception of life after death, or to create some image of iteven if he must confess his failure. Not to have done so is a vital
loss. For the question that is posed to him is the age-old heritage
of humanity: an archetype, rich in secret life, which seeks to
.add itself to our own individual life in order to make it whole.
Reason sets the boundaries far too narrowly for us, and would
have us accept only the known-and that too with limitations
-and live in a known framework, just as if we were sure how
far life actually extends. As a matter of fact, day after day we
live far beyond the bounds of our consciousness; without our
know ledge, the life of the unconscious is also going on within
(us. The more the critical reason dominates, the more impoverished life becomes; but the more of the unconscious, and the
more of myth we are capable of making conscious, the more of
life we integrate. Overvalued reason has this in common with
political absolutism: under its dominion the individual is pau. perized.
The unconscious helps by communicating things to us, or
making figurative allusions. It has other ways, too, of informing
us of things which by all logic we could not possibly know.
Consider synchronistic phenomena, premonitions, and dreams
that come true. I recall one time during the Second World War
when I was returning home from Bollingen. I had a book with
me, but could not read, for the moment the train started to
move I was overpowered by the image of someone drowning.
This was a memory of an accident that had happened while
I was on military service. During the entire journey I could not
rid myself of it. It struck me as uncanny, and I thought, "What
has happened? Can-there have been an accident?"
I got out at Erlenbach and walked home, still troubled by
this memory. My second daughter's children were in the garden.
30.2
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The family was living with us, having returned to Switzerland
from Paris because of the war. The children stood looking mther
upset, and when I asked, "Why, what is the matter?" they told
me that Adrian, then the youngest of the boys, had fallen into
the water in the boathouse. It is quite deep there, and since he
could not really swim he had almost drowned. His older brother
had fished him out. This had taken place at exactly the time I
had been assailed by that memory in the train. The unconscious had given me a hint. Why should it not be able to inform
me of other things also?
I had a somewhat similar experience before a death in my
wife's family. I dreamed that my wife's bed was a deep pit
with stone walls. It was a grave, and somehow had a suggestion
of classical antiquity about it. Then I heard a deep sigh, as if
someone were giving up the ghost. A figure that resembled my
wife sat up in the pit and floated upward. It wore a white gown
into which curious black symbols were woven. I awoke, roused
my wife, and checked the time. It was three o'clock in the rooming. The dream was so curious that I thought at once that it
might signify a death. At. seven o'clock came the news that a
cousin of my wife had died at three o'clock in the morning.
Frequently foreknowledge is there, but not recognition. Thus l
I once had a dream in which I was attending a garden party.
I saw my sister there, and that greatly surprised me, for she had
died some years before. A deceased friend of mine was also
present. The rest were people who were still alive. Presently I
saw that my sister was accompanied by a lady I knew well. Even
in the dream I had drawn the conclusion that the lady was
going to die. "She is already marked," I thought. In the dream
I knew exactly who she was. I knew also that she lived in Basel.
But as soon as I woke up I could no longer, with the best will
in the world, recall who she was, although the whole dream was
still vivid in my mind. I pictured all my acquaintances in Basel
to see whether the memory images would ring a bell. Nothing!
A few weeks later I received news that a friend of mine had
had a fatal accident. I knew at o~ce that she was the person
I had seen in the dream but had been unable to identify. My
recollection of her was perfectly clear and richly detailed, since
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she had been my patient for a considerable time up to a year
before her death. In my attempt to recall the person in my
dream, however, hers was the one picture which did not appear
in my portrait gallery of Basel acquaintances, although by
rights it should have been one of the first.
1 When one has such experiences-and I will tell of others like
them-one acquires a certain respect for the potentialities and
arts of the unconscious. Only, one must remain critical and be
aware that such communications may have a subjective meaning as well. They may be in accord with reality, and then again
~they may not. I have, however, learned that the views I have
been able to form on the basis of such hints from the unconscious have been most rewarding. Naturally, I am not going to
write a book of revelations about them, but I will acknowledge
that I have a "myth" which encourages me to look deeper into
}this whole realm. Myths are the earliest form of science. When
I speak of things after death, I am speaking out of inner prompting, and can go no farther than to tell you dreams and myths
that relate to this subject.
• Naturally, one can contend from the start that myths and
dreams concerning continuity of life after death are merely
, compensating fantasies which are inherent in our natures-all
life desires eternity. The only argument I can adduce in answer
to this is the myth itself.
~ However, there are indications that at least a part of the
~psyche is not subject to the laws of space and time. Scientific
proof of that has been provided by the well-known J. B. Rhine
experiments.2 Along with numerous cases of spontaneous foreknowledge, non-spatial perceptions, and so on-of which I have
given a number of examples from my own life-these experi!ments prove that the psyche at times functions outside of the
;spatia-temporal law of causality. This indicates that our conceptions of space and time, and therefore of causality also, are
incomplete. A complete picture of the world would require the
addition of still another dimension; only then could the totality
of phenomena be given a unified explanation. Hence it is that
2
Extra-sensory Perceptwn (Boston, 1934); The Reach af the Mind (New York,
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the rationalists insist to this day that parapsychological experiences do not really exist; for their world-view stands or falls by
this question. If such phenomena occur at all, the rationalistic
picture of the universe is invalid, because incomplete. Then the
possibility of an other-valued reality behind the phenomenal
world becomes an inescapable problem, and we must face the
fact that our world, with its time, space, and causality, relates
to another order of things lying behind or beneath it, in which
neither "here and there" nor "earlier and later" are of importance. I have been convinced that at least a part of our psychici
existence is characterized by a relativity of space and time. This
relativity seems to increase, in proportion to the distance from
consciousness, to an absolute condition of timelessness and
spacelessness.
