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INTRODUCTION

Our title contains a pun. Jung is pronounced “Yung” in Swiss-
er-Deutsch. Tales for Jung Folk has a very odd history indeed. In
1973 I began to have some very interesting dreams that I found I
could complete upon awakening by the “active imagination”
process. Creative imagination, of course, is nurtured far more in
artistic persons than in the average man, who does not know how
to utilize it. The mechanic would not throw away his tools, the
draftsman his board and T-square, and the manual laborer
would do nothing to harm his meal-ticket, his own body. Similarly
an artist would never toss out a valuable dream upon awakemng
For an artist—whether painter, writer, or musician—recognizes
imagination to be the wellspring, the very origin, of what he
creates, whether it be a painting, a play, or a song. So in sleeping,
creative persons are unconsciously alert—if I may use a paradox-
ical phrase—to the creative potentiality of a dream. Thus while
asleep a dramatist may watch a play, as a spectator in the dream’s
audience; a sculptor may see a form he has never seen in life and
“remember” it from the dream; a painter may see an image or a
combination of colors that will inspire him to putit on canvas; and
a song-writer may hear the notes and lyric in his head while
dreaming. All of this inspiration occurs in what I call the Dream
Castle, or the unconscious mind, described in the first tale.

To his undying credit, Jung was the first psychologist to regard
the unconscious as more than a mine for clues to neurotic symp-
toms, as in psychoanalysis generally, or as a source of unending
nightly nonsense—the lay attitude towards dreams. Indeed,
Jung restored to the unconscious and to the dream the spiritual
status that it had in such great traditions as Egypt at the time of
the pyramids, or Greece of the dream-diviners and soothsayers.
These ancient priests and priestesses were our first psychologists,
for they interpreted dreams, and the entire community’s well-
being depended upon what they saw, whether for good or ill.
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‘T'hroughout history, those cultures which have revered the
dream have attained the highest spiritual development, as in
Egypt and Greece. Later in Renaissance Europe, the same spiri-
tual tradition was to surface again, disguised as a chemical process
for transmuting lead; whereas in reality the gross lead trans-
formed into gold was no less than the consciousness of the al-
chemist and his soror, the crucial feminine partner in the process.
More probably there was no “wife” involved, she being symbolic
of the feminine unconscious, counterpart to masculine, rational
consciousness. Or even more likely, as Jung has pointed out in his
three monumental works on alchemy, the soror, without whom
the transformation of consciousness is incomplete, is the anima,
the feminine “archetype” residing in the male unconscious, be-
stower of all the psychic qualities that balance rational
consciousness.

Any discussion of Jungian psychology is incomplete without
mention of the archetypes, which are formless unconscious quan-
tities which acquire conscious qualities of various forms. According
to Jung, “the term ‘archetype’ is often misunderstood as meaning
certain definite mythological images or motifs. But these are
nothing more than conscious representations; it would be absurd
to assume that such variable representations could be inherited.
The archetype is a tendency to form such representations of a
motif—representations that can vary a great deal in detail with-
out losing their basic pattern.” (Jung, Man and His Symbols)

As to the “basic pattern,” or form of the archetypes, it “might
perhaps be compared to the axial system of a crystal, which, as it
were, preforms the crystalline structure in the mother liquid,
although it has no material existence of its own. This first appears
according to the specific way in which the ions and molecules
aggregate. The archetype in itself is empty and purely formal,
nothing but . . . a possibility of representation which is given a
priori. The representations themselves are not inherited, only the
forms. ...”

Thus, the active imagination process is a method whereby the
formless archetypes in the “mother liquid” of the unconscious
“crystallize,” or acquire manifest forms. In Analytical Psychology:
Its Theory and Practice, Jung states that “active imagination means
that the images have a life of their own, and that the symbolic
events develop according to their own loglc—that is, of course, if
your conscious reason does not interfere.” Active imagination is a
psychic state, therefore, in which conscious and unconscious
minds are cooperating fully, as in the alchemical process, to
produce the “gold,” the images with a “life of their own.”

