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  “In every artist’s development the germ of the later work is always found in the earlier. The nucleus around which the artist’s intellect builds his work is himself . . . and this changes little from birth to death.”


  —Edward Hopper1


  “In the final analysis, we count for something only because of the essential we embody, and if we do not embody that, life is wasted.”


  —C. G. Jung2


  “... there is a reason my unique person is here and that there are things I must attend to beyond the daily round and that give the daily round its reason, feelings that the world somehow wants me to be here, that I am answerable to an innate image, which I am filling out in my biography.”


  —James Hillman3


  NOTES


  1    Edward Hopper quote: James Hillman, The Soul’s Code: In Search of Character and Calling, New York: Random House (1996), p. xii.


  2    C. G. Jung quote: Ibid, p. x.


  3    James Hillman quote: Ibid, p. 4.


  PREFACE


  LAGO MAGGIORE, Switzerland, late August, 1966: A forty-year-old psychologist in a personal crisis and political storm (‘Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita’1), ascends the podium and poses the question: What is psychological creativity? The venue was the Eranos Tagung, where C. G. Jung had first presented his groundbreaking work on alchemy and the psychology of religion in the 1930s and 1940s. Among the audience were luminaries from the history of religion such as Henry Corbin, Gershom Scholem, Gilles Quispel and the biologist Adolf Portmann. With this question, James Hillman inaugurated a fundamental rethinking and re-visioning of psychology, which has gone by the name of ‘archetypal psychology.’


  Depth psychology, he continued that day, was in search of its paternity, its root metaphor or grounding myth, without which it would simply be a potpourri or a ‘pot-pourrire.’ Eschewing a general treatise on the nature of creativity, Hillman set out to explore the workings of the creative principle within psychology —and within the figure of the psychologist. Could the creativity of this newly inaugurated field have something to do with the ‘Master-Fathers’ of Freud and Jung themselves, he asked? As Hillman put it, “Could the finding of the fathering principle begin through an examination of these actual fathers and the creative principle in them?”2


  Half a century later, one may add the figure of Hillman himself to this pantheon. Strikingly in contrast to Freud’s legacy, there have arguably only been two major original figures following in the wake of Jung: Michael Fordham, who sought to redress lacunae in analytical psychology with his developmental model,3 and Hillman, who took on Jung’s daimonic inheritance.4 We may now turn back to his original question, and pursue it this time not through theoretical reflection—as he himself accomplished—but on the terrain of his own biography.


  It is here that the work which is now at hand has a unique value. It enables one to follow the interweave of fate: chance, calamity, opportunity presented and taken, in the making of a psychologist and a psychology. Thankfully, this is not a psychological study. It eschews off-the-shelf interpretations or biographical reduction, while remaining attentive to the echo of past and future. Rather than being presented with the author’s ‘take’ on his subject, or an evaluation of Hillman’s work, the biography presents thick descriptions drawn from interviews with the protagonists themselves, together with contemporaneous letters and documents.


  Most striking are the excerpts from the author’s interviews with Hillman and his reflections on drafts of the book, which form an interleaved commentary on his own biography. To these, it adds reconstructions of the settings and stages which were formative for his work, together with the rich cast of characters encountered along the way, following his footsteps from the boardwalks of Atlantic city, to the cultural and intellectual ferment of post-war Paris, the Joycean world of mid-century Dublin, and the splendour of the mountain-rimmed lakes of Srinagar, before arriving in Zürich. It is the first study which illumines the inner workings of the Jung Institute in the 1950s and 1960s, and the often-fraught tangle of personal, institutional, and therapeutic relationships.


  This book invites one to read and reread Hillman’s works, present in the definitive form of the Uniform Edition. It enables them to be read afresh: now accompanied with a view of the man at his writing desk, ‘the man of flesh and bone,’ as Unamuno would have put it;5 a view of what engendered his reflections, the struggle of self-overcoming, how he attempted to grasp the hidden powers at work in our lives, and to forge, in the smithy of his soul, a renewal of psychology, and a renewed appreciation of the force of imagination in all walks of life.


  —Sonu Shamdasani


  Philemon Professor of Jung History


  Centre for the History of Psychological Disciplines University College London


  NOTES


  1.    Dante, Commedia, Canto 1 (‘In the middle of our life’s journey’).


  2.    James Hillman, The Myth of Analysis, New York, Harper & Row, 1972, p. 18.


  3.    See James Astor, Michael Fordham: Innovations in Analytical Psychology, London, Routledge, 1995.


  4.    See Hillman, “Jung’s daimonic inheritance,” Sphinx 1, 1988, pp. 9-19.


  5.    Miguel de Unamuno, The Tragic Sense of Life, tr. J. E. C. Flitch, Macmillan, New York, 1921.


  INTRODUCTION:


  “THE FIGURE IN THE CARPET”


  “Here I am working toward a psychology of soul that is based in a psychology of image. Here I am suggesting both a poetic basis of mind and a psychology that starts neither in the physiology of the brain, the structure of language, the organization of society, nor the analysis of behavior, but in the processes of imagination.”


  —James Hillman, Re-Visioning Psychology4


  ON OCTOBER 29, 1996, the Oprah Winfrey Show opened with the TV talk-hostess holding up a copy of a new book called The Soul’s Code. “When I discover something that I think will enhance your life or add to your perception of why you’re here on the planet and what you’re working toward, I always like to share it with you,” she said.5 Seated next to Winfrey was a tall, thin, bespectacled gentleman with close-cropped white hair. He had penetrating blue eyes and a bird-like countenance that brought to mind an eagle. Dr. James Hillman was wearing an elegant gray suit and seemed quite at ease in Oprah’s world. Following his appearance on the show, in its initial week of publication, The Soul’s Code made its debut at the top of the New York Times’ best-seller list.


  Tracing roots back to Plato’s Myth of Ur, the book expressed an idea found in many traditions: That it is useful to envision one’s life following a pattern, neither genetic nor environmentally determined, but guided by a daimon—an in-between, imaginal figure, neither material nor spiritual, that accompanies each of us and “nudges” us toward our purpose, identity, and fate. The book used mini-biographies of a number of well-known people, from the bullfighter Manolete to the violinist Yehudi Menuhin, to develop the idea that we have an innate calling in life that we must strive to realize. If we “read life backwards,” a pattern became discernible. For example, the future bullfighter’s fearfulness in clinging to his mother’s apron, and the master musician’s rejecting a toy violin for the real thing: Such things made sense when one saw the adult already there in the child. More than simply the result of hindsight, Hillman described his theory as akin to the tiny acorn containing the image of the future oak.6


  The author of more than twenty-five books, James Hillman was the founder of what he called archetypal psychology, a way to re-imagine the field and also to differentiate it from the analytical psychology of C. G. Jung. Hillman’s work has been translated into twenty-one languages, and he lectured widely both across the United States and abroad. He was a practicing analyst for forty years. Yet today, Hillman is rarely mentioned in the psychology departments of most American universities. While his name remains synonymous with deep thought in countries like Italy, Japan, and Brazil, here in his native land a newspaper profile in 2004 was headlined: “The wisest man you’ve probably never heard of.”7


  Such relative lack of recognition is because Hillman was among the most aggressive critics of his own profession. “We approach people the same way we approach our cars,” he once said. “We take the poor kid to a doctor and ask, ‘What’s wrong with him, how much will it cost, and when can I pick him up?’ We can’t change anything until we get some fresh ideas . . . so that we can see the same old problems differently.”8


  As we begin the second decade of a new century, many believe that psychology and psychiatry are in a state of crisis. Professor Glen Slater of Pacifica Graduate Institute, a Southern California school offering advanced degree programs drawing from the tradition of depth psychology, offered a view of what’s happened in the introduction to a volume of Hillman’s collected works. “Today psychology rarely inspires,” Slater wrote. “Materialism and numbers have eclipsed interiority. Cognitive-behaviorism and neuroscience dominate the landscape—flatlands where subjects are quantified, therapies are determined economically, and pills are given before anyone asks, ‘what’s wrong?’ Functionality reigns. There is no room for the dream, less for meaning and little for the imagination. Most theorists have abandoned the depth perspectives of Freud and Jung, thinkers whose works constantly ignite discourse in the humanities and remain mainstays of popular soul-searching. Psychology has placed itself inside a Skinner box—a place with an empty interior where psychologists map the brain and observe activity.”9


  Americans reportedly spend about $55 billion every year on psychotherapy and medication.10 In 2002, there were more than half-a-million licensed therapists in the country.11 By 2005, one out of ten Americans was taking antidepressants, double the number of a decade earlier. Medication is being resorted to more frequently in response to complaints such as eating disorders, panic attacks, and alcoholism, while creating a multibillion dollar industry for the big pharmaceutical companies.12 The latest edition of the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders now defines 365 disorders, at least one of which is required by the insurance companies to be diagnosed by mental health professionals seeking reimbursement.13


  From James Hillman’s perspective, the medical model has captured and corrupted psychology and diverted it from its true aim of understanding the psyche, or soul. His emphasis on deeper appreciation of the sum of one’s parts and our relationship to the larger world is a direct challenge to the field’s core conventions, from the pharmaceutical and scientifically based cognitive impairment side of things, to the pop-psychology of a Dr. Phil with his self-improvement strategies. While Americans in general and American psychology specifically favor solution-based methods, Hillman doesn’t attempt to provide conclusive answers. He doesn’t focus on seeking integration and unity, but rather on examining the unique and particular qualities that comprise our diversity.


  Scott Becker, a Hillman scholar and psychologist at Michigan State University, has offered this analysis: “The crisis facing psychology, Hillman consistently argued over the past five decades, is not random or arbitrary, nor is it limited to the field of American psychology. His work has made it clear that psychology is misguided precisely because it has failed to consider the negative influence of the culture in which the field is embedded, and the cluster of problematic ideas which it unknowingly (unconsciously) serves, such as individualism, rationalism, and materialism, to mention only a few. Hillman has convincingly, scathingly revealed that these ideas render the world flat and sterile, serving to isolate us from each other, from the political and natural context in which we live, and from a cosmology that would provide a sense of value and purpose.”14


  Hillman’s psychology offers many variations on a theme; a theme that harkens back to the Renaissance and the Ancient Greeks, implying that psychology belongs more to the arts and humanities than to science. For his emphasis on the Renaissance philosophers of the soul, Hillman was awarded Italy’s Medal of the Presidency in 2001. Traversing a path that Freud and Jung first began to explore, he returned the gods and goddesses of Mount Olympus to the heart of psychology, examining how ancient myths can provide insight for today’s issues. In what has been termed a polytheistic psychology, there is no need to “get it all together” in therapy. Rather, the point is to recognize the tension between timeless archetypal forces at work within and around us. If true psychology emphasizes “the fundamental fantasies that animate all life,” then gods and goddesses, as embodiments of these fantasies, can amplify and deepen our own experience.


  Hillman’s approach takes psychology back to its ancient origins where the word literally means “study of the soul,” deriving from the Greek psyche. For Hillman, soul is not a substance but a perspective, “an inner place... that is simply there even when all our subjectivity, ego and consciousness go into eclipse.” It is also “the imaginative possibility in our natures... that unknown component which makes meaning possible, turns events into experiences, is communicated in love, and has a religious concern.”15


  He is not speaking of religion in the conventional sense, believing rather that this “soul-spark” exists not only in people, but in animals, plants, and even architecture. While most contemporary therapists pay foremost attention to the psychology of the individual, Hillman asks us to also look at the ways soul manifests in the environment and the world. “Psychoanalysis has to get out of the consulting room,” he has said. “You have to see that the buildings are anorexic... that the language is schizogenic . . . that medicine and business are paranoid.”16 He has called for therapists to see patients not simply as ego-driven and chained to what happened to them earlier in life, but as citizens who must actively observe and participate in the world around them. Leaving the world more beautiful than we found it requires that we go beyond ecology to draw from aesthetics, and by extension psychology. It is precisely this sort of activity that connects us with soul, while at the same time drawing us into political engagement.


  At the heart of Hillman’s psychology was an effort to restore imagination. His works not only spoke of the imagination, they spoke to it, embodying ideas in images with incisive intellect, wit, and passion. The subjects he took up ranged from academic to artistic, philosophical to pathological. He brought fresh perspective to war, beauty, architecture, depression, suicide, masturbation, mythology, nightmares, and more. In so doing, he laid down a challenge to our deeply rooted heroic fantasies and values, asking us to question the value of an ego that insists upon being “master in his own house” and who always seeks to go it alone.


  In therapy, while often the focus is on early childhood trauma—and Hillman did not deny how devastating certain conditions of childhood can be—he also regarded the wounds of childhood as potentially “soul-making” experiences. These could connect the young person to an “underworld” that resonates with a sense of meaning and community. Hillman saw our dark moods and agonies, the things that interfere with the smooth running of our lives, as essential experiences not to be “overcome” or avoided. Therapy ought rather to respect symptoms and neuroses not simply as a suffering, but as an opportunity—asking what message might the symptom be trying to relay?


  However, in today’s psychology, “depression” had become a “big empty vapid jargon word... a terrible impoverishment of the actual experience.” Describing how he might respond to a patient complaining of depression, Hillman once said: “I’ll want to get precise: What do you feel? Sad, empty, dry? Burned out? Do you feel weak, do you feel like crying? And where do you feel depressed? In your eyes—do you want to cry, do you cry? In your legs, are they heavy, can’t get up, can’t move; in your chest, are you anxious, and how does that feel, where, when? Is it like being tied up, or being poisoned?”17 In other words, he would lead the patient into the realm of imagination, seeking to render lived experience in images.