Not only my own dreams, but also occasionally the dreams of
others, helped to shape, revise, or confirm my views on a life
after death. I attach particular importance to a dream which
a pupil of mine, a woman of sixty, dreamed about two months
before her death. She had entered the hereafter. There was a
class going on, and various deceased women friends of hers sat
on the front bench. An atmosphere of general expectation prevailed. She looked around for a teacher or lecturer, but could
find none. Then it became plain that she herself was the lecturer,
for immediately after death people had to give accounts of the
total experience of their lives. The dead were extremely interested in the life experiences that the newly deceased brought
with them, just as if the acts and experiences taking place in
earthly life, in space and time, were the decisive ones.
In any case, the dream describes a most unusual audience
whose like could scarcely be found on earth: people burningly
interested in the final psychological results of a human life that
was in no way remarkable, any more than were the conclusions
that could be drawn from it-to our way of thinking. If, however, the "audience" existed in a state of relative non-time,
where "termination," "event," and "development" had become
questionable concepts, they might very well be most interested
precisely in what was lacking in their own condition.
At the time of this dream the lady was afraid of death and
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did her best to fend off any thoughts about it. Yet death is an
important interest, especially to an aging person. A categorical
question is being put to him, and he is under an obligation to
answer it. To this end he ought to have a myth about death,
for reason shows him nothing but the dark pit into which he is
descending. Myth 1 however, can conjure up other images for
him, helpful and enriching pictures of life in the land of the
dead. If he believes in them, or greets them with some measure
of credence, he is being just as right or just as wrong as someone who does not believe in them. But while the man who despairs marches toward nothingness, the one who has placed his
faith in the archetype follows the tracks of life and lives right
into his death. Both, to be sure, remain in uncertainty, but the
one lives against his instincts, the other with them.
f The figures from the unconscious are uninformed too, and
need man, or contact with consciousness, in order to attain to
;knowledge. When I began working with the unconscious, I
found myself much involved with the figures of Salome and
Elijah. Then they receded, but after about two years they reappeared. To my enormous astonishment, they were completely
unchanged; they spoke and acted as if nothing had happened
in the meanwhile. In actuality the most incredible things had
taken place in my life. I had, as it were, to begin from the beginning again, to tell them all about what had been going on,
and explain things to them. At the time I had been greatly
surprised by this situation. Only later did I understand what
had happened: in the interval the two had sunk back into the
unconscious and into themselves-! might equally well put it,
into timelessness. They remained out of contact with the ego
and the ego's changing circumstances, and therefore were ignorant of what had happened in the world of consciousness.
Quite early I had learned that it was necessary for me to instruct the figures of the unconscious, or that other group which
is often indistinguishable from them, the "spirits of the departed." The first time I experienced this was on a bicycle trip
through upper Italy which I took with a friend in 1911. On the
way horne we cycled from Pavia to Arona, on the lower part of
Lake Maggiore, and spent the night there. We had intended
3o6

to pedal on along the lake and then through the Tessin as far
as Faido, where we were going to take the train to Zurich. But
in Arona I had a dream which upset our plans.
In the dream I was in an assemblage of distinguished spirits
of earlier centuries; the feeling was similar to the one I had
later toward the "illustrious ancestors" in the black rock temple
of my 1944 vision. The conversation was conducted in Latin.
A gentleman with a long, curly wig addressed me and asked a
difficult question, the gist of which I could no longer recall after
I woke up. I understood him, but did not have a sufficient command of the language to answer him in Latin. I felt so profoundly humiliated by this that the emotion awakened me.
At the very moment of awakening I thought of the book I
was then working on, Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido, and
had such intense inferiority feelings about the unanswered
question that I immediately took the train home in order to get
back to work. It would have been impossible for me to continue
the bicycle trip and lose another three days. I had to work, to
find the answer.
Not until years later did I understand the dream and my reaction. The bewigged gentleman was a kind of ancestral
spirit, or spirit of the dead, who had addressed questions to me
-in vain! It was still too soon, I had not yet come so far, but
I had an obscure feeling that by working on my book I would
be answering the question that had been asked. It had been
asked by, as it were, my spiritual forefathers, in the hope and
expectation that they would learn what they had not been able
to find out during their time on earth, since the answer had
first to be created in the centuries that followed. If question
and answer had already been in existence in eternity, had always been there, no effort on my part would have been necessary, and it could all have been discovered in any other century.
There does seem to be unlimited knowledge present in nature, it
is true, but it can be comprehended by consciousness only when
the time is ripe for it. The process, presumably, is like whaJ
happens in the individual psyche: a man may go about for manyl
years with an inkling of something, but grasps it clearly onlyl
at a particular moment.
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Later, when I wrote the Septem Sermones ad Mortuos, once
again it was the dead who addressed crucial questions to me.
They came-so they said-"back from Jerusalem, where they
found not what they sought." This had surprised me greatly at
the time, for according to the traditional views the dead are
the possessors of great knowledge. People have the idea that
the dead know far more than we, for Christian doctrine teaches
that in the hereafter we shall "see face to face." Apparently,
however, the souls of the dead "know" only what they knew at
) the moment of death, and nothing beyond that. Hence their
endeavor to penetrate into life in order to share in the knowl\ edge of men. I frequently have a feeling that they are standing
directly behind us, waiting to hear what answer we will give
to them, and what answer to destiny. It seems to me as if they
were dependent on the living for receiving answers to their
questions, that is, on those who have survived them and exist in
a world of change: as if omniscience or, as I might put it, omniconsciousness, were not at their disposal, but could flow only
into the psyche of the living, into a soul bound to a body. The
pmind of the living appears, therefore, to hold an advantage over
',that of the dead in at least one point: in the capacity for attainling clear and decisive cognitions. As I see it, the ·three-dimensional world in time and space is like a system of co-ordinates;
what is here separated into ordinates and abscissae may appear
"there," in space-timelessness, as a primordial image with many
aspects, perhaps as a diffuse cloud of cognition surrounding an
archetype. Yet a system of co-ordinates is necessary if any distinction of discrete contents is to be possible. Any such operation
seems to us unthinkable in a state of diffuse omniscience, or, as
the case may be, of subjectless consciousness, with no spatiatemporal demarcations. Cognition, like generation, presupposes
an opposition, a here and there, an above and below, a before
and after.