This gold is the aurum non vulg:, not the material, common
gold, but a psychic gold, the images that are the fount, as I said
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before, of all arts for the creative person. The active imagination
process is valuable for all readers, whether or not they are crea-
tive, because it enables the archetypes to come through from the
unconscious and make themselves known to consciousness. I use
the word them to describe the archetypes because they behave
exactly like persons, possessing a psychic life of their own, inde-
pendent of the conscious mind and the ego whether or not the
conscious mind chooses to recognize them and accept them into con-
sciousness. Jung’s great intuition and contribution to psychology
was to delineate the archetypes and to demonstrate in an empir-
ical way precisely how through projection, with case studies based
upon dream interpretation, the archetypes took over the con-
scious mind, usurping the ego’s proper autonomy, so that these
“autonomous complexes,” as Jung calls them, piped the tune to
consciousness. The implications for a human life are devastating!
For at every turn the life is out of control, purposeless, subject to
moods, rages, depressions, inflations, so that one’s life resembles
a tiny ship tossed willy-nilly on the breast of a great ocean. And,
indeed, that metaphor is apt for the conscious mind, also fre-
quently described as the tip of an iceberg, and that part of the
mind below water—the unconscious—drops down to the un-
fathomable depths. Whereas, when the ego accepts into partial
consciousness the other members of the psychic family, the arche-
types, then that unconscious sea works in harmony with the tiny
ship of consciousness, which then can sail on a course of higher
purpose, aided by unconscious currents. And from those mysteri-
ous depths, consciousness may retrieve, untarnished by time, the
golden treasures of the Self.

“Who or what are these archetypes?” says the conscious mind,
alarmed, if never before having heard such dire threats to its
autonomy as | have described (perhaps too poetically for the
scientific mind). Well, dear reader, there is for one your shadow,
repository of all your worst characteristics, swept as it were under
the rug of consciousness, only to emerge again in unguarded
moments. And when the shadow usurps consciousness, we have
the criminal, “into” confrontation, we might say, as a way of life.
By contrast, your Self will direct your loftiest aspirations, fulfill-
ing—if selfhood is attained—your spiritual potential. And your
most ecstatic moments in life—when you are in love—will come
from the archetypes of animus or anima. So you see, the arche-
types are not to be feared, but to be welcomed by the conscious
mind; therefore, the method of active imagination (along with
dream recall and dream analysis) is the best method for bringing
the archetypes to the surface of consciousness, in order to live in
harmony with them.
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Many years ago, while teaching a course in Robert Frost to
college sophomores, I had a dream that the text of Frost poems
was open before me, and one particularly struck my fancy be-
cause I could not recall having seen it before. I read it several
times, and then in that rare state of cooperation that can occur
with consciousness in the dream, I thought, “Well, if the poem is
not one of Frost’s, despite its being here in his collected works, I
shall memorize it and have it for my own when I awaken.” Where-
upon, I read it several times, awakened, and wrote it down ver-
batim, the result of which you see below.

I had thought that something rocky
Would stand against the sea,

But wave on wave brought the land down,
Cliff and dune tumbled in,
Sand and rubble showered me,
Surely all would fall to sea.

I had thought the scene empty,
Yet something glinted sun—

The fragile nets of gve fishermen.
Casting when waters outrun,
Letting surf swirl nets in,

They catch a rhythm of life—and men.

Today I stand in the throat of the sea,
Watching waves work for them,
But what when man is alone,

And sea strives but to drag him in?

“Are you here always?” I call to them.
“Always, always,” say the men.

