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This powerful book is about the dark and

fiery journey of transformation from the
bondage of addiction to a life of meaning,
faith, and creativity. Spanning the realms of
Jungian psychology, existential philosophy,
and literary analysis, Linda Leonard explores
the relationship between addiction and crea-
tivity in the lives and works of writers such as
Dostoevsky, Eugene O’Neill, Jack London,
and Jean Rhys, as well as the experiences of
other men and women in their recovery from
various addictions: romance, control and
power, substances, food, sex, and money. The
addict and the person struggling to create
face many of the same archetypal experi-
ences: the confrontation with physical or
existential death, the descent into the
underworld of the psyche, and the encoun-
ter with inner figures such as the Romantic,
the Moneylender, the Underground Man,
the Trickster, the Madwoman, the Gambler,
and the Judge. Leonard notes that the crea-
tive enterprise—like the process of recovery
as experienced in the well-known twelve-
step programs—calls for a daily renewal of the
commitment to life. She holds out the hope
that anyone bound by addiction can reclaim
the power that fuels dependency for a life of
joy and creativity.
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PREFACE

[ was DESTINED to deal with the issue of addiction. Born into a tamily of
alcoholics and co-addicts, I lived in this environment untl 1 was twenty.
My first book, 7he Wounded Woman, came out of this experience. In my
twenties, fearing that I might be like my alcoholic father, I drank only
occasionally. If anything, I had many of the attitudes that I now
recognize as codependency.! But, as a river inevitably cycles to its source,
so my life unpredictably took me back to the overt world of addiction,
and thus began my “‘nightsca journey.”” My thirties were vears of opening
up creatively through Jungian analysis, years of exploration, adventure—
and of drinking. These were the vears of Romance—a romance with
wine, my Ghostly Lover, which became the Demon Lover described in
On the Way to the Wedding.? "T'hese years lived on high mountain peaks led
to the dark descent into the valley of death and depression.

My forties were full of horror and reckoning—and confrontation of my
drinking. Acknowledging my denial of the deadly disease 1 had inher-
ited, I finally broke through it. With the exception of my traumatic
childhood, these were the most painful vears of my life. Yet, they were
also the most creative vears. I wrote three books and underwent a
profound spiritual transformation. I was truly forced to face my mortality,
the possible loss of my profession, my relationship, and my life. In the
end, I was led to make the vow to lead a creative and spiritual life.

The turning point of my addiction was at the bottom of an unfathom-
able abyss—in a detox ward. There I faced my death, and I also clearly
heard the call to life. After vears of trying by myself to stop drinking, I
felt helpless and humiliated. At that moment, on my knees in praver, |
admitted [ was powerless. So I turned and asked for help from others
whom | knew had sunk to similar depths, yet who were recovering. Up
until then I was so angry at God for having “let me down™ that I was in
rebellion. I could not open myself to any higher power at all. But with
other recovering addicts 1 felt the miracle that happens when people
come together to share the stories of their suffering, their descent toward
death, and their return to life. In those meetings, | felt the higher power
of love. These stories inspired me and opencd my heart with hope.
Hearing them, I felt the courage of daily struggle in the face of a lethal
discase and the wisdom and serenity that emerged. I learned that this
required daily commitment, a vow to life cach dav, and that the ultumate
issue was not merely to stop the physical act of drinking but to face the
very meaning of my life—not conditionally as I had done before, but
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xiv: PREFACE

with my very blood. The entire experience of addiction forced me to
face directly the human condition, to acknowledge my mortality, and in
the face of this to make a vow to life—a vow to create a new way of
being.

Looking back, I was shocked by the history of drinking in my family,
which was shrouded in the dark romance of alcohol. Both my grandfa-
thers were immigrants and both were alcoholics. Each was an exciting
figure. Yet, one was dark, while the other was happy-go-lucky. The dark
figure, my father’s father, is said to have been wild and Dionysian, but
with a brutal edge. He died by fire during a drunken debauch when the
stove in his room overturned. Repeating death by fire, my father acciden-
tally burned down the house when a cigarette fell from his hand while
he was drunk, and my grandmother was killed. My mother’s father ran
booze during the Prohibition, hiding it under my mother’s mattress and
selling the forbidden booty at a German drinking and dancing club. This
1s where my father and mother met, dancing and drinking in the romance
of the forbidden. And so, while my child’s consciousness saw and felt
the shame and horrors of addiction, from the shadows of our family
history loomed the overwhelming figure of the Romantic in addiction.

As I began to write this book, various archetypal figures of addiction
arose in my dreams and in my waking life: The Monevlender, The
Gambler, The Romantic, The Underground Man, The Outlaw, The
"Trickster, The Madwoman, The Judge, The Killer, The Hostage. While
some of these figures could be related to specific addictions, the more I
talked to other addicts and understood my own addictions, the more 1
saw that they are archetypal aspects functioning generally in all addic-
tion—whether to substances, control, activities, debt, or romance. En-
countering these figures allows the reader to enter into the drama of
addiction and sec some of the characters and dialogues that occur. Of
course, there are many figures in addiction that are not portrayed here,
for I had to narrow down the cast of characters to the ones that seemed
most central. As if to stress the confusing process of addiction, a disease
in which the sufferer ceases to think clearly and to feel the genuine
impulses of the heart, these characters intermeshed and interrupted one
another as | wrote. T often felt overwhelmed. 1 had to face the force of
cach archetype and learn how to turn its energy toward creativity.

Just as the gambler stands before the roulette table, excited by the
risk of living on the edge, so was | drawn into writing a book on the very
experience that had already nearly cost my life. All my fears and terrors
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were rekindled, my past securities devoured in the blazing fire. I dreamt
of an arsonist, an angry red-haired rebellious man, who threatened to
burn down my retreat, a log cabin nestled in the dark quiet of the woods.
I was angry too. 1 reacted by resentfully telling this man to “burn the
house down.” Flippantly he tossed a match into the house, setting the
place ablaze. I realized that I would be held responsible for the fire, for
I held in my hands an implicating book. Then out of the house came a
kindly man, who showed me a book cover—with the word Wimess printed
boldly on it. It was he who saved the house from burning down. From
this dream came the ttle of this book.

As 1 wrote | realized the “witness” image referred to the survivors—
the recovering people who shared their stories. Each of these stories was
an inspiration to me, as | hope it will be to others. Each bears witness t
tcﬂigmi—fa—ll—iﬁo the hellfire of addiction and also to the fire of the
creative process, the struggle to endure the purging fire of spiritual
recovery, and to the work to re-create a new being. This process—
sharing the personal story of what happened in the addiction, what
brought the person to change, and what life is like in recovery—is a
ritual that enables the holy presence to come forth. This ritual acknowl-
edges the death every addict faces. It affirms life and the possibility of
rebirth.

Every addict who recovers chooses life and makes this existential
choice daily. The addict’s recovery depends upon an acknowledgment
of his powerlessness over the unmanageable depths to which he has
fallen through his disease, upon his surrender to allow a higher creative
power to guide his life, and on a daily commitment to work to lead a
creative life and to give to others. This process of recognition, surrender,
work, and choice is the basis of the twelve-step program of recovery and
parallels the experience of a creative artist such as Dostoevsky, who was
also addicted to gambling.

Many addicts fear they will lose their creativity if they give up the
drinks or drugs, romance or power, that they feel takes them to the
creative source. Of these, many who hold onto their addictions die an
carly death or find their creative spring has gone dry or soured. In
contrast, many recovering addicts, after enough healing time has passed,
find new cnergy and open spaces in themselves for a creative life. Both
need to know there is a way down and back from the creative depths
without recourse to addiction.

The relationship between addiction and creativity, as I see it, is not




xvi: PREFACE

causal.® Rather, there is a parallel process occurring in the psyche of the
addict and the creative person. Both descend into chaos, into the
unknown underworld of the unconscious. Both are fascinated by what
they find there. Both encounter death, pain, suffering. But the addict is
pulled down, often without choice, and is held hostage by addiction; the
creative person ckooses to go down into that unknown realm, even though
the choice may feel destined. Artists who are addicted have a “double
descent”—the one of their addiction and the other of their creativity;
their situation is compounded and complex, and they respond in differ-
ent ways. Some creative artists descend with the help of drugs or alcohol
and continue to create. Some find they must give up their addictions in
order to create. And others continue their addictions to the early loss of
their creativity and/or their lives. But once in the realm of the underworld
mysteries, they must eventually choose to find form and meaning from
the chaos and to return to life and society.

For example, Tennessee Williams and Carson McCullers claimed that
alcohol helped them write; Jean Rhys often finished her novels with the
help of a bottle or two of wine. In contrast, Eugene O’Neill and John
Cheever gave up drinking to continue to create, and Raymond Carver
said that writing “‘under the influence” made his work inferior, adding
that he considered giving up drinking to be one of his greatest achieve-
ments. Still other artists such as Jack London, Rainer Werner Fassbinder,
and Jackson Pollack died young due to their addictions.

Who are the characters in the psyches of these creative people who
were also addicts? Who are these figures in ourselves? In literature, one
can find vivid and insightful descriptions of these figures—the same
inner characters that [ found in myself as an addict. In every chapter I
have presented a portrait of the archetypal figure through a literary work
that describes such a character in detail. This portrait may help the
reader recognize him or herself and better understand the inner psycho-
dynamics of the drama of addiction. Often the author was an addict who
was struggling with that interior figure. For example, Jack LLondon, who
was an alcoholic, describes the way he was tricked by alcohol in Jokn
Barleycorn, a classic study of denial. Jean Rhys, who was addicted to love
and in her later years to alcohol, describes the paranoid feelings of
rejection of the Madwoman in Good Morning, Midnight. And Dostoevsky,
who was addicted to gambling and love, as well as getting into debt,
describes these syndromes in 74e Gambler and many of his other works.
Although most of these figures came up independently in my psyche
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and corresponded as well to the experiences of other recovering addicts,
later I found them all described in Dostoevsky’s works, particularly in
1he Brothers Karamazov. 1 have presented an analysis of that novel as
reflecting the inner patterns of addiction and its transformation as well as
a brief story of Dostoevsky’s life showing his own transformation from
the bondage of addiction to creative faich.