If there were to be a conscious existence after death; it would,
so it seems to me, have to continue on the level of consciousness
attained by humanity, which in any age has an upper though
variable limit. There are many human beings who throughout
\ ~eir lives and at the moment of death lag behind their own
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potentialities and--even more important-behind the knowl-!
edge which has been brought to consciousness by other human
beings during their own lifetimes. Hence their demand to attain
in death that share of awareness which they failed to win in life.;
I have come to this conclusion through observation of dreams
about the dead. I dreamed once that I was paying a visit to
a friend who had died about two weeks before. In life, this
friend had never espoused anything but a conventional view of
the world, and had remained stuck in this unreflecting attitude.
In the dream his home was on a hill similar to the Tiillinger hill
near Basel. The walls of an old castle surrounded a square consisting of a small church and a few smaller buildings. It reminded me of the square in front of the castle of Rapperswil.
It was autumn. The leaves of the ancient trees had turned gold,
and the whole scene was transfigured by gentle sunlight. My
friend sat at a table with his daughter, who had studied psychology in Zurich. I knew th~t she was telling him about psychology. He was so fascinated by what she was saying that he
greeted me only with a casual wave of the hand, as though to
intimate: "Don't disturb me." The greeting was at the same
time a dismissal. The dream told me that now, in a manner
which of course remains incomprehensible to me, he was required to grasp the reality of his psychic existence, which he
had never been capable of doing during his life.
I had another experience of the evolution of the soul after
death when-about a year after my wife's death-I suddenly
awoke one night and knew that I had been with her in the south
of France, in Provence, and had spent an entire day with her.
She was engaged on studies of the Grail there. That seemed
significant to me, for she had died before completing her work
on this subject. Interpretation on the subjective level-that my\
anima had not yet finished with the work she had to doyielded nothing of interest; I know quite well that I am not yetl
finished with that. But the thought that my wife was continuing
after death to work on her further spiritual development-how-f
ever that may be conceived-struck me as meaningful and held
a measure of reassurance for me.
Ideas of this sort are, of course, inaccurate, and give a wrong
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picture, like a body projected on a plane or, conversely, like
the construction of a four-dimensional model out of a threedimensional body. They use the terms of a three-dimensional
world in order to represent themselves to us. Mathematics goes
to great pains to create expressions for relationships which pass
empirical comprehension. In much the same way, it is all-important for a disciplined imagination to build up images of intangibles by logical principles and on the basis of empirical data,
that is, on the evidence of dreams. The method employed is
what I have called "the method of the necessary statement." It
represents the principle of amplification in the interpretation of
dreams, but can most easily be demonstrated by the statements
implicit in simple whole numbers.
l One, as the first numeral, is unity. But it is also "the unity,"
l the One, All-Oneness, individuality and non-duality-not a nu:meral but a philosophical concept, an archetype and attribute
of God, the monad. It is quite proper that the human intellect
should make these statements; but at the same time the intellect
is determined and limited by its conception of oneness and its
•implications. In other words, these statements are not arbitrary.
They are governed by the nature of oneness and therefore are
necessary statements. Theoretically, the same logical operation
could be performed for each of the following conceptions of
number, but in practice the process soon comes to an end because of the rapid increase in complications, which become too
numerous to handle.
Every further unit introduces new properties and new modifications. Thus, it is a property of the number four that equations
of the fourth degree can be solved, whereas equations of the
fifth degree cannot. The necessary statement of the number
four, therefore, is that, among other things, it is an apex and
simultaneously the end of a preceding ascent. Since with each
additional unit one or more new mathematical properties appear, the statements attain such a complexity that they can no
longer be formulated.
The infinite series of natural numbers corresponds to the infinite number of individual creatures. That series likewise consists of individuals, and the properties even of its first ten
310
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members represent-if they represent anything at all-an abstract cosmogony derived from the monad. The properties of
numbers are, however, simultaneously properties of matter, for
which reason certain equations can anticipate its behavior.
Therefore I submit that other than mathematical statements
(i.e., statements implicit in nature) are likewise capable of
pointing to irrepresentable realities beyond themselves-such,
for example, as those products of the imagination which enjoy
. universal acceptance or are distinguished by the frequency of
their occurrence, like the whole class of archetypal motifs. Just
as in the case of some factors in mathematical equations we cannot say to what physical realities they correspond, so in the case
of some mythological products we do not know at first to what
psychic realities they refer. Equations governing the turbulence
of heated gases existed long before the problems of such gases
had been precisely investigated. Similarly, we have long been in
possession of mythologems which express the dynamics of certain subliminal processes, though these processes were only
given names in very recent times.