Now the fascinating thing about this poem is that it symbolically
(and quite unconsciously, since I was asleep at the time) describes
the way in which it was created by the unconscious. The first
stanza presents consciousness as land, a shoreline against which
the unconscious sea begins to erode. The next stanza presents five
fishermen, the five senses, sensation, the other way of perception
besides intuition. Utilizing the waters of the unconscious, “They
catch a rhythm of life—and men.” This rhythm, or harmony
between the men of the land, the five senses of consciousness, and
the waters of the unconscious, retrieves in its net the poem itself!
The final stanza presents the ego in the form of the “I” narrator,
who fears “when man is alone,/ And sea strives but to drag him
in.” The ego seeks reassurance that it will not be overwhelmed
and calls to the men, “Are you here always?” The answer is
reassuring and at the same time ominous, as if these “men,” who
can stand so easily “in the throat of the sea,” were at last not men
but the archetypes of the collective unconscious.
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My next profound encounter with the unconscious occurred in
a dream in which I knew I was very deeply asleep and yet con-
sciously aware. Recognizing this to be the conscious sleep coveted
by the mystics, I mentally asked the meaning of all life, and was
given a wisdom symbol which is beyond the scope of this book, but
which appears in my book Tarot Revelations in the chapter “The
Caduceus Reading.”

And so, having received previously these two treasures from
the unconscious, I was not surprised that, while in preparation
for a course called “Pathways of Individuation,” I began to have
dreams in the form of fairytales which were not always complete
in the dream state, but which I “finished” in the hypnogogic state
between sleep and wakening.

This period in my life when these dreams began to come was
particularly enriching because 1 had just begun the collaboration
with Joseph Campbell on Tarot Revelations, and new revelations
were appearing about the Tarot on almost a daily basis. These
revelations were thanks to Joseph Campbell, because at the time
he was directing me—almost like a physical manifestation of the
Self—on my path of individuation. Particularly rewarding were
Jung’s three volumes on alchemy which Campbell had given me,
and in these I found the alchemical pictures which suggested my
theory of the alchemical origins of the twenty-two cards of the
Tarot’s Major Arcana. In Tarot and You (1971) I had presented the
correlation of Jung and Tarot (since copied by others without
credit to me), utilizing the free-association technique of psychol-
ogy integrated with an awareness of the Jungian archetypes.
Furthermore, I introduced in that volume the Jungian Spread, a
mandala-like layout of cards which included positions for the
shadow and animus/a, two inner archetypes which tend to usurp
consciousness when not partially integrated. Even today, twelve
years later, I still feel that the Jungian Spread is the most valid way
to read the cards since it is a microcosm of the pathway of indi-
viduation, a reading not just for the particular moment in time
when the reading occurs, but a life-reading from birth to death.

As the reader can see, I am interested in whatever methods
open a channel for the wisdom of the archetypes of the collecuve
unconscious to come through to consciousness, be it dream, active
imagination, or free-associating with Tarot cards. Incidentally,
any association of Tarot with the Devil or evil-doing I reject out of
hand as products of a superstitious mind. I am interested in
psychology, not the occult. Albeit that the human mind does have
its dark side, the way to throw light upon it is integration of the
dangerous unconscious elements, not by rejecting it as evil and
opposing psychoanalysis, as certain religions have done in the
name of so-called goodness.
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At the same time I was doing my readings in alchemy, Joseph
Campbell, who has written on the value of fairytales in The Flight
of the Wild Gander, was directing me to the von Franz studies, An
Introduction to the Interpretation of Fairy Tales and Problems of the
Feminine in Fairy Tales, in which she, as Jung had done, was using
examples from fairytales to clarify her analysis of the archetypes.
It was then that I realized I might have a potential book, for each
story coming through by active imagination was illustrating a particular
archetype. 1f the whole family of archetypes would eventually -
manifest then I would have a publishable volume. Back in the
early 1970’s I submitted the first tales to Hugh Van Dusen of
Harper and Row. He was most encouraging and told me to go
ahead and write the other stories, whereupon I had to tell him
that I was not writing the stories, they were writing themselves,
and only God (or the Self) knew when the next would manifest.
Well, this is not the kind of news an editor likes to hear, of course,
but Hugh said he would wait lest impatience spoil the pudding.

In the interim, I started my own publishing house, Vernal
Equinox Press, from my birthday on March 21st, with Tarot
Revelations as the first title. The tales took a long time coming—
ten years—and except for “The Four Rings,” which contains
many conscious elements, such as the riddles, are all the product
of active imagination. The stories appear in the order in which
they came from the unconscious. It is my fondest hope that many
of my readers will be stimulated to open their own minds to the
unconscious by the active imagination process.