This book has three parts. ““I'he Flight” is the initial stage of the
addictive process, which is seductive. In this phase we fly high, just as
we do in the carly soaring of creative inspiration. ‘“T'he Fall” is the
descent into darkness. 'This is the ominous stage of possession in which
the inner patterns solidify, turn cold, hard, and threatening. In the
creative process, this is when we most often feel blocked, criticized, and
are tempted to abandon our work. But this darkness must be faced in
order to transform the destructive course and to create. ‘“T'he Creation”
is the turning point, where the wounds are accepted, understood, and
transformed; this is where healing can occur and life can be created
anew.

Since the archetypal figures of addiction are dark and frightening, 1
want to emphasize the importance of hope for recovery and creativity.
Thus, this book includes many personal stories of recovering addicts who
identified with the archetypal figure described in the chapter in which
their story appears and knew intimately the other inner characters and
images as well. Itis important to understand these patterns in the psyche
of the addict. When we can see the symbolic spiritual meaning which

the soul is seeking and which the literal addiction obscures, then creative
life can be realized as a gift.

In addition to the literary and personal portraits presented, 1 have
woven into this book the threads of meaning and insight, of faith and
hope, that have helped me to survive and have illumined my own way
through this dark and fiery journey of the soul. In particular the writings
of the existential philosophers—Heidegger and Camus, Kierkegaard and
Nietzsche, Tillich and Buber—have been most helpful because they
boldly confront the death that stares every addict in the eyes. The
insights of Jung, too, have helped, for he took the creative journey into
the depths of the unconscious and showed others how to travel in these
fearsome regions. Jung also envisioned the hope of spiritual recovery for
addicts that eventually was embodied by the original founders of Alco-
holics Anonymous. Yet, he was humble enough to admit that psychother-
apy and medicine alone were insufficient to help addicts recover. I also
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found myself returning to the poets and the religious writings of the
mystics and the spiritual traditions of the East. And, always, I returned
to Dostoevsky, who dared to explore his experience of addiction and
creativity as well as doubt and faith, and who directly confronted the
question of good and evil, neither shirking from the demons nor forget-
ting there were angels.

This book is not meant to be a “how to”’ or “‘self-help” book about
either addiction or creativity. Transforming an addiction is not a ““do it
vourself” project. There is no “quick fix”” for addiction. The twelve-step
program, which is frequently mentioned, requires spiritual labor and
sacrifice—both are essential to the creative process.

The first three steps entail surrender—a leap into the unknown. Trust,
faith, and hope in a creative process that is higher than ego control
enable transformation from addictive patterns to creative ones. Then
comes the work—steps 4-9—reviewing one’s life, digging into the
shadow, sorting and sifting, making reparations and changes in one’s
life. Creativity, too, demands such work and discipline. All this must be
done on a daily basis to enable embodiment and integration, just as
artists set aside a sacred time and place daily to enact the ritual of
creative work. This involves steps 10 and 11, the steps of daily renewal,
the daily choice to journey through the cycle. And finally, via the twelfth
step, one gives back, contributes to the world by showing that the
darkness of addiction can be transformed into creative life.* Spiritual
recovery, like the creative process, is a daily commitment, a unique
blend of receptivity and hard work.

Writing this book has helped me in my own transformation from an
alcoholic life in bondage to the Demon Lover to recovering—a life in
search of the creative spirit of the cosmos. And it has helped me to
understand the underlying meaning of my addiction—the waters of the
spiritual life for which I was always thirsting. I hope that it will help
others who want to understand the meaning of addiction cither in
themselves or those they love.



PART ONE: THE FLIGHT

You've just told me some high spots in your memories. Want to hear mine?
They're all connected with the sea. . . . | became drunk with the beauty and
singing rhvthm of it, and for a moment [ lost myself—actually lost my life. |
was sct free! 1| dissolved in the sea, became white sails and flving spray, became
beauty and rhvthm, became moonlight and the ship and the high dim-starred
sky! I belonged, without past or future, within peace and unity and a wild joy,
within something greater than my own life, or the life of Man, to Life itself! "To
God, if vou want to put it that way. . . . Dreaming, not keeping lookourt,
feeling alone, and above, and apart, watching the dawn creep like a painted
dream over the sky and sea which slept together. Then the moment of ecstatic
freedom came. The peace, the end of the quest, the last harbor, the joy of
belonging to a fulfillment bevond men’s lousy, pitiful, greedy fears and hopes
and dreams! And several other imes in my life, when I was swimming far out,
or lving alone on a beach, | have had the same experience. Became the sun, the
hot sand, green seaweed anchored to a rock, swaying in the tide. Like a saint’s
vision of beatitude. Like the veil of things as they seem drawn back by an
unseen hand. For a second vou see—and sceing the secret, are the secret. For a
second there is meaning! Then the hand lets the veil fall and vou are alone, lost
in the fog again, and you stumble on toward nowhere, for no good reason!
He grins wryly.
It was a great mistake, my being born a man, I would have been much more
successful as a seca gull or a fish. As it is, I will always be a stranger who never
feels at home, who does not really want and is not really wanted, who can never
belong, who must always be a little in love with death!

—Eugene O’Neill, Long Day’s Journey into Night






1: THE HOSTAGE

Keep awake, keep awake, artist,

Do not give in to sleep . . .

You are cternity’s hostage

And prisoner of time.

—Boris Pasternak

ONE NIGHT 1 AWOKE in darkness to find myself hostage in a hospital
ward. 1 had only scattered moments of memory. For the last ten days |
had been on a drinking binge. In horror of what I had done, and in terror
of what I might do in the future, I struggled for hope. Was there any
meaning to be found in this dark event? In that moment, the inspiration
for this book was born.

As hostage in the detox ward, 1 was forced to come to terms with the
brute reality of a deadly discase—alcoholism. I was also forced to
confront the meaning of my life. No longer could I deny that I was
powerless over alcohol. I had taken the first drink and could not stop.
Finally, I had ended up in this humiliating state, aware of the threat to
my life. And so | was forced to *“‘name” my addiction. Naming it,
acknowledging the demon within me by using the word, enabled me to
ask the following questions with the fevor of necessity.

Is there meaning in addiction? Does the addiction want something
from me? Is it a cry from the soul, a call that is challenging myv being?
Suddenly the word ¢reativity entered my mind. [ remembered a similar
experience of being hostage to the creative process. While writing, 1 had
also expernienced terror, anxiety, and desperation. I had been thrown
into darkness, abducted into the underworld, engulfed in a nightmare
while writing The Wounded Woman, when 1 had been forced to re-
experience my life as the child of an alcoholic. It dawned on me that my
addiction might give me insight into the creative process, and that
understanding creativity might help me deal with my addiction. Perhaps
the journey of the creative person and the addict were similar. Perhaps
both the addict and the creator were drawn into the dark regions of the
soul. Perhaps this was the way of the mystic, too. I remembered the
words of St. John of the Cross: *“I'he Night darkens the spirit, but only
to illumine it.” Here was my hope! I had fallen through the black, dark
tunnel toward death as an addict, but I had also traveled part of that way
at other times, through creativity and moments of mystical fervor.

Later, when [ looked up the word addiction in the dictionary, I found

%)



4. THE FLIGHT

a connection between addiction and creauvity buried in the original
etymological roots. The Latin for addict, a@ddictus, means to devote,
surrender, deliver over, or give oneself up habitually. Although the word
was often used generally in a pejorative sense, originally it had a spiritual
meaning—dedication to the gods—stemming etvmologically from addi-
cere: to say. Thus, inherent in the meaning of addiction is the sense of
dedication or bearing witness to creative energies. Among the Romans,
addiction also signified a making over of goods to another by sale or legal
sentence and an assignment of debtors in service to their creditors.!

Is addiction, then, the act of giving oneself over to something as one’s
master—be 1t a substance, object, person, or activity—so totally that
one’s entire being and meaning become possessed by it? This sense of
being possessed corresponded to my experience as an addict. Some of
the things we give ourselves over to in this way are alcohol, drugs, food,
cigarettes, gambling, shopping, romance, sex, work, money, power, and
control. None of these things are bad in and of themselves. Bur if one 1s
possessed by them, if one gives up one’s whole being to something else,
allowing oneself to be ruled by something external, one’s freedom and
personal integrity are lost. In this kind of giving up or delivering oneself
over, one loses one’s soul. And unless one wrests it back there 1s no
transformation.

In the story of Dracula the vicum offers himself, exposing his neck
before Dracula sucks the blood. Once bitten, he 1s Dracula’s slave.? Here
there are two aspects to the phenomenon of addiction—giving oneself
over and being taken and possessed. They are inseparable. For example,
alcoholism 1s a physical, mental, and spiritual disease. A process takes
place in the body and psyche of the alcoholic so that he i1s no longer
predictably in control if he takes a drink. But he does have a choice to
take the first drink. And to take the first drink is like offering his neck to
Dracula—it is insanity! (This also applies to codependency, romance
addiction, ctc.) The problem, of course, is that he has already taken too
many “‘first drinks,”” that he has become habitually predisposed to do so.
He is in a vicious circle. The addict is caught in a state of possession not
unlike the vampire’s bondage to Dracula. The addict 1s bound by a
Demon Lover who has taken possession of his soul. And he lives in the
realm of the “living dead.”