The maximum awareness which has been attained anywhere\
forms, so it seems to me, the upper limit of knowledge to which\
the dead can attain. That is probably why earthly life is of such\
great significance, and why it is that what a human being:
"brings over" at the time of his death is so important. Only here,)
in life on earth, where the opposites clash together, can th~ .
general level of consciousness be raised. That seems to be roan's! f,:~)
metaphysical task-which he cannot accomplish witl1ou~
"mythologizing." Myth is the natural and indispensable inter-i
mediate stage between unconscious and conscious cognition.
True, the unconscious knows more than consciousness does;
but it is knowledge of a special sort, knowledge in ete1nity, usually without reference to the here and now, not couched in language of the intellect. Only when we let its statements amplifyf
themselves, as has been shown above by the example of nu-~
merals, does it come within the range of our understanding; only
then does a new aspect become perceptible to us. This process is
convincingly repeated in every successful dream analysis. That
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(is why it is so important not to have any preconceived, docltrinaire opinions about the statements made by dreams. As soon
las a certain "monotony of interpretation" strikes us, we know
\that our approach has become doctrinaire and hence sterile.
Although there is no way to marshal valid proof of continuance of the soul after death, there are nevertheless experiences
which make us thoughtful. I take them as hints, and do not
presume to ascribe to them the significance of insights.
One night I lay awake thinking of the sudden death of a
friend whose funeral had taken place the day before. I was
deeply concerned. Suddenly I felt that he was in the room. It
seemed to me that he stood at the foot of my bed and was asking
me to go with him. I did not have the feeling of an apparition;
rather, it was an inner visual image of him, which I explained to
myself as a fantasy. But in all honesty I had to ask myself, "Do I
have any proof that this is a fantasy? Suppose it is not a fantasy,
suppose my friend is really here and I decided he was only a
fantasy-would that not be abominable of me?" Yet I had
equally little proof that he stood before me as an apparition.
Then I said to myself, "Proof is neither here nor there! Instead
of explaining him away as a fantasy, I might just as well give him
the benefit of the doubt and for experiment's sake credit him
with reality." The moment I had that thought, he went to the
door and beckoned me to follow him. So I was going to have to
play along with him! That was something I hadn't bargained
for. I had to repeat my argumentto myself once more. Only then
did I follow him in my imagination.
He led me out of the house, into the garden, out to the road,
and finally to his house. (In reality it was several hundred yards
away from mine.) I went in, and he conducted me into his
study. He climbed on a stool and showed me the second of five
books with red bindings which stood on the second shelf from
the top. Then the vision broke off. I was not acquainted with his
library and did not know what books he owned. Certainly I
could never have made out from below the titles of the books he
had pointed out to me on the second shelf from the top.
This experience seemed to me so curious that next morning I
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went to his widow and asked whether I could look up something in my friend's library. Sure enough, there was a stool
standing under the bookcase I had seen in my vision, and even
before I came closer I could see the five books with red bindings. I stepped up on the stool so as to be able to read the titles.
They were translations of the novels of Emile Zola. The title of
the second volume read: "The Legacy of the Dead." The contents seemed to me of no interest. Only the title was extremely
significant in connection with this experience.
Equally important to me were the dream-experiences I had
before my mother's death. News of her death came to me while I
was staying in the Tessin. I was deeply shaken, for it had come
with unexpected suddenness. The night before her death I
had a frightening dream. I was in a dense, gloomy forest; fantastic, gigantic boulders lay about among huge jungle-like trees.
It was a heroic, primeval landscape. Suddenly I heard a piercing
whistle that seemed to resound through the whole universe.
My knees shook. Then there were crashings in the underbrush,
and a gigantic wolfhound with a fearful, gaping maw burst
forth. At the sight of it, the blood froze in my veins. It tore past
me, and I suddenly knew: the Wild Huntsman had commanded
it to carry away a human soul. I awoke in deadly terror, and the
next morning I received the news of my mother's passing.
Seldom has a dream so shaken me, for upon superficial consideration it seemed to say that the devil had fetched her. But to
be accurate the dream said that it was the Wild Huntsman, the
"Griinhiitl," or Wearer of the Green Hat, who 11Unted with his
wolves that night-it was the season of Fohn storms in January.
It was Wotan, the god of my Alemannic forefathers, who had
gathered my mother to her ancestors-negatively to the "wild
horde," but positively to the "salig lilt," the blessed folk It was!
the Christian missionaries who made Wotan into a devil. In himself he is an important god-a Mercury or Hermes, as the Ro-;
mans correctly realized, a nature spirit who returned to life\
again in the Merlin of the Grail legend and became, as the\
spiritus Mercurialis, the sought-after arcanum of the alchemists.[
Thus the dream says that the soul of my mother was taken into
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that greater territory of the self which lies beyond the segment
of Christian morality, taken into that wholeness of nature and
spirit in which conflicts and contradictions are resolved.
I went home immediately, and while I rode in the night train
I had a feeling of great grief, but in my heart of hearts I could
not be mournful, and this for a strange reason: during the entire
journey I continually heard dance music, laughter, and jollity, as
though a wedding were being celebrated. This contrasted violently with the devastating impression the dream had made on
me. Here was gay dance music, cheerful laughter, and it was impossible to yield entirely to my sorrow. Again and again it was
on the point of overwhelming me, but the next moment I
would find myself once more engulfed by the merry melodies.
One side of me had a feeling of warmth and joy, and the other of
terror and grief; I was thrown back and forth between these contrasting emotions.
This paradox can be explained if we suppose that at one moment death was being represented from the point of view of the
ego, and at the next from that of the psyche. In the first case it
appeared as a catastrophe; that is how it so often strikes us, as if
wicked and pitiless powers had put an end to a human life.
1 And so it is-death is indeed a fearful piece of brutality;
lthere is no sense pretending otherwise. It is brutal not only as a
iphysical event, but far more so psychically: a human being is
~om away from us, and what remains is the icy stillness of death.