Lastly, in writing these tales I was aware that many of the
readers would know nothing of the archetypes, and at the same
time, there was available no text on Jungian psychology for either
hlgh school or college students. Therefore, a primer was added to
each story explaining as simply as p0581ble the marvellous mem-
bers of the mind’s family, the archetypes of the collective un-
conscious. Jung had once written, “My life has been singularly
poor in outward happenings. I cannot tell much about them, for
it would strike me as hollow and insubstantial. I can understand
myself only in the light of inner happenings. It is these that make
up the singularity of my life. . . .”
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THE DREAM CASTLE

Once upon a time there was a castle created by a Great
Magician to hide a Great Mystery. When people came to the
castle they were dreaming, but the secret of the Great Mys-
tery was that when they were dreaming, they were actually
awake. And when they were awake, they slept, ever so
soundly in the web of illusion known as The World, which
the Great Magician had woven.

The Dream Castle was created by the Great Magician at
the wedding of Time and Space. If you have a map made
before the wedding of Time and Space, you know how to
find the castle because sometimes it is in one place and
sometimes 1in another, and sometimes it 1s in more than one
place at once, because it is Nowhere, but Everywhen.

Through all the centuries that time had been piling up
dust in the castle, only a very few knew they were awake
when they dreamed, and these were The Awakened Ones.
Because they were awake they could call on all the dreams of
all time, and they could know them and make them their
own dreams. And so the Awakened Ones grew as they
absorbed all the dreams of their own universes, and then
began on the dreams of other universes.

Once upon another time, when one of the Awakened
Ones had absorbed all the universal dreams, he would then
have the power of the Great Magician and would create a
universe himself, and in it he would have his own Dream
Castle to hide his own Great Mystery—of course, not the
same mystery that the Great Magician had created; for once
One Awakens to a mystery it is no longer a mystery and is
never used again.

In the castle lived the Dreams. Many were the personal
dreams of the Living Dead and the Dying Living. Graves are
great places for dreaming. After centuries of flowers and
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torgetful rains the tiny, inconsequential dreams are washed
away and certain Big Dreams remain to be told and retold,
sung anew in each spring rain and spun of silver like the web
of time, constantly reborn as the dead re-create themselves
through the living.

There were so many dreams in the Dream Castle that they
could never be counted. As stars in the sky have many
worlds, so the countless generations had dreamed on and
on—the lifetime dreams of one man on one planet myriad
as stars in the sky.

Everyman’s dreams were in the castle. They would never
be lost or forgotten, only undreamed. If a man wanted to
visit a particular dream a million years hence, it would still
be there for him, unchanged but changing; for as soon as a
dream 1s dreamed it has its own life and can grow and
become Big just like its dreamer. Or so it seemed, for the
Great Magician’s magic was such that neither dream or
dreamer would ever be able to tell whether the dreamer had
dreamed the dream, or whether the dream had dreamed
the dreamer.

Just as the Dream Castle was the storehouse of Every-
man’s dream, so too were stored there the dreams of All
Time. The dreams of Time were eternal, for Time exists all
at once; yet the Great Magician had made men see time as
moments that washed over their eyes, ceaseless as the waves
of the sea.

The Eternal Dreams of Time were gigantic, their legs
stretching out into other dimensions of other worlds, so that
they walked a path strewn with stars through a ‘million
universes at once, and had something in common with each
one, while their arms reached out endlessly in time to other
times when the Eternal Dreams were dreaming timelessly.
The Wise Old Man—the Ancient of Days—was there, his
beard wagging to every windy universe, his staff still sup-
porting him though his spirit had long since given up need
of his decrepit frame.

But for anyone in the world, the castle will always be
there. Even when the Great Clock of Time has rusted its
hands and stopped forever. And even if it is not in the place
that you look, it will be in another, or more than one, for
each of us has a Big Dream waiting there to awaken those
who would become Awakened Ones.
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Primer for “The Dream Castle”

Welcome to the Dream Castle, and welcome also to the psychol-
ogy of Jung. The Dream Castle is a metaphor for the unconscious
mind, but it is conscious, however, in a paradoxical way, in that it
has a purpose and seemingly exerts control over the conscious
mind.