When I found myself in the detox center there was nothing 1 could
do or appeal o in terms of my usual defenses or ways of operating. My
cducation, myv professional success, my possessions—all these meant
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nothing. I was just a drunk like the others around me, and | was facing
death! 1 felt utterly trapped when doctor atter doctor told me I had three
possibilities: to die, to go mad, or to stop drinking. My defenses were
gone. There was no way to work, or to please, or to extricate myself from
this situation and diagnosis. At that moment [ knew | was a hostage to
my discase and to the terrorizing inner figures that held my soul captive.
| also knew I had to face these inner demons and that I could not do 1t
alone. In helplessness and humihation [ got down on my knees and
prayed for help. I surrendered my ego desire to be all powerful and in
control. Finally I was able to accept help from others similarly afflicted
vet who had recovered. Gradually I regained my faith in the greater
power of love.

The addict is held hostage through denial. One woman told the
following story. She had been alone on a cocaine and alcohol binge in
her house for several days. Once during this period she woke up
momentarily and absent-mindedly gazed in the mirror. What she saw
horrified her—the bloated red face, the dirty disheveled hair, the glazed
eves staring back with the devilish look. Unable to bear secing herself
this way, she reached for a drink to escape, plunging back into blackness
until she ended up in a drug treatment center a few days later. Looking
in the mirror and taking a drug or a drink (or a romance or power fantasy)
to escape the devil who looks back is typical of the addict. In this way
the act of reaching for an addictive escape becomes so habitual that it
takes possession of the addict until he forgets who he is and begins to be
unable to recognize himself any longer. Finally, he begins to lose his
soul. One of the characteristics of Dracula is that he casts no reflection
in the mirror. Symbolically, this happens finally to the addict who, in the
later stages of his disease, deep in denial, can see himself no longer.
T'he man who obsessively borrows money to buy what he doesn’t need
and cannot afford, the woman who falls in love with man after man who
rejects her or whom she rejects after she has won his love, the couple
caught in a power relationship ruled by jealousy and possessiveness
instead of love—all are hostage to addictive patterns archetypally ruled
by the Demon Lover within.

A woman who suffered from love addiction felt hostage to her uncon-
trollable desire for an unattainable love—the love her father was never
able to give her. She repeated this pattern in every love relationship. She
had to have the absolute love of a man. But then, if the man did happen
to fall in love with her, she would lose interest and reject him. And soon
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she would find another man whom she could not have. She reached
bottom in humiliation as she saw this pattern repeat itself over and over
again and knew she was powerless over it. Suicidal feelings of hopeless-
ness began to overwhelm her. But she also knew she was being con-
fronted with the meaning of her own existence and her freedom to
choose between life and creativity or her capacity for self-destruction.

Addiction, when confronted, brings a person face-to-face with his or
her own dark side—the capacity for the horrible and destructive. It brings
the addict down to confront the inner demons, forcing one to one’s
knees in humiliation. It invokes the agony of Job crying out in anger
against God for the injustice of a horrible affliction. Addiction brings one
face-to-face with evil. And finally, if acknowledged, it brings one before
one’s mortality and the death of ego desires.

Recently, in a workshop on addiction and creativity, 1 asked the
participants, many of whom were artists and/or recovering addicts, what
characterized addiction for them. One person said, “Addiction brings me
to face the void.” Another said it brought him before death. Fear, anger,
and anxiety were the dominant feelings of most. And one woman
emphasized pain as the focal point of her experience, which, when
denied, disintegrated into indulgence and self-pity. Another woman,
who characterized herself as “addicted to the addict,” felt that addiction
came from “wanting order, perfection, and control but being unable to
get it.”” Sull another saw addiction as a power struggle with reality—
denying “what is” and the flow of time and being. And another person
added that his addiction finally absolutized evervthing and reduced his
experience to the quantitative level—*‘I wanted one more, and still one
more after that.” Though all agreed that addiction brought them to the
utter depths of darkness, theyv also emphasized that it brought them to
awakening. As onec man, a writer, expressed it: “It’s a paradox. You learn
you can’t serve two masters. Yet, the creative force comes out of the
experience of duality and the vivid presence of good and evil. For me,
the suffering of addiction was a spur to the creative process, expressed
by Milton and Dante. | found that too much unity and bliss does not
produce the fire for creation.” And a woman who was a sculptor added,
“Facing my addiction both awakens me and grounds me. It sets the
limits of mortality before me every ume I might reach for a cigarette or a
glass of wine. And it helps me accept the material limits of actualizing

my creative vision.”’
A woman artist who began to find herselt hostage to the refrigerator
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had fele basically in control of her tendency to overcat until she entered
her most creative period. Then, just as she began to feel the flood of her
creative energy, she also found herself compulsively overcating and
losing control ot her willpower. When she looked within, she realized
she was experiencing terror before the awesome power of the ¢reative
process happening through her, and that she was overeating to escape
expenencing her fear of being overwhelmed by the creative force. Once
she became conscious of this, her addictivc\tcndcncy to overeat acted as
a reminder that she nceded to ground herself, in order to face the
creative fire and live in its tension. So she began a practice of meditation
and breathing to center and ground herself. Thus she was able o
dialogue imaginatively with the work to come, and her creative activity

both deepened and increased.

As I was gradually recovering and was able to face with more serenity
the questions I had asked myself in the detox ward, 1 had the following
dream, which provided an image of the hostage in relation to addiction
and creativity.

It was time to begin my book on addiction and creativity, so I sat down in
a café at a round table and ordered a few beers so I could start to write.
But just then my lover approached, and I remembered I wasn’t supposed
to be drinking. We were on a trip and we drove through a deserted canyon
to sce a Tibetan Buddhist village that was now an abandoned town. As we
drove through the empty street toward the mouth of the dead-end canvon,
suddenly we were taken hostage. Irom out of nowhere a huge iron hook
and hoist dropped from the blue sky and lifted the car in the air, finally
funneling us into a huge bus where a Vietnamese couple held us captive.
The woman was very cold and unfeeling. There were many others in the
bus too. Eventually the woman ordered us all outin a line to be registered.
As I stood in line, | saw several people | knew, to my surprise. They were
all writers with whom 1 had participated in a conference on creativity,
focusing on the Orpheus myth. When I lamented that we were all prisoners
here, one of the woman pocts said that she had voluntarily chosen to go
on this retreat. I woke up in amazement, wondering why anyone would
choose such a fate.

For a long time this dream intrigued me. 1 knew it involved the
challenge of this book. Formerly it had been my practice to write in
cafés, drinking wine while [ wrote. T'he wine, 1 had always felt, loosened
up the creative flow of my writing. There were many models for my
practice, | had told myself. Had not ‘lennessec Williams said that he
never wrote without first drinking wine? And so many of my other
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favorite authors—Carson McCullers, Dylan Thomas, Thomas Wolfe,
Eugene O’Neill, William Faulkner, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Ernest Heming-
wav, Theodore Roethke—all were drinking writers. In the dream I was
only doing what I always did when [ began a book. But now, in reality, I
could no longer drink and write.

The dream showed 1 was heading for a dead end, like the dead end
“spints’’ of my drinking. I was also taken hostage without warning *‘from
out of the blue,” just as I had been taken ‘“‘hostage” in the detox center.
Yet there seemed to be a spiritual significance to being lifted up from
and to the sky, which seemed confirmed by the ending of the dream. A
creative woman writer from the conference on Orpheus and the creative
process had voluntarily chosen this retreat. This dream reminded me
that one could choose the creative process with all its unexpected shocks,
as had this woman writer, or one could be taken hostage, as when one
drinks. Of course, I knew the path was not quite so clear. For we are
taken ‘‘hostage’ as creative beings too. And it 1s possible to drink and
create, as my drinking and writing models had shown, although many of
these creative people had died from their addictions. But to choose to be
taken by the creative call—was this not the challenge of creativity? Was
not my urge to drink the “‘spints’” of the alcohol ultimately a desire for
the higher spirit of the creative? Immediately, this brought to mind the
paradox of creativity and the ancient concept of the Creative Daimon.

Down through the ages the creative person has acknowledged the
power of the Creative Daimon. Socrates said it was an inner voice that
guided him. The poet, Rilke, once said that he did not want to undergo
psychoanalysis, for though it might remove his “devils,” he might also
lose his “‘angels,” i.e., his creativity. Eugene O’Neill—who started
drinking at fifteen—had to choose between the Creative Daimon and
the Demon Lover when, by midlife, his drinking left him incapacitated
for longer and longer periods, interfering with his writing. The Creative
Daimon won; he stopped drinking and his writing deepened. In his later
plays, Long Day’s Journey into Night and The lceman Cometh, he was able to
give expression to the ravages of addiction and the effect on family and
human relationships in a way that uniquely touched and opened the
heart and soul of his audience.

The daimon is an inner force, a spirit within that energizes us and
calls upon us to be and become creatively. The dictionary describes it as
an indwelling power or spirit that posscsécs human beings with extraor-
dinary drive and enthusiasm. It can also be an evil spirit. "The original
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Greek sense of the word connoted both the divine and the diabolical
energies—hence the notion of the danger of creativity and Plato’s notion
of creativity as the “divine madness.” According to Jung, the libido
itselt, the energy of the psvche, i1s by nature daimonic: it transcends
consciousness and carries the tension of good and evil. Jung said, “If evil
were to be utterly destroyed, everything daimonic, including God him-
self, would suffer a grievous loss. . . .7 Many creative artists see this
struggle—the call to live in the tension between good and evil and to
bear witness to the good—as the challenge of human existence, and the
meaning art bears is to reveal this universal struggle. As Andrey "larkov-
sky, the Russian film director, has said about his struggle to create:

. the artist cannot be deaf to the call of truth; it alone defines his
creative will, organizes it, thus enabling him to pass on his faith to others.