There no longer exists any hope of a relationship, for all the
bridges have been smashed at one blow. Those who deserve a
long life are cut off in the prime of their years, and good-fornothings live to a ripe old age. This is a cruel reality which we
have no right to sidestep. The actual experience of the cruelty
and wantonness of death can so embitter us that we conclude
there is no merciful God, no justice, and no kindness.
f From another point of view, however, death appears as a joy~ul event. In the light of eternity, it is a wedding, a mysterium
'coniunctionis. The soul attains, as it were, its missing half, it
!achieves wholeness. On Greek sarcophagi the joyous element
was represented by dancing girls, on Etruscan tombs by ban-
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quets. When the pious Cabbalist Rabbi Simon ben Jochai carne
to die, his friends said that he was celebrating his wedding. To
this day it is the custom in many regions to hold a picnic on the
graves on All Souls' Day. Such customs express the feeling that
death is really a festive occasion.
Several months before my mother's death, in September 1922,
I had a dream which presaged it. It concerned my father, and
made a deep impression upon me. I had not dreamed of my father since his death in 18g6. Now he once more appeared in a
dream, as if he had returned from a distant journey. He looked
rejuvenated, and had shed his appearance of paternal authoritarianism. I went into my library with him, and was gre~tly
pleased at the prospect of finding out what he had been up to. I
was also looking forward with particular joy to introducing my
wife and children to him, to showing him my house, and to telling him all that had happened to me and what I had become
in the meanwhile. I wanted also to tell him about my book on
psychological types, which had recently been published. But I
quickly saw that all this would be inopportune, for my father
looked preoccupied. Apparently he wanted something from. me.
I felt that plainly, and so I refrained from talking about my own
concerns.
He then said to me that since I was after all a psychologist, he
would like to consult me about marital psychology. I made
ready to give him a lengthy lecture on the complexities of marriage, but at this point I awoke. I could not properly understand
the dream, for it never occurred to me that it might refer to my
mother's death. I realized that only when she died suddenly in
January 1923.
My parents' marriage was not a happy one, but full of trials\1
and difficulties and tests of patience. Both made the mistakes \
typical of many couples. My dream was a forecast of my mother's;
death, for here was my father who, after an absence of\
twenty-six years,wished to ask a psychologist about the newest{
insights and information on marital problems, since he would\
soon have to resume this relationship again. Evidently he had
acquired no better understanding in his timeless state and .
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therefore had to appeal to someone among the living who, enjoying the benefits of changed times, might have a fresh approach to the whole thing.
Such was the dream's message. Undoubtedly, I could have
found out a good deal more by looking into its subjective meaning-but why did I dream it just before the death of my mother,
f.vhich I did not for.esee? It plainly referred to my father, with
(whom I felt a sympathy that deepened as I grew older.
i Since the unconscious, as the result of its spatia-temporal rela; tivity, possesses better sources of information than the conscious
j mind-which has only sense perceptions available to it-we are
\,dependent for our myth of life after death upon the meager
!hints of dreams and similar spontaneous revelatio11s from the
iunconscious. As I have already said, we cannot attribute to these
allusions the value of knowledge, let alone proof. They can, however, serve as suitable bases for mythic amplifications; they give
the probing intellect the raw material which is indispensable for
its vitality. Cut off the intermediary world of mythic imagination, arid the mind falls prey to doctrinaire rigidities. On the
other hand, too much traffic with these germs of myth is dangerous for weak and suggestible minds, for they are led to mistake vague intimations for substantial knowledge, and to
hypostatize mere phantasms.
One widespread myth of the hereafter is formed by the ideas
and images centering on reincarnation. In one country whose
intellectual culture is highly complex and much older than ours
-1 am, of course, referring to India-the idea of reincarnation is
as much taken for granted as, among us, the idea that God
created the world, or that there is a spiritus rector. Cultivated
Hindus know that we do not share their ideas about this, but
that does not trouble them. In keeping with the spirit of the
East, the succession of birth and death is viewed as an endless
continuity, as an eternal wheel rolling on forever without a goal.
Man lives and attains knowledge and dies and begins again
from the beginning. Only with the Buddha does the idea of a
goal emerge, na,mely, the overcoming of earthly existence.
A The mythic needs of the Occidental call for. an evolutionary
1cosmogony with a beginning and a goal. The Occidental rebels

against a cosmogony with a beginning and mere end, just as he
cannot accept the idea of a static, self-contained, eternal cycle
of events. The Oriental, on the other hand, seems able to come
to terms with this idea. Apparently there is no unanimous feeling
about the nature of the world, any more than there is general
agreement among contemporary astronomers on this question.
To Western man, the meaninglessness of a merely static universe\
is unbearable. He must assume that it has meaning. The Oriental
does not need to make this assumption; rather, he himself em-·
bodies it. Whereas the Occidental feels the need to complete the,
meaning of the world, the Oriental strives for the fulfillment of'
meaning in man, stripping the world and existence from himself1
(Buddha).
I would say that both are right. Western man seems pre-\
dominantly extraverted, Eastern man predominantly introverted. The former projects the meaning and considers that it
exists in objects; the latter feels the meaning in himself. But the
meaning is both without and within.
The idea of rebirth is inseparable from that of karma. The"
crucial question is whether a man's karma is personal or not. If it.
is, then the preordained destiny with which a man enters life.
represents an achievement of previous lives, and a personal con- .
tinuity therefore exists. If, however, this is not so, and an im-t
personal karma is seized upon in the act of birth, then that
karma is incarnated again without there being any personal continuity.