  Thomas Moore, author of the best-selling Care of the Soul, is a therapist who was mentored by Hillman and went on to edit an anthology of his writings (A Blue Fire).18 “I felt the most important thing I learned from him,” Moore said, “was an appreciation of the range of the soul or psyche, the odd things that it does—and instead of judging and labeling and pathologizing these in a negative sense, taking tremendous interest in how the soul manifests in people’s lives and how we get into these messes.”19 Moore has written that “Hillman’s embrace of depression and pathology paradoxically leads to a psychology beyond health and normalcy, toward a cultural sensibility where soulfulness and beauty are the standards.”20


  David Miller, Professor of Religion Emeritus at Syracuse University, recalled a seminar on dreams in Santa Cruz, California, where most of those attending were psychiatrists. One dream they were discussing had a snake in it and, as Hillman turned over the image, according to Miller, “the audience was becoming more and more uncomfortable—appropriately because they were unconscious of their snakiness. Finally one of the doctors said, ‘Come on, everyone knows that’s a phallus.’ Hillman glared at him and exclaimed, ‘You killed the snake!’”21


  Hillman is not easy to interpret or classify. His is not a humanistic psychology that elevates personal relationships and feelings almost to a religious status. Disdaining spiritual paths that focus on salvation or liberation, he can’t be called New Age. Because he didn’t fit readily into any category, within the United States, Hillman has remained a kind of “underground man,” with devoted readers among not only certain psychologists and philosophers, but an eclectic group of painters, poets, actors, dancers, filmmakers, musicians, magicians, activists, athletes— and one Midwestern tavern owner who attended Hillman’s every major talk no matter how far he had to travel.


  Given Hillman’s emphasis upon image and imagination, people in the arts have been particularly drawn to his work. Meredith Monk, a renowned composer who combines music, theater, and dance, says: “As artists we’re bringing to life the invisible, and so are always working with something that’s nameless. I think that’s what James Hillman is also mining.”22 African-American author and teacher bell hooks has long admired Hillman’s “passion for thinking beyond the boundaries and his willingness to face reality.”23 The novelist Thomas Pynchon has written of Hillman: “Finally somebody has begun to talk out loud about what must change, and what must be left behind, if we are to navigate the perilous turn of this millennium and survive.”24


  James Hillman died, aged eighty-five, on October 27, 2011, from complications of lung cancer. Over the previous more than seven years, we had spent dozens of hours in a wide-ranging series of interviews. These form the backbone of The Life and Ideas of James Hillman. This first of two volumes, The Making of a Psychologist, covers almost precisely the first half of Hillman’s life, beginning with his boyhood on the teeming Atlantic City Boardwalk, negotiating the ancestral “presences” of his forebears.


  Over the years in his books and lectures, Hillman had chosen to omit most details of his personal life. He even kept his picture off the covers of his books and rarely allowed himself to be photographed or videotaped during lectures, except for research purposes. He simply “believe[d] very much in the anonymity of one’s work,”25 and said in one of his books (Inter Views, 1983): “I don’t believe for a moment in explanatory biography, in psychobiography. I like the old Greek idea of biography: it just meant what one had been through . . . What you did, where you were, who you were with.” He went on to add: “The difference between ego and psyche isn’t only theoretical; it’s in how you tell a story. It’s in getting the subjectivity out of it, so the story, the image takes over.”26 Also, that the story might be: “an anecdote of a wider truth, an emblem of an idea useful to other lives.”27


  In Hillman’s case, the “wider truth” had partly to do with the connection between his personal life and his psychology’s emphasis on culture. From his early years, he had borne witness to some of the most important cultural phenomena of the modern era. It began with growing up during the Roaring Twenties and Great Depression Thirties in Atlantic City, a place Hillman later believed might be “the very key to the American character . . . the root of not just Las Vegas, but the entire entertainment attitude of the American people.”28 His first therapeutic experience had involved working with disabled and blind veterans in military hospitals at the end of World War II. He had been a radio correspondent in post-war Germany, a student at Paris’ Sorbonne during the heyday of Existentialism and Left Bank café society, and an editor for an Irish literary magazine working in the midst of J. P. Donleavy and Brendan Behan. After journeying into the heart of Africa and settling in Kashmir to work on a novel, he had arrived in Zürich in the 1950s when psychoanalysis was at its peak of popular interest. Enrolling at the C. G. Jung Institute and spending time with Jung during the last decade of the Swiss psychologist’s life, in the 1960s Hillman became the Institute’s first Director of Studies. Over time, Hillman found himself more and more distanced from classical Jungians. He went on to pioneer his own distinct field of psychology. As Robert H. Davis writes in the book, Jung, Freud, and Hillman: “Hillman extends Jung’s ideas into new and largely uncharted waters.”29


  Hillman said in 2009: “The great question of biography is what Henry James called ‘the figure in the carpet.’ How to discern a definite pattern, a comprehensible figure?”30 During my numerous meetings with Hillman, he continually sought to offer a wider perspective in search of that “figure.” It is, of course, unusual for a biographer to work closely with his subject as something other than a collaborative ghostwriter . There is a risk that the account will be a hagiography, too adulatory, omitting important details that the individual being profiled would just as soon not see brought forward. Hillman and I quickly established, however, that the difficult and painful periods of his life should not be glossed over, including a scandal in the sixties that rocked the Jungian world.


  Besides taping many hours of interviews with Hillman, I have spoken at length with dozens of people about the man and his ideas. I visited with Hillman’s three siblings and a number of his oldest friends. Additionally, I’ve been aided along the way with insights from individuals of considerable renown in their fields—psychologist Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig, philosopher Edward Casey, professor of religion David Miller, mythological scholar Ginette Paris, poet Robert Bly, author bell hooks, and historian Richard Tarnas. I have also utilized a wealth of material in the form of letters. Not only had all of Hillman’s extensive correspondence to his parents during his formative years been preserved, but it seemed that almost everyone I contacted had saved their letters from him.


  Hillman was not a linear thinker, and a biography of him cannot follow a strictly conventional path. I have been continually challenged to look for “the figure in the carpet” by tracing certain recurring themes: how ancestors continue as “guiding ghosts,” the value of rebellion and outrage and periods of depression, the interplay between worldliness and introversion, the connection of ideas to eros and the importance of collaboration, the influence of unusually odd friends. Ultimately, the question this biography seeks to shed light upon is: What was James Hillman’s daimon, his own “soul’s code,” and what might be the legacy of his radical ideas?
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  I


  ATLANTIC CITY


  “Coming into this particular body, and being born of these particular parents, and in such a place, and in general what we call external circumstances. That all happenings form a unity and are spun together is signified by the Fates.”


  —Plotinus, II.3.15, Enneads1


  James Hillman, originally named Julian after his father, was born towards mid-morning on April 12, 1926, in Room 101 of an Atlantic City hotel that faced the sea. His family was at the time occupying a suite of rooms at the Breakers Hotel that his grandfather owned and his father managed, located on the New Jersey resort’s Boardwalk. It was also where the younger Hillmans resided whenever renovations to their home were taking place. James was the family’s third child. “How lovely to have a blonde boy with blue eyes!” his mother Madeleine, daughter of a renowned rabbi, exclaimed. His arrival was announced in the local Atlantic City Press, including a photo of Madeleine “receiving congratulations” with a fur stole draped around her neck above a set of pearls.2


  In James Hillman’s astrological birth chart, which he would study in later years, Sun and Moon were closely aligned in the zodiacal sign of Aries. In Chinese astrology, he would recall, it was the Year of the Tiger. It was also the year that the Sphinx was fully revealed for the first time in more than 2,000 years after being buried under Egyptian sand, and that one cosmologist (Patrizi Norelli-Bachelet) recorded the beginning of the Age of Aquarius.3 In 1926, the NBC Radio Network came into being, as well as the first sound motion picture (Don Juan). A host of future Jewish comedians were born (Jerry Lewis, Don Rickles, Mel Brooks, and Shelly Berman), African-American jazz legends (Miles Davis and John Coltrane), poets (Allen Ginsberg, Robert Bly, and Robert Creeley), and singers who would croon and rock the nation (Tony Bennett and Chuck Berry). Not to mention Marilyn Monroe, Queen Elizabeth, Hugh Hefner, Alan Greenspan, and Fidel Castro.4


  In his best-selling 1996 book, The Soul’s Code, Hillman would write that “the self starts off amid the smells of a geography.”5 Elsewhere, he would link that geography to the way he approached his work: “There is not a systematic metatheory behind my thought. I come from New Jersey where we have sea gulls who fly right down and get what they want from the oceanside. I am like them, dropping down into the depths of our culture and seizing what I need to understand things and make a point!”6


  In one of his lectures, Hillman would recall the disembodied feeling of the barrier island that contained Atlantic City. This was a place with no soil, no roots, where all the dirt for people’s gardens had to be trucked in from the mainland. “The highest point on the sandbar is ten feet above sea level. You can be wiped out by one wave,” he remembered.7


  Despite being Julian Arthur Hillman, Jr., on his birth certificate, from the very beginning he was called by the nickname Jimmy. His legal given name would not even make it onto his school report cards. He spent his first six months taking in the bright sunshine of Atlantic City’s high season, overlooking the ocean in his baby carriage from a lower balcony of the U-shaped hotel. “My mother later had the idea that she put me too much in the sun and that’s why I had glasses from a very early age,” he recalled.8 (His sister, Sue, six years older, and brother, Joel, four years older, did not.)


  Yet, what Jimmy and his siblings (another sister, Sybil, soon joined the Hillman family) must have absorbed of Atlantic City! The amusement piers, their circus-like arenas built out into the Atlantic Ocean for as far as half-a-mile, were vast fantasyscapes, where tens of thousands might visit on a single summer’s day. A constant hullabaloo rose up from the beaches and the Boardwalk, described in the prose of the day as a “sweep of color,” a “riot of sound and chaos of movement,”9 in this “wildly extraverted place.” The range of imaginative possibilities must have been stunning.


  Until the mid-nineteenth century, Atlantic City was a narrow barrier island that had belonged predominantly to mosquitoes and blacksnakes. Only seven houses existed when a quack doctor had the idea to create a bathing village and health resort offering purported cures for such ailments as consumption, cardiac dropsy, and insanity. Eager developers invested in sixty miles of railroad track so that Philadelphians wouldn’t have to travel all day in a hot, open stagecoach to reach a stretch of beach that was overlooked by the 600-room United States Hotel (then largest in the nation), and the four others that were rushed to completion. In fact, the first woodplanked Boardwalk was built to prevent visitors from tracking sand into hotel lobbies.10


  Neighborhoods developed of second-generation Irish, Italians, and Jews, mostly by way of Philadelphia, as the resort’s year-round population swelled from under 2,000 in 1875 to nearly 30,000 by 1900. Jewish merchants like Joel Hillman, James’s grandfather who arrived at the turn of the century, played a crucial role in Atlantic City’s development. “Through the commercialization of the Boardwalk, recreational buying came into vogue,” writes Nelson Johnson in Boardwalk Empire. “The spending of money as a sort of pleasure was introduced to the working class and became part of popular American culture11 . . . The Boardwalk created the illusion that everyone was part of a huge middle class parading to prosperity and social freedom.”12 Or, as the Atlantic City-based novel, Down by the Sea, put it: “People need a place where they can pretend to be something else. They want to believe that if they pretend hard enough, whatever they want to happen will happen.”13


  An article in the New Republic stated in 1920, “If you would know the best that the American bourgeoisie has thus far been able to dream, then, come to Atlantic City and behold.”14 By that time, Atlantic City had proclaimed itself “The World’s Playground,” and it was a place of many American firsts. The Easter Parade and the Ferris wheel were introduced here. Color views of the skyline graced America’s first picture postcards. The term “airport” was coined to name Atlantic City’s flying field. The Convention Hall was the largest auditorium ever built without interior roof posts or pillars, and it hosted the world’s biggest pipe organ.15 Steeplechase Pier boasted the world’s most substantial electric sign: 27,000 light bulbs that advertised Chesterfield Cigarettes.16 The world’s largest typewriter was viewable on Garden Pier, an Underwood that stood eighteen feet high and weighed fourteen tons.17 It worked perfectly, although someone had to physically sit on each forty-five-pound letter-key to make it type.


  This was a geography of exaggeration. The Boardwalk fronted the world’s largest assemblage of luxury oceanfront hotels, each with its own uniquely lavish character. The Traymore was a fourteen-story, twin mosaic, tilt-domed structure. The Queen Anne-styled Marlborough, named after the domicile of the Prince of Wales, had merged with the Spanish-Moorish Blenheim with its extravagant dome and steamship-like smokestacks.18 Years later, Hillman mused over the hotel’s European architecture, and whether this may have subconsciously influenced his own distrust of progress. “There is an archaism in my work,” he said. “Anything new was suspect, it had to pass the test of time.”19


  Nightly entertainment blared forth from the nearby Ocean Pier, Million Dollar Pier, Steel Pier, Steeplechase Pier, Garden Pier, and Iron Pier. Of the sixteen fastest trains in the world at that time, eleven were in service to Atlantic City,20 where the unexpected was the norm. The local characters were as over-the-top as their creations. Captain John L. Young, one of Atlantic City’s early developers and the man behind the Million Dollar Pier, lived there initially in a Tudor cottage 1,700 feet from land, where he bragged about catching fish from his bedroom window. His wife claimed the ocean breezes meant she never had to dust the furniture. The captain’s next residence, listing an address of Number One Atlantic Ocean, was a three-story, twelve-room Italian Villa, with hand-carved chairs in the shape of giant seashells.21 The home contained a $10,000 chandelier that once hung in Vienna’s royal palace, and the formal garden was filled with classical nude statues from Florence. According to one historian’s account: “His Adam and Eve group especially caused a sensation when a bolt of lightning struck Eve in an embarrassing spot.22


  When James Hillman was around seven, his older brother, Joel, would put him on his shoulders so that James could see (and breathe) in the midst of the teeming Boardwalk crowds. Images would embed themselves in streams of consciousness. Midgets, snake charmers, and giants . . . adult female Siamese twins joined at the hip, fantastic fat people, and incubated babies . . . fighting kangaroos, dancing tigers, and Professor Nelson’s Boxing Cats . . . Rex, the water-skiing dog, and chickens that could hit baseballs.