An artist who has no faith is like a painter who was born blind . . . the
subject grows within him like a fruit, and begins to demand expression. It
is like childbirth. . . . The poet has nothing to be proud of: he is not

master of the situation, but a servant. Creative work is his only possible
form of existence, and his every work is like a deed he has no power to
annul. . . . The aim of art is to prepare a person for death, to plough and
harrow his soul, rendering it capable of turning to good.*

The daimon brings us the unusual intensity of creative fire. But it can
also destroy us. “lo distinguish between these two possibilities—the
creative and the destructive—Rollo May refers to the way a person relates
to the daimon. The person who integrates the daimon, thereby becom-
ing more whole, has a state of being that Rollo May calls the eudaimonic.
This is the way of the creative person: an ever-deepening and broadening
process whereby one becomes more whole and centered in one’s being.
[n contrast, in the dysdaimonic state of being, the person becomes
possessed, monomaniacal, and fanatical to the point where all life is
reduced to that person’s ever narrowing ego power drives. An example of
someone In this state is Hitler, whose daimonic energy came to serve the
forces of evil. There is also a third way to relate to the daimonic,
according to May. This is the way of the antidaimonic person, who
represses the daimonic and whose life energy becomes apathetic, medi-
ocre, and dull. This is the image of the “mass man,” the collectivized
person who has become one of the crowd. Such a person, having
repressed the daimonic, fears its energy and to maintain control tends to
ward off its attending dangers as well as its possibilities. It is then that
the destructive encergy of the dysdaimonic can surge up and scize us by
surprise, as in the case of Nazism.
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Using the above distinction, addiction leads to dysdaimonic possession
because i1t reduces the person’s wholeness to a monomaniacal obsession.
But the same energy that serves addiction can be transformed into
creative fire. The addict, in his very experience of the daimonic and the
way it can destroy, can learn the supreme necessity of transforming that
energy in the service of something higher.

If we look within the psvche, we find two archetypal figures corre-
sponding to addiction and creativity—the Demon Lover and the Creative
Daimon. In my experience, it is the archetypal figure of the Demon
Lover to whom one gives oneself in addiction. For the Demon Lover
seduces and can possess the soul as a slave. In contrast to the addictive
possession by the Demon Lover, the process of recovery and creativity
requires devoting oneself to the higher power within, the Creative
Daimon. Often these two figures are confused. Distinguishing between
these two images in myself has helped me to understand and sort through
my confusions between addiction and creativity.

There are two stories that show the contrast between the way of
addiction and the way of creativity. In the stories, both characters were
taken hostage. But one died uselessly, while the other gave a gift to
humankind. One is the story of Icarus, who, intoxicated with the power
of flight, flew too high and lost his life. Thus he was never able to bring
his newfound powers of flight to creative fruition. The other, which 1
relate in the last chapter, is the ancient Russian legend of the firebird,
who broke the possession of the Demon Lover by sacrificing her life so
her creative gifts could be free for all.

The myth of Icarus symbolizes the course of addiction—from its
desire to flee an imprisoning situation, to the heights of euphoric escape
and freedom, to the consequent fall—and the burning and the drowning
that ensue. Icarus had been imprisoned with his father, the inventor
Daedalus, in the very labyrinth Daedalus had designed for the king.
Since escape by land or sca scemed impossible, Daedalus made two
pairs of wings—one for himself and one for Icarus—of feathers threaded
together and held in place by wax. Before they flew oft he cautioned
Icarus not to fly too high or too low. Having wrested many new creations
from matter, he knew their limits. But shortly after, intoxicated by the
great heights and the uplifting power of his new and wonderful wings,
Icarus soared toward the sun. Lost in ecstasy, he forgot his father’s advice




THE HOSTAGE :11

and flew higher and higher until the sun melted the wax, whercupon the
wing feathers came off and Icarus fell into the sea and drowned.*©
In the creative process there is also a sort of “‘possession,” a giving
oneself over to the call of creatvity. This kind of possession can be
negative and narrowing, but it can also be deepening and transformative.
In the process of creating, both sides are often felt. Their tension must
be borne if one is to actualize the vision. The addict tries to escape the
tension of existence. The creative person honors the tension by living in
it and creating out of it.
The novelist Thomas Wolfe describes the state of possession he felt
when writing his novels.
I cannot really say the book was written. It was not constructed word by
word or line by line or chapter by chapter. It came from me like lava
pouring from the crater of a volcano. It was constructed on a scale in which
the words were reckoned not by thousands, but by millions. It was
something that took hold of me and possessed me, and before I was done
with it—that is, before [ finally emerged with the first completed part—it
seemed to me that it had done for me. The tenement of one man’s heart
and brain and flesh and bone and sinew, the little vessel of his one life,

could not possibly endure, could not possibly be strong enough or big
enough to hold this raging tempest of his creative need.’

But he also emphasizes over and over how hard he struggled and worked
to contain the raging creative energies and put them in form via the
word. Creauvity requires living in the tension of the opposites, while the
Demon Lover seduces us by promising to take the tension away. T'hat is
why, when uncomfortable feelings come up, the addict reaches for
drinks or drugs or food or romance or power or buys possessions—
whatever erases the tension—instead of living through the tension,
looking at the uncomfortable feelings, naming them, recording them,
and sharing the insights with others, as does the creative person.

While possession by the Demon Lover in addiction leads to monoma-
nia—a narrowing of life and vision, reducing the addict to the status of
an object defined by its craving—possession by the Creative Daimon
ultimately can lead to a broadening of life, opening one up and furthering
transformation. Erich Neumann distinguishes between the creative trans-
formation of the total personality and the initial eruption of creativity.
Creative transformation is guided by the wholeness of the psyche and
centers the individual, leading to a new relationship with the self, the
thou, and the cosmos. This is what happens in the recovering process of
the addict.
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What Neumann has said of the closeness of the creative man to
suffering and sickness can also be said of the recovering addict.

Consequently, the individual history of every creative man is always close
to the abyss of sickness; he does not, like other men, tend to heal the
personal wounds involved in all development by an increased adaptation
to the collectivity. His wounds remain open, but his suffering from them
is situated in depths from which another curative power arises, and this
curative power is the creative process. As the myth puts it, only a wounded
man can be a healer, a physician. Because in his own suffering the creative
man experiences the profound wounds of his collectivity and his time, he
carries deep within him a regenerative force capable of bringing forth a
cure not only for himself but also for the community.®

Out of the wounds of addiction, consciously and courageously faced, can
come creativity and healing. This is the call that challenges the recover-
ing addict—the call to creativity. It 1s a call that requires courage—
transforming one’s addictive afflictions to creativity. Whether one creates
a new spiritual self, an act of love that opens up the possibility of
recovery and transformation to an other, or a work of art per se, it
generously gives back the life it has received.

One of the chief differences between the Demon Lover and the
Creative Daimon is generosity. The Demon Lover drains, sucks the life
blood out of the addict, who finally becomes one of the “living dead,”
unable to contribute or give back anything to others or to the world.
Addiction is linear, a progressive, degenerative disease. But creativity is
regenerative and cyclical, a process of death and rebirth. Even though its
energy may first be experienced as a kind of possession, ultimately, if
integrated, the Creative Daimon brings new being. The creative person
gives regenerative energy to the world, for his own transformation moves
toward wholeness. A miracle happens in creativity—receiving becomes
giving and giving becomes receiving. This is the key to the creative
process.

Alexander Pushkin, Russia’s most beloved poet, knew the power of
both the Demon Lover and the Creative Daimon. A gambler and love
addict, he was shot to death in a duel over love. In this poem he gives
expression to the call of the Creative Daimon and the sacrifice required
for this poctic gift.

Like a corpse [ lay in the waste land,
And I heard God’s voice cry out:
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MEPHISTOPHELES: In this world I will bind myself to cater.
For all your whims, to serve and wait on vou;

When we meet in the next world, some time later,

Wages in the same kind will then fall due.

FausT: The next world? Well, that’s no great matter;
Here is a world for vou to shatter—

If ever to the moment I shall say:
Beautiful moment, do not pass away!
Then you may forge vour chains to bind me,
Then [ will put my life behind me . . .
—Goethe, Faust

WHEN I was THIRTY 1 fell in love with an artist. As our eyes met over
candlelight he offered me a glass of red wine. Wondering if I would share
the fate of the woman drinker in the film Days of Wine and Roses, 1
nevertheless accepted. Untl then I had been very cautious whenever 1
drank, and that was seldom. Suddenly, with this drink, I experienced a
euphoria that I had never imagined possible, a romantic high that was
irresistible. If wine could open up the world this way, give me ecstasy
whenever [ wanted, who could refuse such a gift? It was as though, after
all my years of hard work and study, a Moneylender suddenly had given
me a million dollars free of interest for a while and urged me to spend it
and enjoy it as I wished. But I did not read the terms of the loan contract.
The interest would be exorbitant when the money was due. And I would
be so indebted and dependent on the lender that my life would be my
own no longer.

While I was flying high on wine I did not question my good luck to
have found such a panacea—a beautiful, soothing liquid that inspired me
to creativity, that infused me with courage in social situations and even
allowed me to enjoy them, that first gave a warm romantic glow to my
life and later a dramatic melancholic flair (Lzebestod).

Like Icarus 1 soared toward the sun with my wings of wine, not
realizing that by flying so high I would fall as deeply into the seca as had
Icarus and my alcoholic father before me. My unimpeded flight lasted
only a few years. By thirty-five I was already falling—at parties | suffered
humiliating cpisodes of drunkenness made worse by blackouts, not even
able to remember what I did or said, whom I had insulted or seduced.
But the cuphoric moments were so powerful that the guilt and humilia-
tion through which I paid for them secemed minimal.