Every Castle has a treasure, and the treasure in the Dream
Castle, or the unconscious mind, is the dreaming Self. Jung has
called the Self, a “God-image.” The awareness of the dreaming
Self is in reality greater than that of one awake because to be
awake is to perceive the world by means of the five senses, and
modern biology and physics has taught us that the perceived
world is illusionary. For example, the human eye is programed,
so-to-speak, by the brain not to see certain frequencies of “reality”
viewed by the eye. Thus, that reality is never registered by the
brain, and it is as if the eye never “saw” that reality.

In teaching us about another order of reality, “The Dream
Castle,” therefore, is not so much a tale as a parable. In the same
way, Jungian psychology does not regard dreams as neurotic
symptoms of the disturbed psyche, as in traditional Freudian
psychology, but as pathways, adventurous trails, yellow-brick-
roads to higher consciousness. In Jungian psychology, dreams
have a “meaning” transcending the illness, the disturbed psyche,
and even the interpretation of the dream itself. That meaning is
that the dream world is itself eternal, being “Everywhen” but
“Nowhere,” not of space/time’s illusionary world of atoms and
molecules. Now since the dream world is created by the un-
conscious mind, which is itself non-material, then can we not
imagine that the creator of the dream, the dreaming Self, is
eternal also?

When the conscious mind becomes aware of the unconscious
mind and knows that it is dreaming, then one is Awakened, a state
of unconscious consciousness sought after and cherished in the
East, but totally neglected in the West except among proponents
of Jungian psychology. Very often we get hints, while in the
Dream Castle, about our lives and what to do with them; hence
the unconscious is conscious, demonstrating that each life has a
particular purpose, unique for that individual alone. The term Big
Dream is used by Jungians to describe dreams so powerful in
their impact, so beautiful in eftect, that we are left ever after with
a sense of awe. Big Dreams occur when the Self in the psyche is
creating changes that occur first on the unconscious or inner
plane, and then manifest in changes in the life itself. In other
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words, the old life no longer fits, like an outworn shoe, and a new
awareness, and perhaps a complete transformation of conscious-
ness begins to emerge. Thus the importance of writing down
these dreams and keeping open a line to the unconscious mind,
without which we cannot grow and evolve to the fullest extent of
our individual humanity. No other psychological method offers
as great a chance for personal evolution as Jungian psychology.
By contrast Freudian psychology is inclined to focus not upon the
future potential of the individual, but upon the particulars of the
past life which contributed to the present illness or unhappiness.
This perpetuates the fixation within the family circle. The ulti-
mate goal of Freudian psychology is to fit the individual back into
society, functioning as happily as possible. Jungian psychology
promulgates discovery, change, and the growth of new conscious-
ness; hence the individual journey is of greater importance than
social functioning, even though it may lead to personal confron-
tations with society.

The clues, therefore, to new psychic growth are taken from the
unconscious in the form of the archetypal language of Big
Dreams in the Dream Castle. Knowing how to interpret the
archetypes of the collective unconscious is important to each one
of us in order to know how to trim our sails to the way the psyche’s
wind 1s blowing. In other words, if we fight change with great
resistance, clinging to traditions that no longer suit us, out of fear
or stubborness, the unconscious will be the first to let us know,
through the message of the dream, that something is wrong.
Another way to discover the role of the unconscious in influenc-
ing our lives is to observe the effects of the archetypes in our daily
routines, particularly in interpersonal relationships. We may be-
lieve that we are functioning consciously, but in reality the
archetypes are piping the tune from the unconscious. The ego
resists recognition of the archetypes, because it likes to think of
itself as the whole show, whereas we are a “family” of unconscious
figures (the archetypes) and an aloof ego.