  Also on the wondrous piers, Harry Houdini made himself disappear and Alvin “Shipwreck” Kelly set a world’s record for sitting atop a flagpole for forty-nine days and one hour.23 “You’d want to look at the flagpole sitters,” Hillman would recall. “How did they stay up there? And for us kids it was, how do they go to the toilet up there?”24 Polar explorer Richard Byrd showed up with his husky dogs pulling their sleds (one of them bit James’s brother, Joel).


  Here were taffy pulls, and giveaway pickles from H.K. Heinz, and free nuts from Mr. Peanut, who paraded the Boardwalk. Here was the Egyptian tent, and the Japanese Tea Garden, and the “authentic” Hawaiian village.25 Here was the FBI booth with the counterfeit money John Dillinger used. Here, too, was the phenomenon of the “rolling chairs.” Dating back to 1887, the concept had emerged when invalids coming for the sea air would utilize small cane wheelchairs to get around the streets. These had evolved into white wicker rolling chairs with steel wheels and room for as many as three passengers, “like baby buggies for grownups under bearskins, pushed by quietly considerate old black men,” Hillman would describe them more than sixty years later.26


  The most popular Boardwalk attraction was the High-Diving Horse. As many as six times a day, carrying on its back a scantily clad young lady in circus sequins, the horse would leap forty feet from a wooden tower into a pool of water. The lovely Sonora Webster Carver was a featured rider. Because of the water’s impact striking her face, she suffered detached retinas and soon became completely blind. Keeping her blindness a secret, after a few months adjustment she resumed riding and continued in her role for another eight years. In her eighties, she would tell an interviewer: “It was a wonderful thing to do, a wonderful time to be alive, in the greatest city on the earth.”27


  Out at the edge of Million Dollar Pier, every hour a barker would beckon the crowds to gather around what was apparently a trapdoor, to witness the Deep Sea Net Hauls. These especially fascinated young James. “They’d let a gigantic net down to the bottom of the sea, and then drag the net up with pulleys, with the most crazy-looking fish you ever saw— crabs, clams, eels, flat fish, everything. That interested me more than the diving horse on the Steel Pier; more than the freaks on the Boardwalk.”28 One historian relates that nearby snack vendors would time their preparations so that “their tempting aromas of fried, steamed, or stewed seafood would waft over the crowd just as the net was dropped back into the briny deep.”29 To Hillman, however, what mattered most was imagining what went on in that dark undersea world. He was also intrigued by the steel bathysphere, in which deep-sea divers “wearing giant helmets and giant shoes” would immerse themselves. What if, like the hero in Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, they got their foot caught in a giant clam and were never able to surface again?


  One day, his older brother showed James how to sneak under the tent where Ringling Brothers was setting up. Years later, Hillman would write in The Dream and The Underworld (1979): “Where else but the circus will we ever see the underworld in daylight: the tent of enclosed space, the rings, everyone as close to death as his or her art will allow, the freaks of nature that are beyond nature, and above all, the precise performance of repetitive nonsense, as if Ixion, Tantalus, and Sisyphus had once worked for Ringling Brothers.”30


  The circus’ High Diving Hawaiians also wore big steel helmets and plunged straight into the Atlantic from tall towers. For James, this was the primary image that would linger, along with the questions: How long could they hold their breath? What about getting the bends? While showing much interest from a distance, the boy shied away from the water itself. “My mother years later reminded me,” Hillman said, “that I used to scream like crazy stepping into a pond where my foot would touch squishy mud in the summer and I couldn’t see the bottom. I was also afraid of the ocean. As a little kid, I remember being caught in an undertow and turned upside down. I didn’t learn how to swim until I was about fourteen years old.”31 The one recurring dream he would remember from childhood was watching in awe as a tidal wave approached from offshore.


  Hillman scholar Scott Becker offers this interpretation: “How do we understand Hillman’s phobia and his recurring nightmare? It may be tempting to interpret both from a safe distance, but we might choose instead to stand with him on the shore, watching the giant wave approach. Without resorting to reductive explanations, we might say that the dream teaches the dreamer a sense of awe in the face of images, that the image of the tidal wave is best understood as itself—a towering, ultimately overwhelming, primal force. The (recurring) image of the wave instructs the dreamer how to receive any image: with an awareness of their raw energy, their engulfing beauty. If we remember Hillman’s account of the bullfighter, Manolete [in The Soul’s Code], who as a child hid behind his mother’s skirts, we gain further insight into Hillman’s encounter with the tidal wave: What child would have been ready to face the vast, archetypal forces headed his way as an adult psychologist? The tidal wave, in this sense, was a premonition and an initiation into an awareness of the power of images to wash away everything in their path, including our small, fragile egos. The wave(s) taught Hillman so that he could teach us.”32


  Hillman would be in his mid-twenties when, in the early stages of embarking on a Jungian analysis in Zürich, he began the experience of what Jung had termed “active imagination.” “One of the most important moments was that I pictured myself going down into the sea, and realized that I could breathe underwater. In other words, the fear of being submerged was gone.”33


  In 1988, addressing a gathering of men in the woods of Mendocino, Calilfornia, Hillman revealed: “In my own life, the terribly needy little boy is always there, and when I get massaged, for example, he lives in my arms. I always feel the puniness in there. When those places are touched, I feel that little, tiny boy with his thin little neck on the New Jersey beaches where I grew up, trying to keep this head on. Unable to hold that head, with these weak arms that couldn’t do it, couldn’t do it. It’s absolutely crucial that we remember neediness, puniness like that. I mean, you don’t need to remember it, because it comes up and grabs you and pulls you down.”34


  THE “DOUBLE-SIDEDNESS OF AMERICAN CULTURE”


  Five years before James Hillman was born, the Miss America Pageant began in Atlantic City. King Neptune arrived on a barge at the Yacht Club, surrounded by a costume-ball entourage, which included twenty white beauties and an equal number of male black “slaves.”35 Holding fast to his scepter, King Neptune led the seven female finalists past a panel of artists who served as judges. The winner received a hundred dollars and the Golden Mermaid Trophy. By the late 1920s, the beauty contest had expanded to include eighty-three contestants from thirty-six states. “The pageant of innocence: here she comes, Miss America!” Hillman later wrote. “Secluded, chaperoned, so cleaned up that not a follicle of personal sin remains on her shining front of bared flesh, exposing her ‘talent’ for the leering judges.”36


  Hillman said he grew up surrounded by a “double-sidedness of American culture. Here was a family resort where everybody could come and bring the children. It was both a Quaker and a Kosher city—so Puritan that, as a little boy, I had to wear a top on my bathing suit. Even little boys couldn’t have bare chests! Nobody was allowed on the beach after nine at night, so there could be no ‘hanky panky.’ Yet, the other side, the underbelly of Atlantic City, was filled with corruption.”37


  The Boardwalk itself was a place of deals, chants, auctions, and gimmicks. Beneath the city’s veneer existed a shadow world of back-alley gambling dens, houses of ill repute, and Speakeasies. “The key was to cater to patrons’ tastes in pleasure, whether those desires were lawful or not,” writes Nelson Johnson in Boardwalk Empire. “Resort merchants pandered to the visitor’s desire to do the forbidden, and business owners cultivated the institution of the spree . . . that gambling, prostitution, and Sunday sales of liquor violated state law and conventional morality didn’t matter.”38


  As early as 1908, Governor John Franklin Fort had called Atlantic City a “Saturnalia of vice.”39 Like Hong Kong or Gibraltar, Atlantic City’s relative geographic isolation made it a kind of “free port” with its own rules (and considerable influence over the New Jersey liquor commission). During the Prohibition era, smugglers found the island’s maze of nearby inlets, marshes, and river mouths perfect for bringing in cargoes of whiskey. Cases of booze from the Caribbean and Canada were transferred from mother ships at sea to small speedboats, which were brought into Atlantic City at “Rum Point.” Once ashore, the liquor was placed on waiting trucks and transported widely. The empire was controlled by Abner “Longie” Zillman of North Jersey. It constituted a sixty-five percent share of all illicit whiskey in North America.40


  Casinos, which were at the time illegal, operated openly in Atlantic City. “Confidence men like Charlie Gondorff (of The Sting fame) were allowed to run con games, as long as they only hit on marks from out of town.”41 When a national organized crime syndicate was first established, Atlantic City hotels provided the meeting site in May, 1929. Al Capone, Lucky Luciano, and other mobsters drew up a written agreement to minimize competition and maximize profits. “From information provided by undercover informants, the Federal Bureau of Narcotics concluded that the Atlantic City convention established the basis that carved the nation into specific territories.”42


  The mobsters’ host was a dapper gentleman named Enoch Johnson, known to everyone as “Nucky,” the county treasurer and local “boss.” In 2010, his character, played by Steve Buscemi, would be the centerpiece of the popular HBO TV series, Boardwalk Empire. According to Nelson Johnson (no relation): “In his prime [Nucky] strode the Boardwalk in evening clothes complete with spats, patent leather shoes, a walking stick, and a red carnation in his lapel. Nucky rode around town in a chauffeur-driven, powder blue Rolls Royce limousine, maintained several residences, hosted lavish parties for hundreds of guests, used the local police as his private gendarmes, had a retinue of servants to satisfy his every want, and an untaxed income of more than $500,000 per year. . . . Johnson was a product of Atlantic City who couldn’t have flourished anywhere else.”43


  As he strolled Atlantic Avenue, Johnson handed out dollar bills to any poor person he saw. Hillman’s older brother, Joel, remembered: “Everybody knew Nucky Johnson. He owned every whorehouse on Chalfont Alley, which was right across the street from the railroad station. When my mother had a shop on the Boardwalk, Nucky came in there one day to buy something. My father happened to be there. So my father said, ‘All right, we’ll flip for it, you pay double or nothing.’ Well, my mother almost died on the spot. Anyhow, Nucky Johnson lost—so my mother got double.”44 According to Sidney Drell, a member of James Hillman’s high school class who went on to become a renowned physicist at Stanford, “The myth was, they eventually nailed Nucky because they figured the laundry bill from the brothels was inconsistent with his income tax.”45


  The city was divided in half at Atlantic Avenue; whites lived to the east, crossing the line to “go slumming” at the Hotel Harlem, and blacks lived to the west.46 Hotel jobs for cooks, waiters, chambermaids, dishwashers, bellboys, and janitors “were filled almost entirely by freed slaves and their descendants who had migrated north following the Civil War.”47 More African-Americans lived in Atlantic City than any other northern locale, comprising more than one-fourth of the permanent residents.48 They had their own beach, known as Chicken Bone Beach,49 and could be seen pushing visitors down the Boardwalk in their rolling chairs. “To many, taking the new step on the American economic ladder meant having black people wait on them,” as Bryant Simon recounts in Boardwalk of Dreams.50 Yet, the local high school, considered one of the best in America, was integrated; a black youth was valedictorian of James’s brother, Joel’s class.51


  The dazzling lights of the Atlantic City night seemed to mask the pervasiveness of vice. The rising American middle class felt safe, protected, and comfortable; vacationing in a setting which allowed them to fantasize that they were better off than they really were. Nor was this sensibility confined to the city. In the midst of the Great Depression in 1935, a popular new tabletop game called Monopoly brought the streets of Atlantic City right into people’s homes. The downtrodden could feel rich, buying and selling the houses and hotels of the Boardwalk, Park Place, and lesser-known localities. Monopoly “gave the man on the street a chance to handle money, something he didn’t do in real life,” as the son of the game’s purported inventor, Charles Darrow, put it.52 In fact, the first homemade versions of the game seem to have been created a generation earlier by an Atlantic City Quaker woman. According to an account by a classmate of James Hillman’s at the Friends School, Dorothy Harvey Leonard’s “mother created out of a sheet of oil-cloth the very game board—complete with neighborhood names and key rules changes—that Darrow later appropriated.”53 Hillman recalled his teachers playing Monopoly after school and, as an eight-year-old, hearing his parents talk about a vacationer from Philadelphia who’d “befriended” the Leonard family, made copies of the board game, and sold the idea to Parker Brothers. Charles Darrow, a domestic heater salesman, became the first millionaire game designer.54


  With September, and the advent of stormy weather in Atlantic City, the hotels would soon empty. A million people might have traversed the Boardwalk over the summer, but then suddenly it became “a typical small town, with all the class structures and the prejudices,”55 Hillman noted, an extreme that was unique among American cities. Autumn signaled as many as nine months of gray skies, crying gulls, what he recalled as a “quiet, lonely, meditative absence,”56 along a bleak ten miles of beach where he used to run with his dog. “There was the water, the silence, the privacy—you were thrown back on yourself.”57 And there would forever remain a remote, isolated part of his nature, a part that later sought retreat on small islands in northern Sweden and in the Caribbean, and to write in the mountains of Kashmir and later along Lake Maggiore in Switzerland. Hillman would later reflect: “How does a place feed the soul of a person? Atlantic City was a place of huge imagination, and so uniquely American. A place of good psychology, too. You learned about sham and hypocrisy, false importance, about the shadow, about extraversion and introversion. I fully embraced Atlantic City. Even the tawdry nature of Atlantic City. I used to boast about coming from there.”58


  THE FAMILY HOTEL BUSINESS


  His mother, Madeleine Hillman, was the daughter of America’s most prominent reform rabbi, Joseph Krauskopf of Philadelphia, who died three years before James was born. In 1919, Madeleine had married Julian Hillman, who had just joined his father at The Breakers as an assistant manager. The hotel was on New Jersey Avenue, along the “Uptown” section of the Boardwalk. Originally called the Rudolf, it stood ten stories high, “with a magnificent green copper roof, like a French chateau.”59 There was a massive lobby and baths in each of the 450 rooms.60 It catered to Atlantic City’s substantial Jewish clientele, but “employed a staff of non-Jews who could serve food on Friday nights and Saturday until sundown, at the time of the Jewish Sabbath.”61


  Since returning from a six-week European honeymoon, Julian and Madeleine had lived in a house on South Elberon Avenue three miles down the Boardwalk from The Breakers, on which family patriarch Joel Hillman had taken out a mortgage. “I don’t think mother was very happy about that house,” Madeleine’s daughter, Sue, who was born there in 1920, would remember. “She always said, ‘Well, I never picked it.’”62


  As the Roaring Twenties began, the parents enjoyed the high life. They were not about to let two young children—Sue was followed by Joel in 1922—spoil their fun. They owned a long, black Lincoln, with a telephone in the back to talk to the chauffeur, and a trunk with built-in suitcases. They drove to Palm Beach, Florida and gambled at the local Speakeasies. Every year for his personal vacation, Julian would go hunting in Maine and Canada with his bridge-playing buddies; “the boys,” as he called them. He kept a bearskin rug and a moose’s head on the wall of his office at The Breakers.