14:
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As is the way of an addiction, | came to need more wine to give me
that ecstatic high. Now I neceded two or three glasses of wine for that
incomparable moment; one glass of wine was no longer enough. The
three glasses of wine soon increased to four, then to a bottle, then to a
liter daily. And the time of ecstasy decreased. The interest payments
became higher—the nights of drunkenness increased; the hangovers
were more painful. There were some warnings and an arrest, even a
night in jail. The debt of guilt mounted so high I could no longer
comprehend its infinite progression!

By now [ was addicted. If truth be told, I would have sold my soul to
the devil for a glass of wine. On one level I knew of my predicament,
but my body and psyche were so dependent on alcohol that I tried to
deny it. After all, I could function. I could work. I didn’t drink in the
morning. [ might have a dninking problem, but I was »os an alcoholic, not
an addict. And so I made desperate attempts to control my drinking to
prove to myself that I was stll in control. The Jungian approach did not
seem to help me in my efforts at control. So I tried behavioral methods
and numerous plans for controlled drinking. I even consulted a hypnotist.
But nothing worked. Sometimes I could limit my drinking for a period,
and in relief thought I was getting better. But sooner or later the night
of drunken humiliation occurred. The energy I devoted to my drinking
and to trying to control it was enormous. The thought of the next drink
was always on my mind—the wine with lunch or dinner, the apentif at
intermission at a concert, the drink with a friend after work, the beer
apres skiing or hiking or while traveling, soon became more important
than the meal or the concert or the activity or the trip or the friend.

As a moth circles around a light, now flying into the flickering fire,
then away as if to escape, only to fly back in again and finally to die in
flames, so I hovered above the edge of an unfathomably dark abyss,
flying high for a short time, then down, then up again only to fall into
the waters of fire below. For about five years I lived in this way, always
secking the ecstatic high, drawn to wine as the moth to light, finally to
burn and drown in its ficry waters. During these vears there were still
times of excitement, pleasure, and romance with wine. But compared to
the periods of depression and anxiety, the moments of horror, and the
increasing hopelessness about my life, they were dim flashes in the dark
night of my soul. Stll, I continued to drink.

Secretly, I was hoping that by transforming my father complex, I
would also transform my drinking problem so that I could be a controlled
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normal drinker and live my life like others. But finally I knew my hopes
were false. Though the father complex did transform, my drinking did
not. I took a last fling, traveling and drinking all over Europe. Most of
that time was lost in blackouts and an alcoholic haze. When I returned I
tried to stop drinking.

During this period I was in debt to the Moneylender in my psyche.
After one particularly humiliating incident I woke up and spontaneously
wrote a fairy tale that showed the bondage of myself and my parents to
this dark demonic figure. In the beginning of this story, the connection
between the Moneylender and the Demon Lover gradually emerged,
and I recognized this figure as the one who had haunted and chased after
me throughout repeated dreams in my childhood.

In the heart of a great forest lived a young girl who was very much alone.
Although she had carved out a hole in a tall tear tree for her home, the
tree was often cold—damp from the torrential rains that showered upon
this great wood. She had gone into this forest to live when her parents
were mysteriously betwitched by a tall, thin man who was dressed in black
clothing. His cloak and high hat added to the mysterious power he seemed
to have, and her father, in fear for his life, agreed to do whatever this man
demanded.

How this man came to have so much power was unknown to the
townspeople, but all agreed that he was very clever. Instead of demanding
that her father work for him or give him money, he gave her father
delicious potions to drink, potions that made her father initially feel strong
and powerful, but later weakened him and made him feel sick. Because
the potions were so delicious and because initially he felt so strong after
drinking them, he wanted more and more, and the tall, thin man in the
black cloak and hat soon became his master. The potions also made her
father lose his memory, and eventually he forgot that he had a daughter.

While the tall, thin man was giving her father the irresistible potions,
he offered her mother delicious desserts, which made the mother feel
better after she came home from a hard day’s work to support the family.
The sweetness of these desserts so pleased her mother that she craved
sweetness wherever she could find it, and, when she discovered the
daughter’s sweet and gentle personality, she fed upon it until one day the
daughter was afraid she would be eaten up. That night the daughter
dreamt that a tall, thin, threatening man dressed in black was chasing her
and she ran for her life up some steps, over a bridge that spanned the
railroad tracks, and down again to the other side. When she awoke she
rushed to her father for help, but he had just drunk his potion for the night
and could not see or hear her. She turned to her mother, who was tired
after her hard day’s work and in the midst of eating a rich chocolate cake,
and the mother said, “Don’t be silly, dear, there are no tall, thin men as
you describe. That was just a dream.”
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Desperate for help, she ran to her grandmother, who lived in the same
house. When she told her grandmother about the tall, thin man, the old
lady said, “Yes, I know the dangers of such men because | have been
chased by them, too. You can stay with me and [ will protect you.” From
then on, the hittle girl lived in her grandmother’s room, and from this wise
old lady she learned much. Her grandmother read her poems and told her
stories of nature and of a magical world in which animals could speak,
women could fly, and men could sing and dance. The old lady shed a tear
and said, “Although I know there is such a kingdom, I myself have never
been able to go there because it is a long journey and in my day women
had to stay at home. But, also, I am very afraid of the tall, thin man, and
before one can enter the magical kingdom, one must pass through a dark
forest where this man lives. I have avoided this man and have never eaten
the fruits from his trees nor drunk from his magical streams. But to get to
the wonderful kingdom on the other side of this dangerous wood one must
first face this man.”

Despite this message from the psyche showing the bondage of my
soul to the devil, I continued to drink. But I knew someday I would
write about this tall, thin man whom I then called the Moneylender.

The Moneylender lures us to addiction through a high, through a fast
rush to ecstasy. Most of us have experienced this allure in the fast energy
charge of sugar and caffeine, or the delicious euphoria of wine, or the
rush of cigarettes, or the dreamy other worldliness of marijuana, or the
stimulating excitement of cocaine. Sometimes these experiences are so
extraordinary that we want to repeat them—we want more and more,
again and again. The substance that gives us so much pleasure and
excitement becomes our Demon Lover and ever more the one we turn
to in time of need. For soon we are indebted to it for the extraordinary
energy and ecstasy it gives us. Sometimes it even seems that all meaning
rests in it. For these substances can inspire us to new heights of creativity,
take us into unknown depths of experience, intensify erotic pleasure,
give us courage and energy, and even calm us when we are anxious and
afraid. With them we seem to become more than human. Money, power,
success, ambition, romance, work, gambling, and shopping are among
the other things that can also give us this high. When we begin to love
these substances or things as the only or major source of our meaning,
when they become so powerful in our lives that we are willing to give up.
all else, even our lives, for and to them, then they have become the
master and we are indebted to them. We are in bondage to the addiction.

The Moneylender stands behind the experience of addiction—the
irresistible high, the shortcut to ecstasy, and the insurmountable debt
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we owe in the end. Eager to entice us he offers a good deal, gives us
what we want at no initial cost; we pay only later. He gives us wonderful
things, offering shortcuts to pleasures and experiences that might take
vears of work to achieve. He is imbedded in the American economy, in
the lure of the credit card, behind advertisements, 1n entertainment. We
see his image constantly in literature and films—the devil in Goethe’s
Faust, or in the Russian legend that Stravinsky put to music in “The
Soldier’s Tale.”’" But first of all he is in our psyche—that figure in us who
convinces us we can have something for nothing, a free ride to paradise,
a shortcut to creativity. For an addict, he is behind every glass of wine,
everv line of cocaine, every cigarette, every mounting debt, every
romance that keeps us spellbound and remains untransformed into love,
every power play. In the beginning the Monevlender may seem friendly,
even kindly. But once we are in debt his cruelty and demonic power
often astound us. In the end we pay far more than we receive. And
sometimes we pay with our lives.

The Monevlender 1s a frequent figure in dreams. Here is the dream
of a young woman who was addicted to cocaine, addicted in her love
relationships, and, underneath it all, addicted to an intense idealism that
finally threatened her life. The dream shows the initial allure of the
Moneylender, the terrible price the dreamer had to pay, and the sadistic
deception involved in the transaction.

I am a princess and have a penis. | have been away to college and have just
returned to my father’s kingdom. I have a meeting with a man who is the
Moneyvlender of the kingdom, and he agrees to a loan that will enable me
to complete my study at the School of Music. My father walks up to me as
the Monevlender walks away and smiles, saving he is glad 1 have accom-
plished this transaction on my own.

I have a boyfriend and am developing toward sexual awareness. But 1
realize that 1 have an abnormality. I am afraid for my boyfriend or my
father to know. I go to the Monevlender to rnid myself of the penis.
Immediately, I am guilt-ridden because I know that both my boyfriend
and my father know about the penis and would be angry that I have
consulted the Monevlender.

I am standing, doubled over, and the Moneylender is beside me. I have
just about decided to leave when I realize that he has piano wire wrapped
around the penis, and he cuts it off at this instant. 1 feel a terrible loss,
and I believe the Moneylender has deceived me and 1 have deceived both
father and boyfriend. Also, I know that with the penis cut off I cannot
hide my deception from them. I'm afraid and am mentally considering a
sex change (to give myself a real vagina).
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I walk away from the Monevlender and around a building, which he
goes into. My boyfriend is also in the building. 1 start to look at a picture
album of close-ups of mv bovfriend, who is also a famous rock star. He
looks very contemplative and intelligent in the pictures. A voice is saying
to me, “We had hoped he would have shown more maturity in dealing
with the presentsituation.”” I am aware that my bovfriend is in the building
with the Moneylender, who has now transformed into a motorcycle gang
leader, and my bovfriend has started a fight with him. The Moneylender
has badly injured my bovfriend, whose legs are now paralyzed.