Knowing how the archetypes affect our relationships with
others ultimately leads to our acquiring real autonomy in inter-
personal situations, so that our emotional needs are met and not
neglected. But perhaps the most valuable function of the arche-
types is to provide a way of discovering and then living out our
personal myth. Ever seeking to fulfill their urge towards con-
scious expression, the archetypes become manifest to the con-
scious mind when we permit our creative potentialities full reign;
then one has a sense of purpose and fulfillment, the archetypes
providing the clear channel from the unconscious to the con-
scious mind. The following tales will present specific archetypes,
depicted in appropriately symbolic garb.



Primer: Archetypes and the Unconscious / 17

“The Dream Castle” begins this book because no one can gain
self-knowledge without first discovering the nature of his own
personal unconscious. If one permits his dreams to speak for him,
he will discover both his strengths and his inadequacies, the latter
being the archetype of the shadow, which we shall explore in the
next tale, “Ruckus in the Well.” Without renewal from the uncon-
scious well-spring of life, libido energy is attenuated, and we fall
into depression. Without awareness of our worst traits we become
possessed by them. Knowledge acquired in the Dream Castle,
however, may correct an imbalance on the side of consciousness,
and set us aright again.

Our dreams are our creations, and, therefore, our responsibil-
ity. We must own up to what is in them. They do not just happen
to us—we create them as a cooperative act of the archetypal
family working through consciousness. So too, the events of our
lives seem to merely happen, whereas if we can awaken from that
illusion, we can see how each daily event is orchestrated by the
total psyche, including the unconscious, indeed, even the so-
called chance happenings, wherein Jungians recognize the desire
of the psyche to cause the event to “happen,” to which cause and
effect they give the name synchronicity.

Dreams possess their own dynamism. Nothing in the universe
is static. Once dreamed, a dream changes upon recall, and then
transforms itself again when again recalled. The dreamer is
changed by the dream, and the dream by the dreamer, so that
neither is the same again; for the dream is the unconscious of
man, his deathless, universal dimension transcending space and
time. A clock can rust its hands and stop, but not time. Time exists
all at once, open at both ends, without beginning or end. Of
course, we could not function in the present if we did not perceive
time as a series of moments that “happen” to us, washing over our
eyes, “ceaseless as the waves of the sea.”

The Big Dreams in the Dream Castle await those who would
become Awakened Ones. The Big Dreams awaken us. They tell
us that our little lives are part of a greater Life, in which each of us
has a role to play in creating the Universe by our Dreaming. The
cover illustration for this book, the same illustration facing our
next tale, “Ruckus in the Well,” depicts two creations, first that of
the Great Magician “creating the web of illusion known as the
world.” The Great Magician is another name for God, Whom we
cannot see, since He has hidden himself so cleverly in the Great
Mystery He has created, but He manifests also as Father Time,
with hourglass and scythe, reaping the days of our lives after “the
beginning of creation, reckoned from the moment when Father
Time set the cosmic clock to spinning, impelling the stars on their
solitary journey across forever.”
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‘

‘.. .whoever looks into the mirror of the water will see first
of all his own face.” —C.G. Jung

RUCKUS IN THE WELL

Once upon a time in a very pleasant little town called
Once Was, there lived a little old man at the bottom ot a well.
Since the well was the source of life-giving water for the
entire town, sooner or later during a day, everyone in the
town came to the well for a refreshing draught, or to fill a
bucket to carry home for bathing or cooking. This was just
what the little man liked best, for no one ever stopped at the
well without addressing a few polite words of acknowledg-
ment to the little man, who was known simply as Ruckus. Of
course, no one could hear his response, since the well was
very deep, but they could see him peering up and they knew
by his gestures and prancing that he knew they recognized
him.

In those days, the well water was crystal clear, probably
because its constant use caused the deep spring that fed it to
pour in new waters each day.

How long Ruckus had been at the bottom of the well no
one could remember. Mrs. Oak, who was the oldest woman
in Once Was, could remember her grandmother telling her
about Ruckus even as a “tad,” as the youngsters of the town
were called. Ruckus went back to the beginning of creation,
reckoned from the moment when Father Time set the cos-
mic clock to spinning, impelling the stars on their solitary
journey across forever.