Buddha was twice asked by his disciples whether man's karma •
is personal or not. Each time he fended off the question, and
did not go into the matter; to know this, he said, would not con-~
tribute to liberating oneself from the illusion of existence.
Buddha considered it far more useful for his disciples to meditate upon the Nidana chain, that is, upon bh·th, life, old age, and
death, and upon the cause and effect of suffering.
I know no answer to the question of whether the karma which
I live is the outcome of my past lives, or whether it is not rather
the achievement of my ancestors, whose heritage comes together in me. Am I a combination of the lives of these ancestors
and do I embody these lives again? Have I lived before in the
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past as a specific personality, and did I progress so far in that
life that I am now able to seek a solution? I do not know.
Buddha left the question open, and I like to assume that he
himself did not know with certainty.
I could well imagine that I might have lived in former centuries and there encountered questions I was not yet able to
answer; tJ:at I had to be born again because I had not fulfilled
the task that was given to me. When I die, my deeds will fo1low
/
'1along
with me-that is how I imagine it. I will bring with me
1what I have done. In the meantime it is important to insure that
JI do not stand at the end with empty hands. Buddha, too, seems
to have had this thought when he tried to keep his disciples
from wasting time on useless speculation.
1 The meaning of my existence is that life has addressed a
question to me. Or, conversely, I myself am a question which is
·addressed to the world, and I must communicate my answer, for
otherwise I am dependent upon the world's answer. That is a
suprapersonal life task, which I accomplish only by effort and
1with difficulty. Perhaps it is a question which preoccupied my
ancestors, and which they could not answer. Could that be why
I am so impressed by the fact that the conclusion of Faust contains no solution? Or by the problem on which Nietzsche foundered: the Dionysian side of life, to which the Christian seems
to have lost the way? Or is it the restless Wotan-Hermes of my
Alemannic and Frankish ancestors who poses challenging riddles?
What I feel to be the resultant of my ancestors' lives, or a
karma acquired in a previous personal life, might perhaps
equally well be an impersonal archetype which today presses
hard on everyone and has taken a particular hold upon me-an
archetype such as, for example, the development over the centuries of the divine triad and its confrontation with the feminine principle; or the still pending answer to· the Gnostic
question as to the origin of evil, or, to put it another way, the
incompleteness of the Christian God-image.
I also think of the possibility that through the achievement of
an individual a question enters the world, to which he must
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provide some kind of answer. For example, my way of posingt
the question as well as my answer may be unsatisfactory. That
being so, someone who has my karma-or I myself-would have
to be reborn in order to give a more complete answer. It might
happen that I would not be reborn again so long as the world
needed no such answer, and that I would be entitled to several
hundred years of peace until someone was once more needed
who took an interest in these matters and could profitably tackle
the task anew. I imagine that for a while a period of rest could
ensue, until the stint I had done in my lifetime needed to be
taken up again.
The question of karma is obscure to me, as is also the problem;
of personal rebirth or of the transmigration of souls ...With a;
free and open mind" I listen attentively to the Indian doctrine
of rebirth, and look around in the world of my own experience
to see whether somewhere and somehow there is some authentic
sign pointing toward reincarnation. Naturally, I do not count
the relatively numerous testimonies, here in the West, to the belief in reincarnation. A belief proves to me only the phenoroenom
of belief, not the content of the belief. This I must see revealed;
empirically in order to accept it. Until a few years ago I could;
not discover anything convincing in this respect, although I kept
a sharp lookout for any such signs. Recently, however, I observed
in myself a series of dreams which would seem to describe the
process of reincarnation in a deceased person of my acquaintance. But I have never come· across any such dreams in other
persons, and therefore have no basis for comparison. Since this
observation is subjective and unique, I prefer only to mention its
existence and not to go into it any further. I must confess, however, that after this experience'! view the problem of reincama-'
tion with somewhat different eyes, though without being in a·.
position to assert a definite· opinion.
If we assume that life continues "there," we cannot conceive1
of any other form of existence except a psychic one; for the life·.
of the psyche requires no space and no time. Psychic existence, i
and above all the inner images with which we are here concerned, supply the material for all mythic speculations about a
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life in the hereafter, and I imagine that life as a continuance in
the world of images. Thus the psyche might be that existence in
which the hereafter or the land of the dead is located.
From the psychological point of view, life in the hereafter
would seem to be a logical continuation of the psychic life of
told age. With increasing age, contemplation, and reflection, the
I inner images naturally play an ever greater part in inan's life.
"Your old men shall dream dreams." 3 That, to be sure, presupposes that the psyches of the old men have not become wooden,
or entirely petrified-sera rnedicina paratur cum mala per longas
\ convaluere moras! In old age one begins to let memories unroll
before the mind's eye and, musing, to recognize oneself in the
inner and outer images of the past. This is like a preparation for
an existence in the hereafter, just as, in Plato's view, philosophy
is a preparation for death.
The inner images keep me from getting lost in personal retrospection. Many old people become too involved in their
reconstruction of past events. They remain imprisoned in these
memories. But if it is reflective and is translated into images,
retrospection can be a reculer pour mieux sauter. I try to see the
line which leads through my life into the world, and out of the
world again.
! In general, the conception people form of the hereafter is
Oargely made up of wishful thinking and prejudices. Thus in
most conceptions the hereafter is pictured as a pleasant place.
That does not seem so obvious to me. I hardly think that after
death we shall be spirited to some lovely flowering meadow. If
everything were pleasant and good in the hereafter, surely there
would be some friendly communication between us and the
blessed spirits, and an outpouring upon us of goodness and
beauty from the prenatal state. But there is nothing of the sort.