  In a letter describing a trip she and Julian took to Europe, Madeleine wrote in the mid-twenties: “We are up in an aeroplane high over the English countryside.” They were about to cross the English Channel, traveling ninety miles an hour en route to Paris, when a thick fog forced them to land. She added that: “an aeroplane such as ours has the right to stop any passenger train—even expresses—anywhere along the railroad.” This the couple duly proceeded to do. “Glad to be back in Paris. I adore this place,” Madeleine concluded.63


  For a short time, Julian’s father also owned the Hotel Nassau on Long Island, and, the year after he sold it for a reported two million dollars in 1927, Joel Hillman proposed to his son that they become the American partners in the building of a new luxury hotel in Paris. It would be called the George V, and would be located on the avenue of the same name, already the city’s most aristocratic street, only steps from the Champs-Elysée, and within view of the Eiffel Tower. Julian had his doubts about the venture, but his father prevailed and became president of a syndicate that oversaw construction of the two million dollar edifice.64


  The hotel rose, luminously white with high marble and stone walls, in a modern French style that drew admirers from the international design world. There were fountains in the halls, gleaming flower-beds on the terraces, vaulted corridors, and an interior marble courtyard. When the cocktail reception in the Prince of Wales Salon formally opened the George V on May 25, 1928, one hundred financiers and Parisian socialites were on hand, simultaneously celebrating the launching of the transatlantic ocean liner, the Ile de France.65


  The Hillmans had suggested leaving “hotel” out of the name; cultivating instead the image of a private residence with magnificent rooftop views.66 The latest technological innovations included a bathroom and a telephone in each of the 300 rooms, suites with two baths, and an elaborate dumb waiter system to speed the delivery of hot food from the kitchen to “room service.” In the downstairs restaurant, “the most exacting gourmet, while charmed by an eminent orchestra, can enjoy the wholesome and choice foods.”67 Guests would come to include Franklin D. Roosevelt, his wife Eleanor, and his mother Sarah, as well as the Prince of Wales.68


  The Hillman family also owned the venerable Harvey’s restaurant in Washington, D.C., which their grandfather had purchased in 1906. Abraham Lincoln had established the tradition of presidents dining at Harvey’s, where the steamed oysters were considered the beginning of an American cuisine. Once the restaurant moved into a four-story edifice after the Civil War, literary giants like Twain, Whitman, and Emerson feasted there whenever they visited the nation’s capital. Under the new management of Joel Hillman, Harvey’s featured diamondback terrapin, canvasback duck, Imperial crab, and steaks broiled to perfection.69 According to the New York Times, the restaurant “became well known as a rendezvous for members of Congress, the diplomatic corps and the press.”70


  THE GREAT DEPRESSION


  James Hillman was three years old when, amid what had seemed a permanent prosperity at home and abroad, suddenly in October 1929 came “Black Thursday,” the crash of the stock market, and the onset of the Great Depression. “Vacations were one of the first things to go when the American economy collapsed,” writes Nelson Johnson. “Nearly all of the major hotels along the Boardwalk were operating in the red.” Additionally, “the end of Prohibition (in 1933) stripped Atlantic City of its competitive advantage in attracting conventions that it had enjoyed for fourteen years.”71 (The city’s year-round population peaked at more than 66,000 in 1930.)


  It did not take long for the American Depression to reach across the Atlantic. The Hillmans were still managing the George V in Paris where, in March 1930, Julian wrote to his father: “Although we did about $7,000 less business in February, we managed to squeeze a little profit out of it. . . . You understand, according to present conditions, there is no possibility of borrowing any more money in Atlantic City. It is all we can do to keep the present line that we have.”72


  The following year, the George V went into receivership, although the hotel would remain open with Joel Hillman as its listed president. Harvey’s Restaurant in Washington was then sold to a cousin, Julius Lulley. The Hillmans could not afford to renew the lease on The Breakers, which passed to another proprietor in October, 1931. While the family still owned some other property, they were unable to collect. A building that they leased to a druggist was located in a poor neighborhood of Atlantic City, with predominantly black customers. Julian took a part-time job at this pharmacy, where they called him “Doc.” Through an associate who sold meats to all the Boardwalk hotels, he landed a second job at a butcher shop. Julian was cutting meat, just like his father had fifty years before. To his surprise, he found that he loved it.


  In 1934, the family’s fortunes took a turn for the better. Joel and Julian Hillman, along with two other partners, managed to obtain a five-year lease and bring the Chelsea Hotel out of bankruptcy.73 It was one of the last hotels down the waterfront, about two miles south of The Breakers. The New York Times wrote: “It will be opened in June as an all-year residential hostelry. Alterations will include a new grill room and bar. The property consists of a ten-story hotel and five cottages, with a total of 600 rooms. The new hotel was built in 1926 on the site of the old Chelsea, which had been erected in 1900.”74


  In its heyday, the “old Chelsea” had served as a sometime headquarters for two presidents, Taft and Wilson. Its (still-extant) four-story wooden structure showcased some beautiful architecture, including a large curving porch lined with rocking chairs. The tall new building was of yellow-brick and had ocean water piped into the rooms so that guests could take hot salt water baths as a health elixir. The Hillman family’s goal was to run an elegant, non-denominational establishment.


  At the same time, Madeleine Hillman opened her own shop. In 1933, in the course of a voyage to Europe to investigate what was happening with the George V, she had been asked by friends from Philadelphia to bring them back “little French novelties for the boudoir, clothes, handbags, and silk chemises,” James remembered. Her accessories shop began on the dining room table, but quickly expanded onto the Boardwalk to the nearby Ritz-Carlton, the same hotel where Nucky Johnson kept his headquarters on the eighth floor. Each spring during the Depression years, Madeleine would make a ten-week sojourn abroad and she came to maintain an apartment in Paris. Soon huge crates packed in excelsior, filled with antiques and treasures, would arrive at the Hillman’s house to be unpacked in the basement by the entire family, amid great excitement (“We were scared shitless we would break something,” James recalled).75 Within two years, Madeleine would move uptown to a better location at the Shelburne Hotel. “Madeleine K. Hillman— importer,” the plate-glass window said. Her daughter Sue remembers, “She bought a miniature town, pieces of houses, garages, and people, and set it up in the window. One day I think the whole of Atlantic City was on the Boardwalk looking in.”76 While the Chelsea Hotel was losing money every week, often with more employees than guests, Madeleine’s cash flow was soon greater than her husband’s $5,000-a-year salary.


  Hillman recalled: “We were all acutely money conscious. Once a month, my parents sat at a card table in the house and went over their bills together, to talk about what they could and couldn’t afford to pay. We almost never went out to eat, except for free at our hotel. I wore hand-me-down clothes, even my sister, Sue’s. My mother always said, and it became a family phrase, ‘It’s good enough for school.’ My parents still had all the good clothing they’d bought in Paris; they just didn’t buy anything else. We still got our food from the hotel, and the laundry was also done there. Yet, the amazing thing is, our style of life to me always seemed to be the same. My father’s eye was on money all the time, yet, he dressed up as a chauffeur and we had people working for us. My parents carried the Depression, it didn’t really oppress us. They thought big, and that was what counted.”77


  His parents took out a mortgage in 1934 on a large house on South Delancey Place that was selling for well below value. It was three stories, close to the ocean, and facing the Boardwalk, with seven bathrooms, and a vast basement. Madeleine decorated it with mahogany furniture, Italian and French china, Bundar carpets, and walnut bric-a-brac cabinets. Now all the children had their own rooms. Brothers James and Joel lived on the top floor, where in an adjoining playroom James came to keep a “museum,” including a piece of petrified wood, some desert sand, a pair of chopsticks from San Francisco, and his first airplane ticket. In another top-floor room were Annie and Willie, a childless émigré German couple who cooked, cleaned, chauffeured, served as surrogate parents, and did the yard work. The yard itself was nothing much to speak of, but a big empty lot was for sale in front stretching to the beach, and Julian talked the owner into letting the Hillmans maintain it by mowing the lawn and planting a garden. “So it looked like it was our whole huge spread,” Sue would recall. “Mother pushed father into it, I’m sure. They had chairs out there, for when she had company.”78


  And the company could be illustrious. After Charles Lindbergh had made his solo flight across the Atlantic in 1927, Julian was the official “greeter” at a reception in Atlantic City. At Madeleine’s urging, he took charge of the city’s Jewish Community Center programs, bringing in speakers such as the famed pilot Amelia Earhart. “I sat next to her in our car,” James wrote in a school newspaper when in sixth grade. “Only four people in Atlantic City got her autograph. They were my brother, two policemen and myself.”79 James collected autographs that he saved all his life from celebrities of the era—from cowboy star Tom Mix, to boxer Gene Tunney, to New York Mayor Fiorello La Guardia.


  Many performers got their first big break in Atlantic City— W. C. Fields, Abbott & Costello, Jimmy Durante, Red Skelton, Milton Berle, Rita Hayworth, and Guy Lombardo among them. Many theatrical productions opened there first before they went on to Broadway, and James’s sister, Sue, crowded close to the stage to hear the big bands: Benny Goodman, Jimmy Dorsey, Glenn Miller and, with Harry James, the debut of a young crooner named Frank Sinatra.


  From an early age, James was included at family dinners among the famous guests that his mother so admired. One was the singer Rudy Vallee, who inscribed a photo of himself: “To Madeleine Hillman, one of the most charming women I have ever met.” When in town, Vallee often had dinner at the Hillmans’ home, along with his girlfriend Alice Faye. “I sat on her lap when I was four years old. Not to be forgotten,” James recalled.80


  One night, Richard Halliburton, the best-known explorer/adventure writer of the era, dined at the Hillmans before giving a lecture. Young James would always remember the tales that filled the room. Halliburton had retraced the route of Ulysses as Homer described it in The Odyssey; rode elephants Hannibal-style across the Alps; made the first documented winter climb of Japan’s Mount Fuji; and swam the length of the Panama Canal. (In the late 1930s, Halliburton would die while trying to navigate a junk across the Pacific during a typhoon; ship and crew were never found.)81 After meeting someone like Halliburton, Hillman later wrote, “I didn’t want to read the books my mother wanted me to read, like James Fennimore Cooper and Dickens. Pirate stories, boxing stories, explorer stories were what interested me. Adventure! Exaggeration!”82


  There were other intriguing dinner guests that joined them at the dinner table, including a Dutchman named Pierre von Passen who lectured on global politics. At the age of nine James made a point of noting in his diary that “Dr. Stephen Wise came for dinner.”83 Years after, he would recall the renowned rabbi’s “booming voice.” People like this, he said, “brought the world into our house.”


  President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s mother, Sarah, was an occasional guest at the hotel as well. There is a photograph of Julian Hillman leaning over talking to Sarah, who is sitting in a rolling chair covered by a fur lap robe. When Sarah stayed at the Chelsea, Madeleine would furnish her room with the best antiques from her shop. The same was true for FDR’s wife, Eleanor, who wrote in one of her syndicated “My Day” columns: “I have never before spent a night in Atlantic City and have always wondered why people seemed to enjoy a boardwalk and a series of hotels which, from my point of view, held very few charms. But when I entered my sitting room Tuesday afternoon at the hotel Chelsea and looked out of my windows at the blue sky and the sun sparkling on the waves as they rolled on the beach, I fell victim to its charm at once.”


  Noting that the Chelsea’s owners too were involved with the George V in Paris where her mother-in-law always stayed, Mrs. Roosevelt went on: “The room yesterday reminded me a little of France, for there were attractive little pieces of china around the room which quite evidently came from there.”84 In another column, she described listening to the Philadelphia Orchestra’s high-class trio playing Schubert and Mozart in a special salon that Mrs. Hillman had redecorated in yellow, chartreuse, and white.


  THE FAMILY


  “And I wouldn’t ever contest the impression of a mother’s character, whatever it be, makes upon her natural-born child. She is so indubitably there that it needs no argument, no affirmative evidence... a great silent idol center stage.”85


  —James Hillman, The Soul’s Code, 1996


  Madeleine Hillman was a formidable presence. As Sue Becker, the oldest child, recalled in 2006, “Our mother was quite an amazing woman. We didn’t agree on a lot of things. One of these was how class conscious she was. There wasn’t anybody in Atlantic City that she thought was good enough for her daughter. She was the snob of Atlantic City. We all knew it.”