In the final scene, my boyfriend is sitting on a country roadside with a
few little children around him. They are little black kids who have been
his friends for a long time. These children are now his only remaining
friends, and they are curiously asking what he’ll do now. He is obviously
helpless but is filled with resentment. He says, “Somcone had better do
something about my legs.” 1 am poignantly aware of the pathos and know
that no one is listening to him except the children.

In the dream the Moneylender first appears as helpful. He can loan
the dreamer the money she needs to embark upon the most creative
venture in her life—to complete her professional training in music. Her
father, in whose kingdom the Monevlender rules, is glad she has
accomplished this transaction on her own. Carol, the dreamer, said her
father was an cternal boy, a “puer” who lived in a make-belicve world.
A romantic who lived in fantasy, he was never happy once he actualized
a dream and always skipped on to another dream. It is in this world—the
world of the romantic dreamer who never actualizes fantastic ideals or
accepts their worth—that the first transaction with the Moneylender is
made.

The dreamer was a romantic too, a very creative woman who idealized
relationship above all else. Since adolescence, relationship had been a
“religion” for her. Like her father, Carol was an eternal youth who lived
in the realm of possibilities. In the dream she was a princess, an eternal
girl with potential not yet developed. For her the penis symbolized the
creative phallus, a masculine aspect of creativity. In the dream she is
ashamed of it, sees it as an abnormality, and does not want her boyfriend
and her father to know. She is in a panic! Her budding sexuality and the
creative potential do not seem compatible. In her life she had always
suffered a terrible conflict between her creativity and relationship. She
wanted relationship so intensely and so ideally that she always sacrificed
her creatvity for her lover, so the relationship would last. But of course
it never did.

At the time of the dream Carol had been consulting the Moneylender
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in herselt. She had been trving to overcome her addiction to cocaine,
but as vet she had been unsuccessful. She saw the Monevlender as the
figure in herself who urged her to take cocaine in order to create. When
she took the drug she felt she could compose brilliant music with a speed
and energy that seemed to be spectacular. She also used drugs of various
sorts to travel deeply into her unconscious mind. She knew that going
too far could kill her and her creativity, but in fascination she was always
drawn to the destructive edge. She was under the illusion, she said, that
the destructive way actually helped her to create. But it was not long
before the shortcut to creauvity became a pact with the devil. Soon she
was dependent on the drug to create, and the interest she was paying
was exorbitant in terms of her time, energy, money and self-respect.
Later she saw that what she first—on drugs—had thought was so creative
was a letdown to her sober mind. The Moneylender, she realized, had
deceived her, had given her the illusion of an easy way, a shortcut, but
one that made her pay too dearly by cutting off the creative phallus. She
was paving with a guilt that almost paralvzed her. In the dream she
considered a sex change to hide the deception, but on waking she
realized that this was just a way to avoid the issue, to sidetrack herself. It
was seeking an external solution to the inner conflict she felt about her
creativity—her ambivalence between commitment to creativity versus
commitment to relationship, and her ambivalence between the discipline
required for creativity and the shortcut that she had hoped drugs could
give her. The sex change also symbolized an external solution that would
allow her to avoid dealing with feelings of anger.

After her transaction with the Monevlender, she discovers that her
bovfriend and the Moneylender are in the same building. Now the
identity of her boyfriend emerges. She saw him as an immature side of
herself who by fighting with the Monevlender holds onto a no-win,
deadly relationship. The dream shows the Monevylender to be a vicious,
sadistic character—a motorcycle gang leader who injures and paralyzes
the bovfriend. To Carol the connection between the bovfriend and the
Monevlender was clear. The boyfriend was her own angry and resentful
martyr-victim side holding onto the relationship with the Moneylender
by fighting instcad of realizing there is no deal to be made with the
devil. Instead of putting her energy into the work of transforming herself,
she continued to fight a losing battle. Years later, after much work on
herself, she said, “If you make a deal with the Monevlender, (the Devil),
vou give away vour soul, vour creatvity. If you fight with the Money-
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lender, you sull stay in connection. The connection with the Money-
lender—Dbe it alcohol, cocaine, or an illusory ideal—must be severed. If
in the dream I could have turned away from the Moneylender and said,
‘No! You can’t have my creativity!” then I could have transformed.” But
the path she took was to give up her creativity and to struggle for the
next ten years with drugs and romanticized relationships, trving to hold
on to an impossible ideal. Just as in the dream the boyfriend fought and
was paralyzed, so she stayed crippled in bondage to the Moneylender.
The final scene of the dream gives a picture of this condition—the
boyfriend paralyzed, helpless, filled with resentment. He says, “Some-
onc had better do something about my legs.” He is a victim, not taking
responsibility for his paralysis, denying his part in it. Here is an image of
what keeps the addictive cycle going—the denial that one is in the grips
of an addiction and the resentment that someone else did it and someone
clse had better help. This resentment makes the addict continue to
drink or use drugs or gamble. But the dream shows a hopeful ending, for
the dreamer feels the pathos of this condition. The black children who
listen and befriend the paralyzed boyfriend symbolize the spontancous
creative instincts in touch with the natural world and the unconscious.
Eventually Carol was able to overcome her addiction to cocaine. But
her addiction to the ideal—especially to the ideal relationship—contin-
ued for ten more vears. She fell in love with a sensitive, creative man,
who—when he drank—told beautiful stories. They had numinous phil-
osophical and spiritual conversations, drunk with the beauty of meaning.
Before, she had taken cocaine to achieve this kind of illumination, for it
had helped her express the ideal ad infinitum. Now this wonderful
beauty was happening in the relationship. Carol lived for these intense
conversations, but they became less and less frequent as her boyfriend
started drinking more and more. She married him anyway, because she
saw his beautiful potential and she knew she could save him. In the
beginning the relationship had a creative energy that was like a drug,
intense and exciting. But then the energy became crazy—a draining and
destructive force, just like the drugs she had taken earlier. Even though
the relationship wasn’t working, she wanted to save it and her husband.
She even started drinking with her husband, hoping he’d see how much
she was suffering from it and stop it for both of them. But of course her
“savior ideal’”” did not work, and her husband’s drinking got worsc.
When he threatened to kill her if she left him, she finally hit bottom.
The verbal threats and abuse turned into physical realities. He locked
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her in a room and threatened her with a weapon. Facing death in this
way, she realized that saving him was an illusion and that she had to
leave the relationship to save herself. Her belief that she alone could win
the battle against her husband’s alcoholism, that her love, her commit-
ment to the ideal of the marriage could make the relationship work, was
crushed. The threat of physical death from her husband brought her to
face the death of her own ego ideals.

Remembering the Moneylender dream, she realized that the Money-
lender was involved in her relationship. She had been living off the high
of her idealism about the relationship’s potential. But the price she had
to pay to keep this relationship was exorbitant: she had been sacrificing
her creativity. Just as in the dream her boyfriend had fought with the
Moneylender, she had been fighting with her husband and his alcoholism
for ““taking her creativity away,” when she had given it away herself.

The threat of death brought all this before her. In taking responsibility
for her addiction to this illusory ideal, she faced the death of the ideal
itself. Realizing that she and her idealism were not more powerful than
her husband’s alcoholism, she went to Al-Anon. There she learned
detachment. She learned that she could not control or save the relation-
ship, no matter how fine her ideals might have been. She learned to
accept her own mortality and the limits of human existence. And she
realized that despite her love for him, she had to separate from her
husband. She began to work with her creativity and to live in the tension
between the infinite possibility and its finite realization. Finally she
began to compose again, this time without drugs, without the high (and
the high price) of the Moneylender. About her new relation to creativity,
she said:

P’ve gradually come to accept my own creativity—that the ideal is not out
there, but in me to express. I no longer look on/y for potential, but I want
to be with people who are actualizing their potential every moment in
their lives. Now it’s easier to accept the finitude, but the finitude also
looks better to me. Before, my composing was never good enough. Now 1
can look at what I do and love it.

The Moneylender operates through the cycle of inflation and defla-
tion. The inflation of the woman in the story above was the inflation of
the ideal that she, by herself, could save her husband and the relation-
ship. While she was taking drugs she suffered from the inflation of the
drug regarding her creativity. Her deflation came from the guilt and
humiliation of being dependent on the drugs and later from the crash of
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her ideals. The inflation a few drinks brings makes one feel charming,
funny, interesting, brilliant, courageous, creative. A few wins at the
gambling table bring a feeling of elation, cleverness, triumph, power.
Drugs often provide the feeling of great insight, facile contact with the
unconscious, the feeling of shamanic vision. And when we are in love,
romance brings the soaring flight of merger with the universe. We are so
high that no one can touch us. But once the flight is over there is usually
a fall. Then comes the terrible humiliation, the hopeless depression, the
irreparable guilt and emptiness.

The way inflation and deflation alternate and turn into each other has
been dramatized by Eugene O’Neill. O’Neill grew up in a family
engulfed in addict/co-addict patterns—his mother was addicted to drugs,
his brother died of alcoholism at forty-five, and his father was a heavy
drinker and a slave to money. O’Neill portrays their guilt and the way
they blamed and depended on one another for their own addictions in
his semi-autobiographical drama, Long Day’s Journey into Night. In The
lceman Cometh he shows the unendurable tension of the inflation of the
“pipe dream’ and the deflating guilt that follows. As Larry, one of the
drunken characters, says, ‘““I'he lie of a pipe dream is what gives life to
the whole misbegotten mad lot of us, drunk or sober.”’? In the same
play, O’Neill exposes the lie of the pipe dream for both the addict and
the codependent partner. 'The main character, the salesman Hickey, has
returned to Harry Hope’s bar, a haven where he goes for his periodic
drunks. All the lost souls who hang out at this bar are addicted not only
to alcohol but to the dream that they will pay up ‘“‘tomorrow,” that
tomorrow they will change and start their lives anew. But “‘tomorrow’ is
always a day away and never comes. It is Harry Hope’s birthday, and all
the barflies are drinking cheap whiskey or sleeping in a drunken stupor
when Hickey arrives. He is popular at the bar for his humor and
affability. As he says about himself, he is a master monevlender of the
pipe dream. “‘It was like a game, sizing people up quick, spotting what
their pet pipe dreams were, and then kidding ’em along that line,
pretending vou believed what they wanted to believe about themselves.
Then they liked vou, they trusted you, they wanted to buy something
to show their graticude.”?