Why is there this insurmountable barrier between the departed
and the living? At least half the reports of encounters with the
dead tell of terrifying experiences with dark spirits; and it is the
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Acts z: 17; Joelz:z8.
" The medicine is prepared too late, when the illness has grown strong by long
delay.
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rule that the land of the dead observes icy silence, unperturbed
by the grief of the bereaved.
To follow out the thought that involuntarily comes to me: the!
world, I feel, is far too unitary for there to be a hereafter in
which the rule of opposites is completely absent. There, too, is.
nature, which after its fashion is also God's. The world into·
which we enter after death will be grand and terrible, like God.
and like all of nature that we know. Nor can I conceive that
suffering should entirely cease. Granted that what I experienced in my 1944 visions-liberation from the burden of the
body, and perception of meaning-gave me the deepest bliss.
Nevertheless, there was darkness too, and a strange cessation of·
human warmth. Remember the black rock to which I camel It
was dark and of the hardest granite. What does that mean? If
there were no imperfections, no primordial defect in the ground
of creation, why should there be any urge to create, any longing
for what must yet be fulfilled? Why should the gods be the
least bit concerned about man and creation? About tbe continuation of the Nidana chain to infinity? After all, the Buddha opposes to the painful illusion of existence his quod 1wn, and the
Christian hopes for the swift coming of this world's end.
It seems probable to me that in the hereafter, too, there exist\
certain limitations, but that the souls of the dead only gradually
find out where the limits of the liberated state lie. Somewhere
"out there" there must be a determinant, a necessity conditioning the world, which seeks to put an end to the after-death
state. This creative determinant-so I imagine it-must decide·
what souls will plunge again into birth. Certain souls, I imagine,
feel the state of three-dimensional existence to be more blissful
than that of Eternity. But perhaps that depends upon how
much of completeness or incompleteness they have taken across
with them from their human existence.
It is possible that any further spell of three-dimensional life
would have no more meaning once the soul had reached a certain stage of understanding; it would then no longer have toreturn, fuller understanding having put to rout tbe desire for
re-embodiment. Then the soul would vanish from the three321.
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Cf. "Synchronicity: An Acausal Connecting Principle," in The Structure and
Dynamics of the Psyche ( CW 8), pp. 506 ff.

the self and earthly man in time and space was illuminated by
two dreams of mine.
In one dream, which I had in October 1958, I caught sight
from my house of two lens-shaped metallically gleaming disks,
which hurtled in a narrow arc over the house and down to the
lake. They were two UFOs (Unidentified Flying Objects). Then
another body came flying directly toward me. It was a perfectly circular lens, like the objective of a telescope. At a distance
of four or five hundred yards it stood still for a moment, and then
flew off. Immediately afterward, another came speeding through
the air: a lens with a metallic extension which led to a box-a
magic lantern. At a distance of sixty or seventy yards it stood
still in the air, pointing straight at me. I awoke with a feeling of
astonishment. Still half in the dream, the thought passed through
my head: "We always think that the UFOs are projections of
ours. Now it turns out that we are their projections. I am projected by the magic lantern as C. G. Jung. But who manipulates
the apparatus?"
I had dreamed once before of the problem of the self and the
ego. In that earlier dream I was on a hiking trip. I was walking
along a little road through a hilly landscape; the sun was shining
and I had a wide view in all directions. Then I came to a small
wayside chapel. The door was ajar, and I went in. To my sur·
prise there was no image of the Virgin on the altar, and no crucifix either, but only a wonderful Hower arrangement. But then I
saw that on the floor in front of the altar, facing me, sat a yogiin lotus posture, in deep meditation. When I looked at him more
closely, I realized that he had my face. I started in profound
fright, and awoke with the thought: "Aha, so he is the one who
is meditating me. He has a dream, and I am it." I knew that
when he awakened, I would no longer be.
.
I had this dream after my illness in 1944· It is a parable: My
self retires into meditation and meditates my earthly form. To
put it another way: it assumes human shape in order to enter
three-dimensional existence, as if someone were putting on a
diver's suit in order to dive into the sea. When it renounces
existence in the hereafter, the self assumes a religious posture,
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dimensional world and attain what the Buddhists call nirvana.
But if a karma still remains to be disposed of, then the soul relapses again into desires and returns to life once more, perhaps
even doing so out of the realization that something remains to
be completed.
\ In my case it must have been primarily a passionate urge toward understanding which brought about my birth. For that is
the strongest element in my nature. This insatiable drive toward
understanding has, as it were, created a consciousness in order
·to know what is and what happens, and in order to piece to:gether mythic conceptions from the slender hints of the unknowable.
We lack concrete proof that anything of us is preserved for
eternity. At most we can say that there is some probability that
something of our psyche continues beyond physical death.
Whether what continues to exist is conscious of itseH, we do not
know either. If we feel the need to form some opinion on this
question, we might possibly consider what has been learned
from the phenomena of psychic dissociation. In most cases
where a split-off complex manifests itself it does so in the form of
a personality, as if the complex had a consciousness of itself.
Thus the voices heard by the insane are personified ..] dealt long
ago with this phenomenon of personified complexes in my doctoral dissertation. We might, if we wish, adduce these complexes
as evidence for a continuity of consciousness. Likewise in favor
of such an assumption are certain astonishing observations in
cases of profound syncope after acute injuries to the brain and
in severe states of collapse. In both situations, total loss of consciousness can be accompanied by perceptions of the outside
world and vivid dream experiences. Since the cerebral cortex,
the seat of consciousness, is not functioning at these times, there
is as yet no explanation for such phenomena. They may be evidence for at least a subjective persistence of the capacity for
consciousness-even in a state of apparent unconsciousness. 5
The thorny problem of the relationship between eternal man,
6
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as the chapel in the dream shows. In earthly form it can pass
through the experiences of the three-dimensional world, and by
greater awareness take a further step toward realization.