  James’s older brother, Joel, described his mother similarly. “If you ate milk chocolate and well-done beef, she wanted nothing to do with you. It had to be dark chocolate and rare meat. But you must understand that my mother had very good taste. She would decorate things beautifully.”86 Madeleine knew how to cook, but rarely did. “We had servants for that,” Sue said. Joel added: “She was the queen. She ran the show.” Every Christmas, Madeleine Hillman made sure that every hotel employee— close to a hundred bellboys, chambermaids, waiters, telephone operators, and more—received an individually wrapped gift that she had purchased wholesale in New York.87


  James remembered her as “a very dominant figure, richly endowed and very complicated. When she scolded, her nostrils flared. My mother worshipped her father, the famous rabbi; she’d been his darling. It was all part of the fantasies she had which made her a princess—like her identification with Wallace Warfield, the Duchess of Windsor. She thought she looked like her.”88


  By contrast, Julian Hillman had, according to James, “a real common touch; he never thought about class. He was a Republican in voting, but a Democrat in his heart.”89 Sue said that their father knew every mailman, policeman, and fireman around. “There was a firehouse just two blocks from our first house, and he had a badge. Next to his bed, he had a bell that would go off and let him know whenever there was a fire.” His son, Joel, remembers him getting out of bed and into his car and driving to wherever the fire was happening. “He was sort of a remote figure when we were little,” according to Sybil Pike, the youngest child. “He was very kind, but he wasn’t a shelter at all. He never stood between us and mother, who was a force to be reckoned with. No, he stayed out of the way.”90


  In his mother’s eyes, according to his siblings, James was always the “golden boy.” Of the four children, he was the one who reverberated to her world, her ambitions and desires. They were one another’s favorite. She admired and encouraged him, trusted him implicitly. Although James, like his siblings, was embarrassed by his mother’s pretensions, he appreciated that she “liked the foreign and exotic and put a black mark on the normal.” It wasn’t making money that counted to Madeleine Hillman, it was “interesting people, amusing people.”91 And she wanted her son to encounter them, emulate them.


  Morris Philipson, who became a close friend of James Hillman’s after World War II and was later editor-in-chief for thirty-three years at the University of Chicago Press, recalled, “Certainly James’s mother was a tremendously strong influence in his life. Also, her wanting him to be someone from the time he was little. Not the same thing as cheerful expectation, rather more like demand. The kind of thing that comes to mind with Mrs. Hillman is: some house and garden magazine asked to take a picture of the pond at her house in Florida once. She wasn’t ready to let them do it—until she had located a single flower directly in the middle. Her needs for power were always present.”92


  Hillman’s younger sister, Sybil, remembered: “One time, I’d had a really big blow-out with my mother. I was always the one who was in trouble. Jim said something like, ‘You’ve got to learn to try to get along with her.’ And I said, ‘Well, it’s easy for you. You never do anything wrong.’ Then he said, ‘If you think it’s easy always being right, always being perfect—well, that’s not so easy either.’ That really stopped me in my tracks. I was eighteen and I understood. Always having to live up to those expectations, that’s a lot of pressure.”93


  Not surprisingly, there was an ambivalence to the closeness between mother and son. Years later, James would come across a little diary he kept as a boy. “I hate mother more than ever,” the eleven-year-old had written.


  There is no doubt that Madeleine projected onto her son what Julian Hillman was not predisposed to be: the imposing figure that Madeleine’s rabbi father had been. Julian was a simple man, an affable, social sort who—like his own father— didn’t find it vital to pay that much attention to his children. According to James, “The pattern of fatherhood was friendly, but not intimate. It was like a blank slate. I don’t ever recall going in the ocean with my father. We did go to the movies on weekends, he liked the comedies. But to me, really, he was an ideal dad, because he left me alone.”94


  Madeleine, however, did not. As time went on, she wanted James to be important and famous. James did not share his mother’s fantasies of wealth, success, and renown. Yet, as his second wife, Patricia Berry said, “He owes a lot of himself, actually, to her. I mean, she drove him away into abstraction. But the good side of her is that she was so alive and adventurous, with a lot of style and full of stories.”95 When Madeleine was fifteen, she’d gone with her parents on a year-long trip around the world. Hillman said that “my mother didn’t use the word ‘cosmopolitan,’ but that’s what she insisted on being. I learned that from her. I grew up cosmopolitan, and that’s why from early years I fit in everywhere.”


  It took years for Hillman to reach psychological insight as to how a mother’s blessings and curses shape us. “She was very strong because she was assertive. So if she liked Richard Halliburton, it was because he was famous . . . or well-dressed . . . or good-looking. It’s Richard Halliburton, but it was the wrong reasons. It’s like mixing up red and pink, which are so close on the color scale. If your mother’s views and values are close like that, it’s much harder to get yourself free and clear. She would see things, praise them, and I’d be sucked into that—but they weren’t right. For her, it was about taste and decoration, the way the ‘nice people’ did things, so there was snobbery all the time, and much harder to distinguish than when it’s really opposite. If she were a drunk, it would be easy. If she were stupid or uneducated—but it wasn’t that; her culture wasn’t deep, but she read and recommended books. She wanted me to read the classics like Dickens, which I hated and didn’t read. But it was the ‘right thing to do,’ if you know what I mean.”96


  In another interview, Hillman realized: “She wanted me to be big, like her father. Because of that pressure, I have withheld my full size my whole life. I haven’t been personally ambitious in that way; it’s a curious thing. It’s as if, because my mother wants it, I won’t do it. I haven’t tried to climb the ladder of academic success. I didn’t seek giving the Terry Lectures or speaking at the Eranos conferences. Other people might say I’m pushy, but I never pushed myself forward into something. So I don’t boast, don’t live my full size, and that’s a curse. She limited my capacity. She was always pushing me almost in the right direction, but it wasn’t the right direction.”97


  Their mother’s dominance united the Hillman siblings in a bond that existed all of their lives. As James recalled, “My mother was always trying to divide us. She would say really nasty things like, ‘You and Sue are just like Aunt Etta,’ my father’s sister who she disliked. So we were always together because we held out against our mother.”98 Amid this situation, the children treated one another as equals, with a tacit acceptance of each other’s unique qualities. As Hillman’s third wife, visual artist Margot McLean, put it: “They’re very fair with each other. They don’t envy or feel jealousies; the relationship is more in the vein of story-telling.”99


  The story-telling emphasis also harkened back to the children’s elderly Aunt Carrie, who lived at the Chelsea and was married to a Texan named Mr. Friend. James remembered her as “full of vigor, a very important figure in my childhood. She would go to the beach in her eighties, wearing an old wool bathing suit. Nobody did things like that. She’d been born in Charleston, West Virginia, and she’d actually seen Lincoln’s funeral! So she represented history. She was a relic of that generation, and told me a lot of stories.”100


  James was strongly influenced as well by Sybil Krauskopf, his schoolteacher grandmother, with whom he corresponded regularly as a young adult. He also wrote to her spinster sister, Aunt Ethel, a social worker who ran a home for girls in San Francisco. “Why is a little boy writing all those letters to his grandmother and aunt?” he later pondered. “Well, they had minds.”


  There were also several male figures in his “extended family,” not actual uncles, but friends of his parents whom he addressed as such. “Uncle” Milton King later helped James get into Georgetown University with a letter of recommendation. “Uncle” Ben Gimbel helped him land a job with a Washington, D.C. radio station while attending school. “Uncle” Stanley Snellenberg assisted in his joining the Navy during World War II. Along with camp counselors and an occasional professor, these male figures seemed to provide a balance to the large number of women in his life. Hillman would later provide similar mentorship to many young men.


  “Must everything below, of nature and of darkness, be mother? The spirit can discover itself by means of another spirit, male with male as parallels, or friends and enemies . . . We may question whether the spirit can know itself, become conscious, within the mother-son polarity.”


  —James Hillman, The Great Mother,

  Her Son, Her Hero, and the Puer, 1973101


  THE HOTEL “UNDERGROUND”


  “Atlantic City didn’t have a lot of distortion,” Hillman remembered. “The kids that I knew, they weren’t from divorced families. In the schools there wasn’t a lot of perversion or crime. If there was anything, it was all hidden. The craziest part was the hotel.”102


  After school, James often did not go straight home, but rather to the Chelsea. One level below the lobby, the hotel had its own underground city. As he remembered, “Being very old, and having 400 rooms, the hotel needed constant reupholstering, redecoration, repainting, repairing, replastering, and repiping. The fact that you could have running salt water in your bathtub in parts of the hotel was, of course, terrible for the plumbing. All the windows and drawers stuck because of the sea air, so all of the workers were constantly engaged in keeping this old ship running. It was like an oriental bazaar or around a cathedral, all the little stalls with a man in there doing his specialty.”103


  Hillman found it fascinating. His father didn’t like him going down there and disturbing the men, but to the boy, this was the ultimate playground, an underground realm that fired his imagination. “What the ‘working people do,’ is fascinating because they handle things, make things, and come from odd places (like Poland or Ireland). So one’s experience of life and people is immediately extended beyond the confines of the known (family). It’s like the ‘unconscious realm’ of the psyche in a way, although the Boardwalk and the Steel Pier were surely the freaky unconscious as well. Perhaps the underside of the hotel was more an early expression of my wanting to be in touch with the ‘real’ America, into which as an intellectual and a Jew and not being very big physically, I did not quite fit—and which I made a big attempt to find later in the Navy and then working with men’s groups in the eighties and nineties.”104


  For someone whose life-course was to be psychology, the hotel milieu offered something different. Hotels were sometimes used by wealthy families to keep their crazy relatives out of the public eye. Among others, James encountered “a little lady with a trust fund who had a suite, and kept rubber booties in the winter on her Pekinese dogs.” She always dined in her room, where she’d requested extra locks on her door, and would call Julian Hillman to complain about strange occurrences. “If she said she stepped on a barking mouse, he responded calmly, ‘I’ll send someone up right away.’” Another Chelsea regular, known as Captain Archer, would sit in the bar with his buxom blonde mistress. When the Hillman children asked who that was, “well, she was his ‘companion,’ because he ‘wasn’t quite well.’ So the hotel was a very exotic place because such people hid out there. Of course they were welcome because they were permanent— and they paid their bill every week.”105


  Yet James wasn’t overly fascinated by these hotel characters. “You see, I don’t think I got into psychology through people, but through imagination. It was more the fish coming up out of the depths rather than what was going on in these people. I’ve always been more interested in the way the psyche works than in the way people are, and then how it (the psyche) affects people.”106


  In the course of the long winters, after the summer tourists had gone, conventions were vital for Atlantic City’s hotel business. The Chelsea had its own convention center, called Westminster Hall, which had been built as an annex to the hotel—an advantage in attracting gatherings of schoolteachers, dentists, masons, shriners, or unions. In October 1935, the American Federation of Labor (AFL) came to the Chelsea to try to resolve two years of brewing “discord, dissension, division, and disunion.”107 The AFL were staunch defenders of craft skill, status, and skin privilege. The upstart representatives of the mining, steel, rubber, auto, and electrical industries were now demanding a place at the table.108


  James was eight when his brother, Joel, took him over to Westminster Hall one afternoon where they stood together in the balcony, listening to the speeches of the union leaders. Suddenly, a man standing near the two boys muttered two words: “Bullshit, brother.” Joel laughed. James was astonished. The fact that someone could say “bullshit, brother” about a speech came as a revelation. He never forgot it. Years later, he said: “It was like an initiation into political, critical thinking... the world of real men.”109


  Ultimately, the convention would reach a dramatic conclusion when John L. Lewis, President of the United Mine Workers, delivered a punch to the jaw that sent Big Bill Hutcheson, the Carpenters Union President, crashing against a table. With that, Lewis straightened his tie, lit his cigar, and walked out with his associates, soon to launch the Congress of Industrial Organizations (CIO).110 Outside of the hall, James cornered him for an autograph.


  When the Hillman family took the train to Washington, they always dined at Harvey’s, the restaurant which they had once owned. Hattie, the coat-check woman who had been born a slave, still worked there: “We always stopped to talk with her as if she were a Wonder.” James recalled the waiters “were all black, extraordinarily able, balancing trays on their heads and both hands111.... I remember they also had wax paper, or something like it, sewn into their jackets, so if a person ordered lamb chops but didn’t eat the second chop, they slipped it into their pocket.”112


  Presiding over Harvey’s was Julius Lulley, the cousin who had taken over from Joel Hillman. He was, according to James, a “fat and sweaty” man, who kept a special table set for the customary nightly appearance of FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover and his assistant, Clyde Tolson. Hoover spent many a weekend at Lulley’s 200-acre farm in Maryland, where the gourmand smoked shrimp and raised guinea hens. James was first introduced to Hoover at Harvey’s. Hillman wrote in 1999 that he’d “had the great and fearsome honor of touring the FBI building under his auspices in the 1930s, time of Ma Barker, Pretty Boy Floyd, Baby Face Nelson, Dillinger, etc. I watched G-men shoot machine guns at paper targets that outlined humans, and—O so naïve—excitedly had my fingerprints taken by the FBI. Memory images: I see J. Edgar Hoover at a table by the window, eating with another man; I see him with a red sort of fattish face behind a desk in an office. I feel myself tiny.”113


  THE EMERGING DAIMON


  The largest hotels in Atlantic City were owned by Quakers (one became the Hillmans’ third partner in purchasing the Chelsea), and all the Hillman children attended a Quaker grade school; perhaps because it was the best school around. According to James, “it had to do with my mother’s desire that we be with the ‘goy.’”


  He would remember the tortuous every-Wednesday meetings at the Friends School, kids and teachers sitting together on benches whose “horsehair-stuffed fabric covered mats and cushions gave my short pants uncovered thighs a rash.” They often sat in silence, and he would reflect that “one’s thoughts and statements to the group came from the ‘group psyche’ in the room, individualized in your own voice . . . I felt intimidated and never had a thought to say.”


  When he was in his seventies, James went one day into the attic of his house in Connecticut to move some things around. There he chanced upon some school notebooks dating back to when he was eight or nine. Sitting on the floor just as he had as a boy, he began to look through them. The reports from his teachers were generally quite favorable, except for one: penmanship. Not only did he get poor marks, worst in the class in third grade, but he was kept after school time to practice his handwriting. “Needs constant practice to gain greater ease and freedom of motion,” one report card said. He later reflected: “Of course I couldn’t write! My hand... was afraid of its life task that pen and ink implied, and that my acorn ‘knew;’ a lifelong task, unable to be mastered in the third grade.”114


  In those days, you dipped a pen in ink. With James, the ink dropped off the pen and made blobs on the paper. He simply could not follow the straight lines on the pad. It was impossible for him to try to write clearly and cleanly, the way the other students did in forming the letters so that the teacher could read them. Whether deliberately or not, he could not comply and stay between the lines.