When Hickey comes this time he is not drinking and he tries to sell
them on his cure—a cure for their pipe dreams so they “simply won'’t
give a damn! Any more than I do!”* Hickey persuades some of the bums
in the bar to try to stop drinking and go back out in the world again to
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get the job they say they’ll get tomorrow. At first they scoff at Hickey,
but then a few get their hopes up and try. The others watch and wonder
if there is hope for them, too. Hickey knows they will fail and be
“cured,”” knocked cold of their pipe dreams. For Hickey is the Iceman
who brings death. As he says to the disillusioned drinkers:

By rights vou should be contented now, without a single damned hope or
lving dream left to torment you! But here you are, acting like a lot of stiffs
cheating the undertaker! . . . Don’t you know you’re free now to be
vourselves, without having to feel remorse or guilt, or lie to yourselves
about reforming tomorrow? Can’t you see there is no tomorrow now? You’re
rid of it forever! You’ve killed it! You don’t have to care a damn about
anything any more! You've finally got the game of life licked, don’t you
see that? Then why the hell don’t you get pie-eved and celebrate?’

At the bar where everyone now is disillusioned and back to cynical
drinking, Hickey tells the story of what a pipe dream did to him and his
late wife, Evelyn. They had loved each other. But Hickey was always
drinking and running around. Nothing daunted Evelyn’s love; no matter
what he did she always forgave him, making excuses for him and
defending him against himself. Then he would promise not to do it
again. Nothing could shake her faith in him because ‘‘she was a sucker
for a pipe dream.”’® She knew she could make him happy, so happy he
wouldn’t want to do any of the bad things anymore. He believed her
dream, but he continued to drink and run around with other women.
Evelyn continued to forgive him. Hickey’s guilt kept mounting. In
anguish, Hickey bursts out revealing the anger and hatred inside him,
the guilt that finally drove him so crazy that all he knew to do was to kill
her.

Christ, can you imagine what a guilty skunk she made me feel! If she’d
only admitted once she didn’t believe any more in her pipe dream that
someday I'd behave! But she never would. Evelyn was stubborn as hell.
Once she’d set her heart on anything, you couldn’t shake her faith that it
had to come true—tomorrow! It was the same old story, over and over, for
vears and years. It kept piling up, inside her and inside me. God, can you
picture all I made her suffer, and all the guilt she made me feel, and how
I hated myself! If she only hadn’t been so damned good—if she’d been
the same kind of wife I was a husband.’

Hickey tells his defensively callous listeners that finally he fele relieved
of all his guilt, for he knew that killing her was the way to give Evelyn
peace from the misery of loving him. He even knew she would forgive



THE MONEYLENDER :25

him. Suddenly he heard himself saying what he had always wanted to
tell her: “*Well, you know what vou can do with vour pipe dream now,
vou damned bitch!™® Shocked, he stops the nightmarish story he has
been telling and bursts into frantic denial of the horror his life has
become. His drunken listeners try to deny what they have heard too, for
Hickev represents the icy death-dealer of their own addictions. When
Hickeyv is taken away by the police who, disguised, have been in the bar,
all the drunks but Larry try to excuse him, saying he was insane. They
try to pretend they were only humoring him, that they had no real hopes
of changing all along. They sink into drink and partying as they had
before Hickey arrived. Only Larry understands fully the icy death that
Hickey was selling; only he understands that Hickey finally sold his soul
to the Devil, to the ultimate Moneylender, for a pipe dream of absolute
freedom to drink that brings only death instead. And Larry, unable to
choose life, stares blankly at the wall in bitter self-derision as the play
ends.

Just as the inflation of the pipe dream feeds the addiction of the
characters in 7he lceman Cometh, so does the way they relate to guilt.
Either they identify with guilt as do the drunks who drink to forget their
guilt, or they identify with guiltlessness as did the codependent wife,
Evelyn, whose love was so martyred and sacrificial that she seems almost
inhuman, shadowless and unreal. She, too, is in denial of addiction.
Hickey, the pivotal character, shows these two sides in the conflict that
drives him crazy. First he feels so totally guilty for abusing his wife that
he murders her to end the pain. But the result is the cold, pathological
guiltlessness of the iceman who feels remorse no more. This play of
opposites around guilt is a feature typical in relationships patterned in
the addict/codependent mold. The addict typically plays the “guilty
one” the morning after succumbing to the addiction. But while the
addict 1s drinking or using or gambling or romancing, he or she is in a
state of denial that does not acknowledge the guilt. The partner who is
the co-addict (addicted to controlling and blaming the addict) also
alternates between the guiltless self-justification of the martyr who is
sacrificing for this “‘no good,” and a terrible guilt for having failed in the
relationship to “‘save’ the partner. In this pattern the codependent gets
a feeling of power and virtuousness from the addict’s guilt and depen-
dency while the addict depends on the co-addict for survival and often
projects his own strength and goodness on the partner. A vicious cycle of
guilt and the Moneylender’s promise of relicf from the pain of this guilt
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ensues, and neither party faces directly the paradoxical nature of the
union of opposites in their human condition.

The following story of a rock musician shows how the “high’ of severe
drug and love addiction can be transformed into a serene and centered
life. It emphasizes how the Monevlender’s seductive offer of euphoria
colludes with the Romantic’s wish for ecstasv and merger in a paradisal
Garden of Eden. But it also shows the enormous debt of guilt incurred
from the Monevlender who, for this man, had a feminine image, The
White Lady.® Although the man who told this story nearly died of his
addiction, through his intensive commitment to the work of recovery via
the twelve steps and zazen (Zen meditation), he 1s now free of his
bondage to The White Lady, the former mistress of his addiction to
cocaine and romance.

Michael’s early family historv is tvpical for many addicts. There was
some addiction on the paternal side; his grandfather was an alcoholic and
his father reacted by being a compulsive worker (workaholic). The
immediate family patterns were also dysfunctional. Everything at home
revolved around taking care of his mother, who was subject to devastating
hysterical fits. As a small bov he found this very frightening: he felt not
only abandoned and helpless but also responsible for rescuing her. To
this also was added the confusion of being spoiled and overprotected by
his mother. The father was away from home much of the ume, and his
emotional energy went into protecting and trving to please the mother.
If he fought with his mother, he was always held in the wrong by his
father too. Michael was caught in the conflict of wanting to protect his
mother, but also felt angry. The resulting guilt and confusion was
enormous.

He had his first ““drink™ at ten at a party given by his parents. He
liked neither the taste nor the effect—it made him feel sick. But he
wanted to drink because he wanted to be “cool” and join in with older
bovs. At thirteen a friend gave him some Dexedrine and Benzedrine,
bought on the streets. These drugs made him teel powerful and in
control. They gave him a grand feeling about himself. With drugs, he
didn’t need other people. At fourteen he first tried cocaine and immedi-
ately loved it. ““It was euphoric, and I was getting away with something I
wasn't supposed to do. It was a way of rebelling against my possessive
mother.” He remembers the thrill of driving around in a stolen car; it
was a romantic fecling that he later associated with the seduction of the
Demon Lover.
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Even more powerful than the allure of drugs was the allure of women.
“T'he woman in my life was always a ‘drug’ to me.”” In his teen years
Michael had two long-term relationships. During this time he described
his drinking and drug usage as minimal. But when the second relation-
ship broke up, he went full fire for drugs, smoking much marijuana and
taking LLSD every day. Both drugs and women were addictive for him.
“T'hey got me out of myself, crased reality, and 1 didn’t have to deal
with who I was. My fears were gone.” The drugs had another advantage
for him, too. They rclieved him of his parents’ possessiveness, a heavy
burden for many only children. “When I took the drugs I was out of my
parents’ power. | felt free.” Although he was extremely bright and
gifted, due to his drug usage his grades were poor, so he quit school and
angrily retaliated against his parents for not paying for his education. He
wanted to be a musician, but he was not serious about practicing music.

At twenty-two he met “‘the great love of his life,”” a woman he married
the following vear. Soon they were in a typically addictive relationship:
he was the wild acting-out romantic drug user while she became the
practical martyred judge who kept control and maintained order.

During the sixties he made a conscious decision to be ‘“high.” A
hippie, he played drums in rock and roll bands and was part of the
conscientious objector movement protesting injustices—the war in Viet-
nam and the conditions in the Watts and fillmore ghettos. But being high
was his major goal.

I smoked marijuana like cigarettes. It changed my reality, mellowed me
out. Everything was cool. My philosophy was ‘Don’t bug me, I'm OK.’
Being high was a career.

Since he was constantly high, he noticed very little about what was going
on in his marriage and neglected his wife. But underneath this apparent
lack of concern was an enormous sense of guilt, which the marijuana,
like a good soft carth mother, covered over and mellowed out.

When he broke his leg in a motorcvcele accident, Michael’s addiction
took over his life. Lving around in a body cast, he was totally dependent.
He was on welfare, and his wife was taking care of him. All day long he
smoked dope, joint after joint. Now it was really a “*habit.”