Ruckus was the ugliest man who had ever been, but no
one seemed to mind very much. “There’s a little of Ruckus
in everyone,” was a saying in the town. Each day when the
townspeople came to the well for their water, they always
saw in Ruckus something of themselves. If the little boy had
stolen from the cook’s jampot while her back was turned, he
certainly would see jam on Ruckus’ fingers. The little girl
who had pulled the cat’s tail would flounce up to the well
sassy as you please, but while she hauled up the bucket, there
was Ruckus looking like the nastiest imp that ever lived. No
child ever left the well unchastened. “The better for it,” as
the grownups would say.
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But Ruckus was good for them too, as they all knew. The
burgher who had charged his neighbor too dearly saw a
pantomime at the bottom of the well: Ruckus counting
imaginary piles of coins while his face reflected the most
horrid greed anyone had ever seen. It was enough to scare
that burgher into honesty.

Should the mayor or any of the town council visit the well
while pufted up with the pride of office and responsibility,
Ruckus mirrored them in such a way that it seemed as if pins
had been stuck in overblown balloons, and they went away
thoroughly deflated. Jaugn ToySoily

The country bumpkin who had spoiled the hay by sleep-
ing through the rain saw Ruckus assume a shape that
seemed to be a loathesome, old slug stuck to the side of the
well. Certain it was that he would be lively at his chores for
weeks to come._Indeed, no one left the well without cause
for reflection. Consequently, it could be said without exag-
geration, that the people of Once Was were good.

.By recognizing in Ruckus their worst qualities, they were
made to think about them, and to do something about them.
Gradually and gradually, over many generations the people
of Once Was became better and better. Whatever a man’s
own faults, there was always consideration for his neighbor,
and kindness hung in the air like the smell of spring lilacs.
Indeed, compared to townspeople around the rest of the
world, the Once-Wasians were Saints!

Thenla sad change came. The Genie of Progress eventu-
ally visited this little town, as it had so many idyllic places on
the globe. Naturally it brought with it electricity and plumb-
ing. Once Was officially became Now Town.

Before long, children were being born who had never
visited the well. This did nothing for their dispositions.
Many of the old folks continued to visit the well, if not to
quaff a cup of well water, then at least to steal an over-the-
shoulder glance at Ruckus. More and more, however, these
“old ways” were suspect, officially discouraged as not in
keeping with Now Town’s new image.

As the well was used less and less, the water became more
turbid and fetid. The clarity went out of it, and soon a
skulking old man could not be sure anymore if he were
making out the dim shape of Ruckus, or an old toad that had
hopped into the well. After a new generation had grown up,
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the bottom of the well could not be seen at all. There was no
doubt in the minds of the old folk that Ruckus was still there,
for the waters would bubble and froth with unseen activity.
Some even said that at the bottom of the well Ruckus was in a
fury.

That talk was part of the “old ways,” so it was officially
decided to board up the well. There was a general fear of
someone’s falling in. After many years, no one was alive who
had ever seen Ruckus.

A subtle change came over the town.

If the butcher were weighing some meat, his thumb was
certain to be on the scale. The Fixit-Shop began using
inferior parts, but the prices were higher than before. Now
all the little boys raided the jampots so that jam ceased to be
anything special at all. The moneylenders doubled their
rates and gave out insolence in the bargain. Workers every-
where fell asleep at any hour of the day. Soon the town was a
moral ruin.

Well, what of Ruckus during all this? You may be sur-
prised to learn that he had not stayed at the bottom of the
well. No indeed! Each night, when everyone was fast asleep,
he was out making mischief. He would worry the cows in the
barn all night long so that in the morning their milk was sour
as old beer. He would pull the pins from cart wheels, or saw
a roof beam nearly through. In the morning the cart would
lose a wheel on the way to market, and the roof tumble in, so
that carpenters and wheelers were cursed from one end of
Now town to another.