  Looking back on this particular childhood failure, he recognized his youthful daimon and the suggestion of a calling. He wrote an entire book on this notion: “the daimon catches you either through a specific talent, or a specific difficulty115.... I think this inability has something to do with blockage, frustration of the easy path. Everything else in school moved very smoothly for me. Here my writing could not conform to the conventions of handwriting, to the ‘rules.’ My words were not collectively legible. Today, people say Hillman is ‘hard to read.’ They say he ‘breaks conventions.’


  “On the one hand you could say this symptom in my childhood showed stubborn rebellion. On the other hand you could say that it was not a way of being against, but rather a way of maintaining the enigmatic. And the enigmatic is the protector of secrecy and mystery—a little bit schizoid, maybe, or paranoid, but it also indicates the kind of thematics of much of my later intellectual life: alchemy, myth, Neoplatonism. The very idea of the daimon itself.”116


  At one end of the Hillmans’ dining room table lay a jigsaw map with cut-out wooden images of the various states. Every time any of the family walked past, if they could figure out where it went, they would add a piece. One evening, as James’s sister, Sue, remembered, Stanley Snellenberg, a friend of her parents who owned a large Philadelphia department store, was having some trouble making one of the northwestern states fit. That was when James, no more than four at the time, walked up and exclaimed, “Uncle Stanley, that’s not where it goes! It belongs here!” He picked up the piece and placed it quickly in the proper spot.


  To his sister, Sue, this was the first indication: “We always knew he was going to do something big in life.”117 For James himself, maps were simply an obsession. He went on to put together a globe, with ceramic cutouts that fit into the various continents. By the age of eight, he subscribed to National Geographic. In his room on the top floor of the house, he thumbtacked the Geographic’s maps everywhere—onto the walls and even the ceiling, where it curved close under the eaves. Every night he would lie in his bed “and look at all these places.”118


  “Once a year, he’d clean his room,” recalled Sybil. “I can remember going up there, and sitting on the floor, and taking things out of the wastebasket saying, ‘What are you throwing that out for? That’s a good map!’ ‘No, child,’ he’d say—he always called me child—‘it’s old, there’s a better one.’ So I’d take all the maps he didn’t want anymore down to my room. If it was his, it had to have been good, you know.” 119


  His cartographic obsession would not develop into James becoming a foreign correspondent, a traveling diplomat, or an international businessman. Yes, in years to come he would voyage widely, live in foreign countries, teach in many parts of the world and nearly every state of the union, and have his books translated into numerous languages; yet his boyhood fascination with geography, as he would say in retrospect, did not imply a “logical development in a literal sense.”


  “But the imagination of unknown places, of visiting actualities that begin as abstractions—this belongs to my venture to the interior of psychology of the unconscious. In my worldly concerns about the soul, in the essential of my polytheistic psychology, there are an immense number of different shapes and configurations. As they compose this planet, so they also compose the psyche’s world. Unity is less interesting than variety and multiplicity.”120


  Maps, then, as images of an imaginal world differentiated into many shapes, sizes and colors.


  James spent considerable time in solitude. “We had a third room upstairs where I had an old oak desk. When we were little, it was the playroom; but as I grew older, I was the only one who used it. There I had a huge amount of time: to do homework, to study my maps, to play with my little printing press, and write this magazine called Pulse. A whole amount of interior life that I was let alone to have. The development of this interior life happened especially in the winters. And it happened in retreat from my mother, who was so identified with things, with the material world.”121


  The boy’s first known poem, probably written in the third grade, appears in a gift book that he and his classmates made for their parents. All of the other kids wrote simple poems about snow or flowers or ice cream, but James described something else.


  “When I go to bed at night


  And the door is shut and tight,


  And the shades are far down,


  The closet door seems to frown.


  Then I look upon the wall


  And I see faces fat and tall.


  Then they all seem to jumble


  And into dream land I stumble.”


  —Jimmy Hillman, Colored Leaves122


  In fifth grade, James achieved the highest score on the annual standardized reading comprehension test. “In fact,” his teacher wrote, “his rating is about twenty points higher than the boy who came second.”123 Sybil remembered: “Everything he did was more elevated. I remember playing a game of making up words. Then we’d vote on which word was best. Of course, Jimmy’s always won. To this day, I can remember one of them: Hipakayhoo. It didn’t have any meaning attached to it, but it was just a good word with good sounds in it.”124


  Hillman remembered, on the one hand, being “a very compliant, docile child.” But there was a plutonic, destructive side to his nature—not unlike the split in Atlantic City itself. As a child, he was “known for throwing tantrums, lying on my back on the floor and kicking. I’d have to sit at a vanity table in the hotel, look in the mirror and see how bad I was. And I didn’t like to eat, so they used to force me.” He was always skinny as a rail—every day after school, he had to drink a glass of pure cream and ginger ale in hopes he’d fatten up—and was often sickly, to the extent that he once stayed home from school an entire year, skipping second grade. His parents had an ultraviolet treatment lamp, under which “we’d all lie with goggles on, to get ‘winter health.’ All of us Hillman kids vomited hugely. I vomited in cars, and on all my good clothes before I went to parties. I had no use for parties.”125


  Yet James was no egghead. Though lacking in physical coordination and generally the last player to be chosen for a team sport, “the desire to be an All-American kid was there.” He shot the Boardwalk curbs on his bicycle and played the game of the season on the street: roller skate hockey, touch football, kick the can, and cops and robbers. He captained a sixth-grade team called The Flashes, “because I was the only one who could run a meeting,” which played other neighborhood kids on the beach on Saturdays. Sidney Drell recalled coming to Hillman’s house “where one could kick the football around the big lawn.” In high school, James had an after-school job as a drugstore delivery boy and also to “jerk sodas.”


  Still, it was not possible to escape the sense of somehow being different. For one thing, the Hillmans ate at 7:00 p.m. in order that the father could make it home from the hotel for dinner, while other neighborhood families generally dined around 5:30 p.m. and the kids were already back on the street by then. Uniquely, James hated ice cream—and loved classical music. As a teenager: “I went to symphony concerts and watched [Serge] Koussevitzky lead a huge wild orchestra and turning red in the face, Dimitri Metropolis, and [Leopold] Stokowski; and I sang in the school chorus with Paul Robeson, another man of overwhelming size. I was caught early by extremes, by people who represented going to the edge, I suppose.”126


  The edge seemed to beckon without his even seeking it. When James was ten, he traveled to New York to see his fourteen-year-old brother off on a summer auto trip cross-country sponsored by the Students International Travel Association. All the travelers were teenagers, supervised by a professor from Columbia University. “I knew all the places they were going because of [reading] National Geographic,” James recalled. And when he expressed such knowledge to the professor a couple of days before the trip, “Doc” Termen told Hillman’s parents that an extra seat was available in one of the two cars—and why didn’t James come along? Brother Joel’s trip cost $300, and James could go for an extra $100. It was 1936, and his parents didn’t have the money, but Grandma Krauskopf came up with it. Joel gave James one of his shirts to wear and overnight they were on their way. The professor drove one car, with one of the older teenagers at the wheel of the other, a ’34 Plymouth, as James remembered. After awhile, Joel said he wished he could do some of the driving; though too young to have a license, Joel logged thousands of miles across the western United States.


  For those nine weeks, James absorbed America “wearing the same little t-shirt until it changed color, and sleeping in the back seat.” Besides seeing the Grand Canyon, the Painted Desert, the Great Salt Lake, the Petrified Forest, and the Golden Gate Bridge as it was being built, they journeyed through the Chicago stockyards where the Hillman boys’ grandfather had once toiled in the slaughterhouses. They encountered real poverty for the first time, traveling through the Midwestern Dust Bowl where long stretches of dirt roads were laced with heavy oil to keep the dust down. In South Dakota, locusts covered the windshield and made the roads slick. Toward the end of the return trip, they slept on the battlefield at Bull Run.127


  “Finally, the Civil War. Our war, our ‘Iliad’—as remote, heroic, and unfathomable as the world of Homer. In my later years I have been going to battlefields—Shiloh, Antietam, Vicksburg, Cold Harbor, Petersburg, Chickamauga, Appomattox – talking and walking with friends. A mood of puzzlement, reverie, and a kind of sacred sadness.”


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 2004128


  When the boys came home that summer of 1936, family and friends all gathered in Atlantic City to listen to Joel recount the happenings of his trip. Whenever he found himself stumped about a detail, he would turn to James and ask, “Where was that, boy? What was the name of that?” And James would answer. Finally, Joel gave up and turned the lecture over to his younger brother. It was his first of his many speeches to a captive audience. James fantasized about writing a story of the trip. His first publishing venture followed soon thereafter—the weekly, hand-written magazine he called Pulse.


  Hillman looked back and marveled: “The way a kid was raised then was so free. Parents were not ridden with anxiety about their children. I’d go alone to Philadelphia and stay at my grandmother’s when I was twelve years old. I’d go with my mother to the theater there and in New York. My parents trusted my own gut judgment.”129


  Despite such freedom, signs of rebelliousness in Hillman surfaced at a summer camp in North Carolina “where my mother wanted me to go because that’s where the better people went.” Thomas Lemann, later a prominent lawyer in New Orleans and father of Nicholas Lemann (today dean of the Columbia School of Journalism), was among James’s friends at Camp Mondamin and remembered: “He was very intellectual, which was unusual for that camp. It was mainly a Southern camp and he was the only one from Atlantic City. There weren’t many Jewish boys, that’s for sure.”130


  Hillman remembered: “At one point, we were playing with water pistols and I got the boys in my cabin to turn ourselves into a fort. We wouldn’t let anybody in and we exaggerated it to such an extent that it became like a little war, fighting off everybody and getting hysterical and crazy. I was the leader of this rebellion against good order, though I had no idea what I was fighting about. The camp wrote a letter to my parents saying I would have taken a further step in the progress of good citizenship, but because of that incident, they couldn’t give me my award.”131


  Later, when elections were held at his high school, James was nominated for vice-president of the junior class. But, in giving a supporting speech for a friend running for president, “I used a falsetto voice that purposely cracked, and generally acted foolish. And I was called down afterwards for making a mockery of the democratic process.” It was a theme of unexpected rebellion and nonconformity that would play out at regular intervals all his life: “Each time I adapted, the daimon seemed to break me down or out.”132


  The Motts, a Quaker family that lived in a smaller house down the street from the Hillmans, managed the Traymore Hotel. James became friends with one of their three daughters and, late in life, they met again in New England. What struck him was that, while he had always considered the girl’s family as elite and far superior to his own, it was precisely the opposite in her mind. “To her, we had the big house with the chauffeur; we were the rich Jews. I couldn’t believe anyone thought that of us, because the feeling in the thirties was that a Jew was always lesser or lower class. That was the influence of the anti-Semitism that pervaded the country then. In my mind, the Protestants were the real winners; they played football, it was the American way of life. They also had the desirable girls, like Miss New Jersey in Philip Roth’s novel, American Pastoral. In high school I was very proud of being able to run with both crowds, the Jewish and the Protestant. But it was two completely different worlds. The Jewish kids sat around and played cards on Saturday night, while the gentile kids would be out in somebody’s car, trying to raise hell by taking red lanterns from some construction site and putting them on a girl’s front porch. I spent more Saturday nights with them.”133


  At Atlantic City High School, James was not good at algebra, but geometry intrigued him. One day after class, he approached the teacher with a series of questions. Why do the theorems always come out right? Why do the angles have numbers like thirty and sixty so that they come out to ninety? What if it were different? What was the underlying reason? Why couldn’t there be some other system? The teacher was tolerant, but she had no answer. Geometry was perfectly based on Euclidian principles, and that was just the way it was, she said.


  “If we had been in Greece, I was asking for the archai, as they call it, the root principle of geometry, not theorems...134 I was already thinking archetypally, seeing through the given and asking for the archetypal ground, the myth behind the logic. Sure it all works, but what’s underneath that makes it work? I have never stopped doing that. My problem was not geometry, but received ideas that were merely passed on and not rethought.... Looking back, this was a revelation of the way my mind works, of its need to challenge assumptions...


  “And, important to note, it did not disturb my relation with the teacher—I did not regard her inadequate reply as a sign of her stupidity or anything like that. No one was put down, not she, not me. We got on well, I got decent marks. In other words, feeling was not disturbed by thinking.”135


  — James Hillman, 1996


  Then there was the early development of his ecological interest and “animal eye.” From his mother, James absorbed an appreciation of nature, plants, and animals. “My mother didn’t keep house plants, but she loved flowers. She would buy flowers in the country, or stop on the highway and pick wild flowers to bring back. And my grandmother Krauskopf was a real gardener, knew how to do everything, mixed her own fertilizers with egg shells.”


  One of the earliest games he played was “some sort of animal lotto, which had pictures of wild animals that fascinated me.”136 As a little boy, his grandmother took him to the zoo in Philadelphia, and his stamp collection focused on African images of giraffes and other creatures. (“I didn’t care about the pictures of the Queen of England.”) The family’s German caretakers, Annie and Willy, brought home some chickens at one point, and the Hillman children were allowed whatever animals they wanted to raise. Besides two dogs, they had several goats. When James decided to raise rabbits, he placed their cages right by the front entryway. There were even small alligators named Abercrombie and Fitch. James recalled his grandmother swatting flies all summer long and saving them to feed to the alligators. Sybil remembered once signing into an elegant hotel down south, with Abercrombie making a belching noise from a cigar box her mother was concealing under a fur coat.


  As an adult, Hillman often went on vacations with his family to ride horses and, with his second wife, Patricia Berry, kept horses. “But it’s not the actual riding,” he once said, “it’s the awakened animal sense that gives me strength.” As a psychologist, Hillman’s first research project would be of peoples’ dreams about animals (the tiger often showed up in his dreams), and animals would become a central theme of his later writing. In a book called Dream Animals, a collaborative effort with Margot McLean, he wrote of polar bears being the first images of gods.