After recovering from the accident he joined a band that was backed
by a drug dealer who was all too eager to have the musicians plaving on
a high. With a new unlimited access to cocaine, it became his drug of
choice, and it helped him to escape. Bv now Michael had given himsclf
up to The White Lady and could no longer hear the music in his heart.
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Cocaine was The White Lady, the one woman who never says no. I could
always depend on it, or so I thought at the time. It’s a romantic drug. It’s
an aphrodisiac and induces sexual prowess. When I had my cocaine
evervthing was OK. So it became my drug of choice and a habit. It made
me feel “up.” First things first—getting it became the most important
thing. The physical process of snorting, the head mucus, all that was
important. Snorting made me feel erotic and eventually compulsively
erotic. So having sex with many women became part of my addiction.
Sensual feeling was my priority. At first climaxes were easy and great. But
later they were hard to get and hold onto. Later, too, I couldn’t hold onto
a thought. I was so toxic I couldn’t pay attention to anything except
cocaine and sex. In the end I even lost sex because i1t became difficult to
reach orgasm with a partner. Physically it was difficult to climax because
of the toxicity. I was snorting a quarter ounce of cocaine a day. When |
masturbated the first orgasm came fast, but then, as happened eventually
with a line of cocaine, the effect was short-lived and I would have to repeat
the process over and over again for hours and hours. I was snorting every
couple of minutes always chasing the high. I was sick! I had to take so
much cocaine I couldn’t take enough. Finally, I wasn’t eating. I couldn’t
sleep. I'd be up five days and nights in a row. I was grouchy and then I'd
be in tears, nervously breaking down, crying in front of my wife and
daughter because [ felt so powerless and trapped in a vicious cycle of
addiction. I knew I was dying. But I kept trying to cover it all up with
more drugs and beer. I gained a lot of weight from drinking beer, but my
whole physical system was suffering from malnutrition.

Emotionally, the shame was overwhelming. On the recording scene,
hookers were always available, paid for by the drug-dealing manager. I was
betraying my wife and myself. [ knew I didn’t want to be doing this, but I
couldn’t stop doing it. I felt trapped because I didn’t see a way out. 1
didn’t think I could go through the withdrawal. If I had to take all these
drugs to be even remotely “‘sane’ and function, to get off them would be
fatal. I was afraid that I'd explode and go crazy and die, that my body
would burst and I'd jump out of my skin.

The turning point came for him one night when his wife calmly
confronted him. She said it simply: I can’t live with a drug addict
anymore.” T'his ume Michael knew she meant it. Before she had
begged, cajoled, nagged, threatened, withheld love and sex. 'lo her
desperate pleas, he would lie about what he had done, promising to
change and be different the next day. As a codependent, she was hooked
into her side of the dysfunctional relationship, accepting the deception.
But this time he knew she was fed up and meant what she was saying.
So, he went to a doctor who recommended he go to Narcotics Anonymous
(NA). A few days later he went to a meeting and immediately knew he
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was in the nght place. He knew the people there were all drug addicts
like himself, but they weren’t using. Although he didn’t get off all the
drugs immediately, he continued to go to meetings. When he got a
sponsor and started to work the twelve steps, eventually he was able to
stop using. This is his view of the effectiveness of the twelve-step
program.

With a client suffering from substance abuse any therapist who doesn’t
explore the possibility of finding recovery in a twelve-step program is
wasting the tme of therapy: the addiction must be treated first, directly
and on a daily basis, and no therapist has the same power as God. The
twelve-step program is a springboard for spiritual practice. But the chal-
lenge it gives to many is to go further. Keeping the foundation of twelve-
step meetings on a regular basis is the essential groundwork for any addict.
And they are an excellent basis for creativity. But, for me, combining the
twelve steps with Zen meditation and Jungian individuation work has been
a powerfully deep transformer.

After Michael had some “clean time” and his mind and body cleared
up, he was able to see that he had to face his addiction as a disecase—a
combination of physical, emotional, and spiritual factors. Looking back
he could see that as the addiction progressed, he had stopped feeling
the music he had inside him. With all his energy directed toward getting
the drugs, he had none left for either love or creativity. At the same time
he now felt that without drugs he couldn’t play at all. Toward the end he
had even lost the capacity to have the “high” for which he had given up
his soul, and he was in deep bondage to the Moneylender. The intense
feeling of shame and guilt from which he suffered are symptomatic of
the exorbitant interest demanded by this inner figure in the psyche.

At a later point in his recovery, he began analysis and his initial dream
showed that guilt was an overriding issue. In the dream he was in a
department store to return a sweater he had purchased. He had lost the
receipt and was worried that he would be accused of stealing the sweater.
Some of his possessions were also in the store. At the desk was an older
woman who was authoritative, judgmental, and suspicious. Even though
he had not stolen he felt guilty, not knowing how to explain why his
things were in the store. But he fought the guilty feelings in order to
retrieve his things. In the dream there was also a helpful figure, a
younger woman who was sympathetic and more trusting. At first he
thought the dream was insignificant. But the accusing, judgmental
woman Kkept appearing in his dreams, just as angry and scolding as he
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had experienced his wife in the days of his using and his mother when
he was a child. Reflecting on his childhood, he realized he had received
a mixed message from his parents: “You’re our good little boy, but you
do things the wrong way.”” From this he had concluded he couldn’t ever
please them, and in reaction he tried to fill this hole of hurt with drugs
and love. Now, as the guilt-provoking woman kept reappearing in his
dreams, he had to look within to find and confront that judgmental figure
in himself. In a later dream this actually happened. In this dream his
wife was making cross-stitches on a masklike face. As he watched his
wife’s hands at work, light danced over the mask-face so he could see it
clearly. Just then the same authoritative lady from the initial dream
appeared, and he realized she was part of himself and also the mask.
When he realized she was part of himself, he understood he could direct
her actions. In the process of talking with this inner figure, he began to
feel more confident and free. Finally she agreed to leave the place of
power behind the desk and to be easier on him, to let go and not be so
demanding.

This judging guilt-provoking woman was an inner figure that had
formed developmentally from his upbringing. But she was also one of
the faces of a mask for the Moneylender to whom he had sold his soul in
the forms of both his drug and love addictions, which made him feel
guilty all the ume.

Guilt was my constant companion—for vears and vears. One might say
that the addiction fed off incessant guilt, a vicious cycle of guilt and the
Monevlender’s promise of relief from the pain of this guilt. For me it was
very important to understand this vicious circle inherent in my days of
using: Feel guilty about wanting to use. Feel guilty about spending money
to use. Feel guilty about using. Feel guilty about the aftereffects of using.
I'eel guilty about lving about using. The only cure—use more! Stop using
tOMOrrow.

As Michael worked on the steps in his NA program, he cleared away the
debris of excessive guilt. He began to become more honest with himself,
and his obsession to use drugs was lifted. 'laking responsibility for his
own negative feclings, he made amends for the emotional debts he
owed. He also participated actively in the twelfth step, work of service—
volunteering at recovery houses, speaking at mectings, and helping
others as he himself had been helped. He gave of his new understanding
about the discase of addiction by going to San Quentin prison and
helping chair some NA mectings there. All of this service, in turn,
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helped him. For it reminded him of what it had been like to use drugs
and constantly alerted him to his own denial.

Although he had loosened the grip of the Moneylender over his drug
addiction, he was stll in bondage through his obsession with being
loved. About three vears into his recovery, his wife, who had been
working on her own addiction of codependency through Al-Anon, de-
cided she wanted to leave. T'he threat of separation threw him down the
abvss to a new bottom. For underneath his drug addiction lay a far deeper
addiction to love. Had he not, after all, given up the drugs for his wife
and to try to save the relationship? Now he had to look deeply within
himself. Suicidal thoughts overwhelmed him. The cravings for drugs and
alcohol, which had been lifted earlier through his work on the twelve
steps, reappeared.

Because he had been so fully committed in his twelve-step work and
knew it had worked to transform his drug addiction, Michael had faith
that it could work on this much deeper and more difficult addiction. So
he got a new sponsor and reworked the steps, with the focus on his
dependency on women, and doubled his efforts at NA meetings. Before
the decision to separate was made, the couple had decided to go into
therapy with a Jungian orientation so they could see what their dreams
were saying about their relationship and about the inner growth process
of each one scparately. For a short time they came together; then each
decided to work individually. In therapy he looked within to sece the
developmental reasons for his excessive dependency, and he realized he
had been projecting his capacity for love on his wife and on women in
general rather than secing the love in himself and taking responsibility
for it.

After giving up drugs, he had decided to leave the world of rock
music, for it i1s a dangerous place for a recovering addict. But he knew
that as his recovery progressed he would be playing from the heart and
would enjoy it—something the drugs had made impossible for him
before. Now, in recovery, he had begun to experience life itself as
creative. This creative process became aligned with his own unique
individuation process. "T'he practice of meditation helped him see things
better, particularly how guilt had kept him in a vicious circle of addic-
tion—to both drugs and to love relationships. In order to ease the guilt,
Michael had made half-hearted apologies but had not truly amended to
change his life. When his partner, through the guilt of her own codepen-
dency, accepted the apology also half-heartedly, then the two were
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hooked in the vicious circle of half-truths. He came to see that if either
partner accepts a romantic projection that is related to addiction, it hooks
the other in the addictive cycle. (Wanting to be #¢ ‘“‘anima woman’ or
the “‘inspiring animus guide” are examples of such addictive inflation.)
Only a whole-hearted commitment, without hidden resentment and
power drives, could break the cycle of addictive love. As he said,
“Addiction 1s a family disease and recovery can begin anywhere in the
circle—recovery starts when one person refuses to go along with the
denial game.”

When his wife left, three years into his recovery, Michael was forced
to get to the deeper layers of his addictions, because then his addiction
to her was revealed. In the beginning he tried to avoid this revelation
through the quick fix of developing crushes on other women. At the
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