The figure of the yogi, then, would more or less represent my
unconscious prenatal wholeness, and the Far East, as is often the
case in dreams, a psychic state alien and opposed to our own.
Like the magic lantern, the yogi's meditation "projects" my empirical reality. As a rule, we see this causal relationship in re\Verse: in the products of the unconscious we discover mandala
\symbols, that is, circular and quaternary figures which express
:!wholeness, and whenever we wish to express wholeJ?ess, we em4l?loy just such figures. Our basis is ego-consciousness, our world
the field of light centered upon the focal point of the ego. From
that point we look out upon an enigmatic world of. obscurity,
never knowing to what extent the shadowy forms we see are
caused by our consciousness, or possess a reality of their own.
The superficial observer is content with the first assumption. But
~closer study shows that as a rule the images of the unconscious
':are not produced by consciousness, but have a reality and
Jspontaneity of their own. Nevertheless, we regard them as mere
marginal phenomena.
The aim of both these dreams is to effect a reversal of the relationship between ego-consciousness and the unconscious, and
to represent the unconscious as the generator of the empirical
personality. This reversal suggests that in the opinion of the
"other side," our unconscious existence is the real one and our
conscious world a kind of illusion, an apparent reality constructed for a specific purpose, like a dream which seems a reality as long as we are in it. It is clear that this state of affairs
resembles very closely the Oriental conception of Maya. 6
t Unconscious wholeness therefore seems to me the true spiritus
. rector of all biological and psychic events. Here is a prin~iple
~which strives for total realization-which in man's case signifies
Hhe attainment of total consciousness. Attainment of conscious6

A tendency to question the locus of reality manifested itself early in Jung's
life, when as a child he sat upon the stone and toyed with the idea that the
stone was saying, or Was, "I." Cf. the well-known butterfly dream in Chuangtzu.
-A.].
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ness is culture in the broadest sense, and self-knowledge is therefore the heart and essence of this process. The Oriental
attributes unquestionably divine significance to the self, and
according to the ancient Christian view self-knowledge is the
road to knowledge of God.
The decisive question for man is: Is he related to something'
infinite or not? That is the telling question of his life. Only if wei
know that the thing which truly matters is the infinite can we '
avoid fixing our interest upon futilities, and upon all kinds of;
goals which are not of real importance. Thus we demand that,
the world grant us recognition for qualities which we regard as
personal possessions: our talent or our beauty. The more a man l
lays stress on false possessions, and the less sensitivity he has
for what is essential, the less satisfying is his life. He feels limited·
because he has limited aims, and the result is envy and jealousy.
If we understand and feel that here in this life we already havej
a link with the infinite, desires and attitudes change. In the final !
analysis, we count for something only because of the essential
we embody, and if we do not embody that, life is wasted. In our f
relationships to other men, too, the crucial question is whether:
an element of boundlessness is expressed in the relationship.\
The feeling for the infinite, however, can be attained only if
we are bounded to the utmost. The greatest limitation for man is
the "self'; it is manifested in the experience: "I am only that!"
Only consciousness of our narrow confinement in the self forms
the link to the limitlessness of the unconscious. In such awareness we experience ourselves concurrently as limited and eternal, as· both the one and the other. In knowing ourselves to bet
unique in our personal combination-that is, ultimately limited\
-we possess also the capacity for becoming conscious of the!
infinite. But only then!
"
In an era which has concentrated exclusively upon extension
?f living space and increase of rational knowledge at ~11 costs, ~t
IS a supreme challenge to ask man to become conscious of his t '-c>
uniqueness and his limitation. Uniqueness and limitation are (
synonymous. Without them, no perception of the unlimited is
possible-and, consequently, no coming to consciousness either
-merely a delusory identity with it which takes the form of
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intoxication with large numbers and an avidity for political
power.
Our age has shifted all emphasis to the here and now, and
thus brought about a daemonization of man and his world. The
phenomenon of dictators and all the misery they have wrought
springs from the fact that man has been robbed of transcendence by the shortsightedness of the super-intellectuals. Like
them, he has fallen a victim to unconsciousness. But man's task
lis the exact opposite: to become conscious of the contents that
~press upward from the unconscious. Neither should he persist
Fn his unconsciousness, nor remain identical with the uncon\scious elements of his being, thus evading his destiny, which is
J'~v i~o create more and more consciousness._ As far as we can discern,
!the sole purpose of human existence is to kindle a light in the
·darkness of mere being. It may even be assumed that just as the
· unconscious affects us, so the increase in our consciousness
. affects the unconscious.

·X I I·
Late Thoughts

of myself, must, I think, take account
of the following reflections. It is true that they may well
strike others as highly theoretical, but making "theory"1
of this sort is as much a part of me, as vital a function of mine, a~
eating and drinking.

A
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What is remarkable about Christianity is that in its system of'
dogma it anticipates a metamorphosis in the divinity, a processj
of historic change on the "other side." It does this in the form o£1
the new myth of dissension in heaven, first alluded to in the
creation myth in which a serpent-like antagonist of the Creator
appears, and lures man to disobedience by the promise of increased conscious knowledge ( scientes bonum et malum). The
second allusion is to the fall of the angels, a premature inva. sion of the human world by unconscious contents. The angels
are a strange genus: they .are precisely what they are and cannot
be anything else. They are in themselves soulless beings who
1

In the original sense of the Greek theorein, "looking about the world," or

German Weltanschauung.-'-A. J.
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