  THE MYTH AND MEANING OF ATLANTIC CITY


  According to Hillman, “my mother hated being from Atlantic City, and my older sister, Sue, wanted to get out as soon as she could. She got married at twenty and moved to Philadelphia. For them, Atlantic City was something low-class, something ‘popular.’ And my younger sister, Sybil, left Atlantic City when she was about fourteen, after the war broke out.”137


  In 1945, the Hillman family sold the Chelsea Hotel. After World War II ended, “The World’s Playground” would soon begin to decline, as air travel made resorts in Florida and the Caribbean more desirable destinations. Seventeen years later, when a fierce storm tore out a piece of the Steel Pier in 1962, that seemed to many like the coup d’grace for Atlantic City, although it did host the Democratic Convention that nominated Lyndon Johnson in 1964. LBJ stayed on Delancey Place, right across the street from where the Hillmans once lived.


  Nucky Johnson died at the age of eighty-five in 1968, his career having exemplified “the greed, corruption, and high times that were Atlantic City in its days of glory.”138 By the early seventies, the old hotels were being dynamited and demolished for urban renewal. First to go was the Traymore, once described as the “Taj Mahal of Atlantic City.” When the St. Charles went down, the concussion from the blast blew out the windows of Fralinger’s Taffy Store on the Boardwalk and scores of windows in ten square blocks of homes, most of them by now inhabited by Puerto Rican families.139


  The city fathers decided that, because not as much explosive would be needed, they would go ahead and grant a permit to knock down the hotel next door. That was The Breakers, where James Hillman was born a half-century before. A photo of the venerable hotel’s moment of demise, on May 22, 1974, appeared in the Philadelphia Inquirer newspaper.140 The Chelsea Hotel, too, was soon demolished.


  In 1978, gambling was legalized and the city’s revival was signified by the casinos that came to dominate the skyline. In 2005, Atlantic City had almost as many visitors as Las Vegas, primarily “day-tripping” tourists who brought in revenues of some $6.5 billion a year.141 “As a nod to the electric signs that created a sensation when they were installed on the Atlantic City piers in the 1920’s,” wrote the New York Times, a new upscale mall “will be festooned with L.E.D. screens. A water show set to music is meant to draw visitors to the end of the long and narrow pier.”142 In August 2008, in a kind of déjà vu, a Chelsea Hotel was reborn out of what had been a Howard Johnson’s and Holiday Inn. With its own spa and restaurants, the Chelsea became the first completely casino-free hotel to come to the Boardwalk since the late 1970s.


  Across the Atlantic in Paris, the George V hotel underwent a renovation project “to restore the building’s key architectural features and recreate its original style and grandeur.” This followed a long-term agreement signed in 1997 between the new owner, his royal highness Prince Alwaleed of Saudi Arabia, and the hotel’s management, Four Seasons Hotels and Resorts.143 In an interview, the Prince, one of the wealthiest men in the world, commented: “We are doing so many things to bridge the gap between Christianity, Islam, and Judaism.”144 Every room of the George V would contain the Christian Bible, the Jewish Talmud, and the Islamic Koran.


  A few years earlier, for Sue Becker’s seventieth birthday in 1990, her brother, Joel, had organized a surprise. He contacted the family that now owned the big house where they grew up on South Delancey Street in Atlantic City, received permission to visit, and arranged to rent a little bus. About twenty Hillmans: wives, kids, and grandkids gathered in Philadelphia not far from Sue’s home, and off they went.


  The latest occupants may have had their own reasons to want to meet the Hillman clan. “Somebody who owned the house in between was, I guess, a mobster or gambler or something like that,” Sybil recalled. “So when these people bought it, they had heard rumors that there were hundreds of thousands of dollars hidden somewhere inside. Apparently they’d ripped up the floors, gone through the closets, torn the place apart, and never found anything.”


  Now, as they listened to the homeowner’s recount this tale, Joel nodded his head and asked, “Well, did you look in the safes?” Both his mother and father’s closets had contained wall safes, of which the new owners had no idea. So the Hillman clan happily pointed out where the safes had once been, although they lay buried now beneath a layer of sheetrock. The four siblings departed believing that, as soon as their bus was out of sight, hammers and crowbars would surely be aimed at those closets.145


  In the years that followed his youth, James Hillman’s writings would often focus on splitting, schism, the divided heart, as he called it, the sense of shadow following all brightness and pleasure and fun. The origin of this idea was surely Atlantic City.


  Could this place where fate deposited me for my first breath of healthy sea air be the very key to the American character? Not Puritan New England; not Southern cavaliers, slavery, and bible belt hillbilly; not gun-toting Wild West; not immigrant Lower East Side nor Chicago, hog butcher to the world, and the great farmlands and plains it drew from; not even California. Atlantic City! . . . the root of not just Las Vegas, but the entire entertainment attitude of the American people.


  Atlantic Cities have sprung up everywhere: Disneyland, Six Flags, Las Vegas, Cruise Ships, Water Parks. Isn’t Florida, Hollywood, and most of Southern California, Atlantic City writ large? Aren’t the golden arches with gimmicky give-aways today’s World’s Play Ground? The variety show of TV programming; the hucksters selling health, appraising antiques, home-shopping like boardwalk auctioneers; the prize money shows (we had our Million Dollar Pier); the animal photography and instruction (we had our Deep Sea Net Haul); the sexy romance-and-soap channels, the preachers, comedians, MTV, strip-tease, porn, criminals... TV is Atlantic City behind glass, the world itself a playground, never closing down day or night, entertainment forever.


  Today’s America begins in my hometown. Now in old age I can see why I had to be born there, and leave there for most of my adult life, an émigré, to gain a different eye. But, in old age we do go home again. Why? To connect one’s own character with the character of one’s origins, one’s place and people.146


  Ed Casey, a longtime friend of Hillman’s and recently President of the American Philosophical Association, believes that the connection back to childhood continued to manifest all his life in Hillman’s “love of performance.” At conferences devoted to the new field of archetypal psychology, Casey recalls him insisting there be a performance aspect, such as declamations of poetry. Casey had first seen this manifest in 1973, when Hillman came to give the prestigious annual Terry Lectures at Yale, and read aloud a long passage that he would soon incorporate into his book, Re-visioning Psychology. “It had memorable poetry and rhetoric,” Casey remembers, “including a lot of Shakespearean language— and with a genuine ‘processional exit’ of imaginal figures slowly leaving the stage, one by one and including Descartes, Jung, Freud, and others. He was bidding farewell to each, creating in words the equivalent of a dramatic performance. It was very theatrical and it built on this theme for ten or fifteen minutes. The audience gasped at the end, and then spontaneously broke into a thunderous ovation and cries of ‘Bravo!’ I’ve been associated with that university for twenty years, and many famous people had come through, but never had there been anything like that. Jim himself was amazed. He might even say that he was visited by archetypal presences which were not creatures of his devising. This links all the way back to Atlantic City, I would suspect.”147


  Asked about Casey’s insight, Hillman responded in a letter: “Atlantic City was all performance. My brother picked up one strand of this with his perfection of the Jewish comedian. He is known far and wide for this. No reason to be afraid of the public, or appearing in public . . . It was part of life there. My mother plays a role in this, too, most likely, since she invited all those public speakers for dinner—Rabbi Wise, Pierre Von Passen, Halliburton and Amelia Earhart. So importance and public speaking and receiving recognition was all laid out by example in Atlantic City.


  “What one had to say, the content, the material probably was like in all show business: ‘to make a splash, to provoke, annoy, shock (the artists job) not just to entertain. Épater la bourgeoisie.’ Thus the darker side, the unconscious side of bourgeois hypocrisy in Atlantic City, easily became my angle, my material. And, of course, that leads to depth psychology as the best sort of material, and to everything non-Jewish, non-Christian, non-approved—such as Jung, myth, the Greeks, and so on.”148


  Margot McLean summarized her impression of Atlantic City on James: “Not only being physically on the edge of the Atlantic Ocean, Atlantic City held life ‘on the edge.’ Growing up entwined in the operations of a hotel and the extroversion of the summer boardwalk, James saw people coming and going from all walks of life—from one extreme to the other. The bearded lady, the Miss America’s, gangsters, J. Edgar Hoover, Amelia Earhart—they were all there. That, mixed in with the melancholy, introspective days of winter months added another set of extremes, this time with the seasons.”


  As Scott Becker has written: “If we move beyond facile associations of water with the feminine (the maternal and the unconscious), Hillman’s birth in Atlantic City implies a connection to all things fluid and to mysterious depths— our origin and our fate. In a somewhat more literal sense, for an American child staring east across the Atlantic, the ocean evokes not only . . . the youthful longing... for future conquest and adventure, but also nostalgia (the backward gaze of . . . longing for the Old Country, for history and the grounding of cultural and ancestral roots).”149


  “Reading life backward enables you to see how early obsessions are the sketchy preformation of behaviors now . . . Reading backward means that growth is less the key biological term than form, and that development only makes sense when it reveals a facet of the original image.”


  —James Hillman, The Soul’s Code, 1996150


  “But you don’t possess your own gift, so you don’t really know who you are,” he said in 2011. “I mean that your gift is independent in a strange way. My identity was much more this Atlantic City boy, this sort of common ordinariness that people see, and that’s who I feel I am.”151
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  LEGACIES OF THE ANCESTORS
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  “... Blow on a dead man’s embers And a live flame will start... ”


  —Robert Graves, To Bring the Dead to Life1


  In the first place, there was what James Hillman described as his “martial nature”—writing from anger, being quick to express rage at thoughtless questions during his lectures. He certainly did not look the part of a military man (though many would remark on his eagle or hawk-like countenance); yet the traits were somehow inherent: his ease in giving orders, eventually being in charge of a psychological institute and then a publishing company. He could be so militant that his second wife, Patricia Berry, used to call him “the Greek colonel.” As Hillman wrote in his book, A Terrible Love of War (2004): “Writing books for me is anyway much like a military campaign. I confess to fighting my way through with military metaphors. There is a strategy, an overall concept, and there are tactics along the way. . . . Tradition would say I was a ‘child of Mars.’”2


  Where did it come from? Might this trait of character be an echo of Emanuel Lulley, the great-great-grandfather who was among the leaders of the Hungarian Revolution of 1848? Could it relate somehow to Rabbi Joseph Krauskopf, the grandfather who encountered Theodore Roosevelt and his Rough Riders during the Spanish-American War? Or to General Mark Clark, a blood relative who commanded U.S. troops during the Italian campaign in World War II?3


  Or perhaps, was this connected to his father’s thwarted ambition—having attended a military academy and been promoted as far as second lieutenant in World War I, but never sent overseas. This was something Julian Hillman so desired that, more than twenty years later, he re-enlisted as soon as World War II broke out. He became Major Hillman during America’s occupation of post-war Germany.


  The martial style was not the only ancestral carryover. We might say that Rabbi Krauskopf ’s Jewish Reform movement had the same central theme of “repairing the world” as his grandson’s archetypal psychology. We might see one grandmother’s flamboyance in Hillman’s lecture “performances,” the other grandmother’s school-teaching in his academic calling. As he grew up in the Atlantic City hotel world, it was noteworthy when the poet Robert Bly, a longtime friend of Hillman’s, without any prompting said in an interview: “My first impression of Jim was of someone who came from a line of very good innkeepers. I saw him as host at a hotel that served wonderful food, had great rooms—and the feeling that you were always welcome. He’s standing behind the desk, checking you out, and he’s going to do things for you—I mean, the room service is superb!”4


  The practice of honoring ancestors dates to the earliest known societies, when oral history narratives of clan or tribe traced roots back to gods, animal totems, and legendary heroes. Genealogy had played a crucial role in rights to royal lineage and the “begats” of the Old Testament. “Various gods and goddesses lived within the ancient family. The ancient home gave plenty of space to the invisibles,”5 Hillman wrote. Plato’s Republic used the word daimon to describe a soul-companion that guides us during our time on earth.6 Hillman would devote an entire book, The Soul’s Code (1996), to the idea of the daimon: “Only if a member of the natural family (itself not always determinable), say a grandparent or an uncle or an aunt, is worthy enough, powerful enough, knowledgeable enough, may he or she become an ancestor in the sense of a guardian spirit.”7


  This in itself was not new to psychology. Carl Jung’s idea of the collective unconscious grew from the notion of primordial images passed congenitally from our ancestors. “I feel very strongly that I am under the influence of things or questions which were left incomplete and unanswered by my parents and grandparents and more distant ancestors,” Jung said in the autobiography-styled book, Memories, Dreams, Reflections. “It often seems as if there was an impersonal karma within a family, which is passed on from parents to children. It has always seemed to me that I had to answer questions which fate had posed to my forefathers, and which had not yet been answered.”8


  Hillman, while studying depth psychology at the Jung Institute in Zürich during the 1950s, had seemed compelled to learn all he could about his forebears. He wrote his parents: “I am grateful to you for thinking of me in connection with a box or boxes of personal papers of Grandfather’s. These things mean much to me.”9 When his first book, Emotion, was published in 1960, Hillman dedicated it “to the spirits of my grandfathers.”


  Framed portraits of his ancestors all hung together on a wall of an upstairs bedroom of Hillman’s home in Connecticut, while in the attic were literally thousands of pages of materials reaching back two centuries: letters and postcards, faded newspapers and photographs, genealogical charts. “As a practicing clinician, I always asked about the patients’ grandparents, about background,” Hillman said in 2007. “And when I give lectures, I say that they’re more important than your parents. Have you thought about sitting down together for a dinner with your eight great-grandparents? Would you be able to talk the same language? Eat the same food? What would it be like, trying to hold all that together?”10


  Thomas Moore, Hillman’s longtime colleague and friend, puts it like this: “Jim’s ideas and his life are so close. I think he would say that the soul is very much involved in the past, just as the spirit might be oriented towards the future. First of all, your immediate ancestors are terribly important because you are defined by them—you’re not this encapsulated individual in time and space, but who you are is who they were as well. He would make that both in terms of family and culture, in that he sees history not just as a linear causality but as archetypal.”11


  THE RABBI


  “Progress has ever been the gift to the many by the few who have had the courage to differ, who have dared to stand alone.”