The next night, Ruckus would be at work again. He
did not stop at mischief and pranks, but often would climb
inside some sleeping head and work his mischief there. The
next day that man or woman would behave in very un-
characteristic ways. He might begin the day by beating the
dog, thrashing his children, and bickering with his wife. By
nightfall, all who had crossed his path had come to rue that
day. Such a man was said to be “kicking up a ruckus,”
although by now so many years had passed that no one—
not even the oldest graybeards—could recall the little old
man at the bottom of the well. Moss of bright green and
dark yellow grew over the weathered, old wood that covered
it. From time to time, a rotted chunk would drop oft and tall
away. But there was no longer any fear of falling into the



22 / Ruckus in the Well

well. So many years had passed that no one even remem-
bered the curious mound of rocks, mortar, and decaying
boards at the very center of the town square, and for what it
had been used. No, there was no fear of falling into it. The
well and its denizen had become a “nothing but.”

The father would tell his son, “That’s nothing but an old
platform used for making speeches many years ago.” The
mother would tell her daughter gaily, “Years ago, there was
a merry-go-round there. All that remains is the old hub.”

The children, however, as children are wont to do, told
more truth about the well than any of their learned elders.
“A ghost lives there,” Tom would tell little Janie to frighten
her. “No,” said Janie, “it’s the hole of a big snake that comes
out at night to bite you!”

“A troll lives there that eats people,” said Billy, the
grocer’s boy.

“Naah,” said Arnold, the churchwarden’s own gem, “a
giant black bat flies out at night to suck blood from everyone
in town.’

Hobgoblins are never forgotten by children, so in their
own wise way, they knew what was at the bottom of the well.

The truth is Now Town had become as bad as any other
town. The first jail was built, and crime had now left the
home for the streets as well. When such crises develop, it
does not take long for many to come forth with The
Answers.

“All our problems are directly attributable to the farm-
ers,” intoned Now Town’s most prosperous banker.

“The money lenders have squeezed us dry and pirated
our land,” raged a red-faced man, waving his fist like a
bludgeon.

“Blondes, blondes are to blame,” cried a swarthy man.

“You don’t have to look beyond the unions for the source
of our troubles,” said the town’s largest employer.

“Down with the Establishment!” shouted the Anti-estab-
lishment. “Down with the fascist insect that preys on the
people!”

“Down with the Anti-establishment,” rejoined their num-
bers. “Down with the parasites who feed on the social body
but won’t work!”

“Down! Down!” yelled the pro-anti-establishment.

“Down with everybody!” hollered the anti-pro-anti-
establishment.

“Why not?!” added the nihilists.
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“Spiralling prices are concomitant to economic suicide,
and for this only the Public is to be blamed,” said the
Government.

“Retailers!” said a Middleman.

“Wholesalers!” said Another.

As usual, the clergy had the final say. “Good, old-fash-
ioned sin,” said the Bishop, rubbing his hands together
gleetully.

It was not long before everyone saw all of his own bad
traits in someone else!

It was about this time that a little girl noticed that the
shadows all had gone away. She liked to play games with her
shadow, but it seemed that each day the shadow became
paler and paler until it had faded away. She thought it
would come back when next the sun shone brightly, but alas
her playmate had fled forever.

While with her mother in the town square at noon she
noticed that no one cast a shadow anymore. Where had they
all gone? Yet the trees and mountains still cast shadows as if
nature retained a secret balance man could not maintain.

I1.

It was about this time that a young boy was born who
would become the salvation. He was not a comely lad; in-
deed, as he grew older a great bump began to grow upon
him as if he had taken all the sins of the world upon his back.
For this ugliness his fellow students beat him religiously,
and a day never passed that he did not return from school
swollen from blows. He never complained, to the despair of
his parents who despaired of his good nature.

“Why grieve for my life?” he would say in his great wis-
dom. “If I did not think such a life would suit me, why then
did I choose it?”

“Your life comes from God,” they replied, “and cannot be
your own choosing.”

“But our teachings tell us God is just. It I had no choice in
my life, then God cannot be just. Surely, therefore, I chose
my life and body to show that God can be glorified in the
face of the greatest adversity.”

But his parents could not be consoled. “You could have
been a doctor; you could have been a lawyer; and you had to
do this to youfself!” And they turned away and were dis-

graced by him.
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In time he came to find his life in the spiritual communion
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