  —Joseph Krauskopf, Sunday Lectures12


  The grandfather on Hillman’s mother’s side died in 1923, three years before James was born. His passing was marked by a front-page headline in the Philadelphia American: “Rabbi Krauskopf, 65, Noted Divine, Dies; Thousands Mourn.”13 His was a life that in many ways—the dozens of Sunday Lectures incorporated into books, the rebellious and iconoclastic spirit, the admiration of numerous followers—foreshadowed that of the grandson who never knew him beyond his own mother’s unbridled reverence.


  An editorial obituary in Philadelphia’s leading newspaper described Krauskopf as “a man who was an institution. As an American, he placed loyalty to country exactly where he wrote it in his remarkable will in counseling his children to be true first to their land. As a Jew, he stood in the forefront of those who believe that ancient religion should not stand still, but keep pace with the changing needs of mankind. This attitude made him for many years a storm center, with the forces of Orthodox Judaism openly arrayed against him.”14


  The rabbi had asked there be no eulogy, musical program, or flowers, and that his body be cremated. When the people came to view the sealed coffin and attend memorial services at the Keneseth Israel Temple on Broad Street, “long before the time open to the public, a great crowd had gathered in front of the edifice.”15 After the services, a corps of police had to force the people back “to make room for the funeral procession.”


  His daughter, Madeleine, would never stop talking about “the great man,” keeping his memory alive until her own death at the age of ninety-nine. To others in the Hillman family, he was “Holy Joe,” a saintly figure who demanded certain piousness. Every summer, the family made a kind of pilgrimage to the National Farm School that the rabbi had established in Doylestown, some twenty-eight miles north of downtown Philadelphia. Known today as Delaware Valley College, stretching across 940 acres of rolling farmland, it has more than a thousand students and is the only private college in America that offers a Bachelor of Science degree in agriculture; among its graduates is the renowned landscape architect Donald Richardson.16


  Back in the 1930s, a much smaller campus had two greenhouses, a thriving orchard, numerous head of cattle, horses, sheep, swine, and “a lot of poultry,” James would remember, adding: “I got my sex education at the Farm School, when my brother took me into the dairy barn and showed me a bull mounting a cow.”17 Hillman was five when the family attended a Founder’s Day Fair and, inside the Joseph Krauskopf Memorial Library, was shown the funerary urn that contained the ashes of the school’s founder. James was already familiar with how his grandfather had looked in life: the dominant centerpiece in the living room of the Hillman’s house in Atlantic City was an oil painting of the rabbi in his study. A prominent jaw was perhaps the salient feature, along with a penetrating gaze that felt as if his grandfather could see right through him. According to one account, “He was not tall—about five feet, eight inches—but he had a chest like a wrestler and iron fists that when doubled up, looked as though they could drive a railroad spike.”18


  As a boy, James was uncomfortable when he learned the German derivation of Krauskopf: “kraus” meaning “curly,” and “kopf,” meaning “head.” The “curly-head” appellation, probably first assigned the Jewish family by Prussian authorities,19 was not a flattering one. Joseph Krauskopf himself would remember anti-Semitism that “struck into my soul as far back in my childhood as my memory can carry.”20


  Joseph Krauskopf was born on January 21, 1858, in the town of Ostrowo, then part of eastern Prussia (today’s Poland), where his ancestors had resided for several generations. Nearly one-third of Ostrowo’s 2,500-some residents were Jewish. Joseph’s father, Hirsch Krauskopf, had a small wood contracting business and a liberal conception of life. Joseph’s mother was of Dutch extraction, prim and proper and very orthodox in her religious beliefs (she once punished the future rabbi for taking part in a Catholic religious procession with some classmates).


  His three older brothers had left to seek their fortune in America, and a sister had married, all when Joseph Krauskopf was still very young. His fondest memories would be of accompanying his father into the forest to watch the felling of the trees. Completing his basic education at the age of twelve, Krauskfopf went to work for his father, hauling small quantities of wood to the villagers. He would later attribute his love of nature and “unusual dower of vigorous health”21 to those two years spent in the forest.


  There are varying stories of how Krauskopf came to Ellis Island at the age of fourteen, speaking no English. Perhaps the most definitive account is by Rabbi Malcolm H. Stern, the dean of American Jewish genealogists. “Hirsch Krauskopf died before 1872. His youngest son, Joseph, having just celebrated his bar mitzvah, was sent by his widowed mother to seek his fortune with his much older brother, a peddler in Trenton, New Jersey. Young Joseph reached Trenton to find that his brother had been robbed and killed. In the young boy’s pocket was a small slip of paper with the address of a first cousin in Fall River, Massachusetts. Somehow, the boy made it to Fall River and began working for a tea merchant. The widow of the local newspaper editor (Mary Slade) gave the boy permission to read her husband’s books to teach himself English. It was she who read that Rabbi Isaac Mayer Wise was about to open a rabbinical school in Cincinnati, and she wrote to Rabbi Wise recommending young Krauskopf ‘because he has all the Christian virtues.’”22


  Years later, Krauskopf reflected that, “Neither environment nor family tradition could have exercized [sic] an unconscious impelling influence on me, for I knew of no minister in my family; and when I felt myself drawn toward the Jewish pulpit, I lived in a gentile community, far removed from a Jewish congregation... I chose the ministry simply because I felt that there was some work there for me to do... I felt within me what I believed to be a divine call, and I obeyed.”23


  “There is more in a human life than our theories of it allow. Sooner or later something seems to call us onto a particular path. You may remember this ‘something’ as a signal moment in childhood when an urge out of nowhere, a fascination, a peculiar turn of events struck like an annunciation: This is what I must do, this is what I’ve got to have. This is who I am.”


  —James Hillman, The Soul’s Code, 199624


  HEBREW UNION COLLEGE


  Reform Judaism had first evolved in Germany at the start of the nineteenth century and been introduced to America during an early migratory wave of university-trained rabbis from Bavaria, Prussia, and Bohemia in the 1840s and 1850s. “Its goal was to adjust age-old religious beliefs and customs to the ‘progressive’ spirit of the times.”25 Orthodox practices and beliefs were largely discarded, while only Biblical passages concerning ethical behavior were considered divinely inspired.


  Since his arrival from Bohemia in 1846, the leading advocate of reform was Rabbi Isaac Mayer Wise. He had been dismissed from his first post in Albany, New York, for introducing choral singing, mixed seating of men and women, and confirmation to replace the traditional bar mitzvah. Wise then moved to Cincinnati, already home to a large number of German Jews, and there he began preaching in English instead of Hebrew, and on Sundays, rather than the customary Saturday Sabbath. Additionally, men were no longer required to cover their heads during services.26


  At this time there were no American-trained clergy. Wise set out to fill the gap. When Hebrew Union College opened in 1875, it took two days by train for seventeen-year-old Joseph Krauskopf to reach Cincinnati, where the first class was to convene in October. A scholarship paid for his tuition, and he tutored the children of a local family in return for room-andboard, walking more than five miles to the college each day. The curriculum was rigorous, including Latin and Greek, classes ran from morning through until night. The first twenty-three candidates were taught in a dark room in a synagogue basement by Rabbi Wise and another reformer named Max Lilienthal. Asked by Krauskopf to inscribe some personal guidance in his autograph book, Lilienthal wrote: “Religion and not mere theology must be your motto in your future career as ministers! Religion is universal, theology is temporary . . . ”27 For eight years, Krauskopf absorbed such liberal ideas. David Philipson, a fellow student, would later describe him as a born leader, one who “struck out into original paths” with a “veritable passion for work” and an “apparently inexhaustible fund of energy.”28 Eventually, Krauskopf and a classmate, Henry Berkowitz, moved into a small room above a bakery, where they co-authored three textbooks (Bible Ethics and two Hebrew Readers), wrote for Jewish journals, and edited a weekly newspaper for young people.


  Krauskopf soon began lecturing in other cities and chronicling the stories in letters, much as his grandson would do later, their accounts displaying a similar self-confidence. In Kalamazoo, Michigan, Krauskopf reported: “Had six ladies call on me this afternoon. Just think of it.”29 In Milwaukee, Wisconsin: “Have tasted some of the celebrated Milwaukee beer, it does not fall short of its reputation.”30 In Kansas City, Missouri: “I have been perfectly lionized. . . . Last night the temple was crowded, the lecture was well received. The papers of this morning reprint it in full.”31


  Krauskopf was among only four of the original candidates to obtain degrees and become the first American-trained ordained rabbis. (Hebrew Union College, which still exists, would graduate more than 500 rabbis over time.) The first graduation ceremony was celebrated on July 11, 1883, bringing together at Wise’s Plum Street Temple, more than a hundred rabbinic and lay leaders from across America, representing seventy-six different congregations. “The broadly inclusive ceremony marked ‘the high point of Jewish religious unity in America,’ and symbolized Wise’s longstanding goal, which was to lead a broad ideologically diverse coalition committed to strengthening American Judaism.”32


  The “Jewish religious unity,” however, did not make it through the night. In an event that became legendary in the annals of nineteenth century Judaism, here is what happened when the festivities “closed with a great dinner at a famed hilltop resort, The Highland House.” One of the graduates, David Philipson, recounted: “Knowing that there would be delegates from various parts of the country present who laid stress upon the observance of the dietary laws, the Cincinnati committee engaged a Jewish caterer to set the dinner. The great banqueting hall was brilliantly lighted, with the hundreds of guests seated at the beautifully arranged tables. The invocation had been spoken by one of the visiting rabbis while the waiters served the first course. Terrific excitement ensued when two rabbis arose from their seats and rushed from the room. Shrimp had been placed before them as the opening course of the elaborate menu.”33


  According to the historical account in American Judaism, “the lavish nine-course banquet . . . included four biblically forbidden foods (clams, crabs, shrimp, and frogs’ legs), and also mixed meat and dairy products, another violation of the Jewish dietary code. . . . The fiasco, known later as the trefa (unkosher) banquet, was reputedly the product of carelessness rather than malice.”34 Rabbi Wise, however, refused to apologize, going so far as to say that the dietary laws of “kitchen Judaism” were no longer valid. Traditionalists saw this as a “public insult,” and “symbolically, the trefa banquet separated American Jews into two opposing camps that could no longer break bread together.”35


  How young Krauskopf felt about the culinary rift at his ordination is not known, but he soon became the first of his class to receive an appointment as rabbi—at Kansas City’s Reformist Congregation B’Nai Jehudah, founded in 1870 by twenty-five pioneer families. Kansas City was “destined to become the greatest commercial and manufacturing city of the New West,” Missouri Senator Thomas Hart Benton had proclaimed.36 Indeed, the opening of the railroad saw the city emerge as one of the world’s major cattle markets, and by 1880 its population had almost doubled over the previous ten years to around 60,000. Upon Krauskopf ’s arrival three years later, “a carriage conveyed me to the grandest hotel in town, the Centropolis, where a royal breakfast awaited me including finger bowl etc.”37


  He was only twenty-five, and just a mere decade removed from the Prussian woods. That fall of 1883, following his marriage to Rose Berkowitz (sister of his schoolmate Henry, with whom he shared a double wedding under the auspices of Rabbi Wise in Ohio), the couple bought a house and Krauskopf wasted no time stirring the pot of reform. Out of centuries of persecution, he warned his congregation, “Jews were inclined toward a kind of social inbreeding that often resulted in the erection of invisible ghetto walls.” This, he felt, should not happen in the melting pot of America. “You are not merely American Jews; you are Jewish Americans. You must be of this country, of these times,” he sermonized.38


  His Friday evening lectures struck a resonant chord among both Jews and Gentiles. Krauskopf preached that the new theory of evolution was not in conflict with religion, and that Jesus Christ possessed traits that Jews should emulate.39 He also set in motion a series of programs aimed at helping not only Jews, but any newcomers who couldn’t find work. After the rabbi joined with four Christian ministers to organize a “Poor Man’s Free Labor Bureau,” members of his congregation were drafted to canvas the city. He fought against child labor, became active in prison reform, and arranged low-cost housing for poor families. Missouri’s Governor appointed him a lifetime member of the Board of National Charities and Corrections. A new and larger synagogue was soon dedicated.


  In November of 1885, not long after a post-graduate Doctor of Divinity degree was bestowed upon Krauskopf, the first conference of American Reform rabbis took place in Pittsburgh, with Rabbi Wise presiding. The non-Zionist perspective was an especially sensitive topic among older rabbis, who continued to hope for return to a Jewish homeland. Half the age of most of the fifteen participants, Krauskopf raced from one meeting to the next, “debating, arguing, coddling, and cajoling.”40 He served as chairman of a committee that drew up the Pittsburgh Platform, a statement of reform principles that would remain the same until 1937, and which included changing the Jewish day of rest from Saturday to Sunday.


  Embodied in Krauskopf, a contemporary wrote, “we can hear the longing of the new American rabbi for the emancipation of Judaism from its outlandish, outmoded oriental cloak, coupled with the fervent wish to refit it with a garb better suited to the western, American environment.”41 In 1887, the Reform Congregation Keneseth Israel, based in Philadelphia, founded forty years before, and considered “the cathedral of the movement,”42 invited him to be its spiritual leader. He and Rose moved east with their three children.


  Krauskopf ’s predecessor in Philadelphia had pushed for synagogue reform more in writings than in practice, and the newcomer’s activism initially met with strong resistance from Orthodox and even moderate Reform elements. Second and third-generation American-born Jews, however, found his message and his manner extremely attractive. In his first year, Krauskopf reorganized the Philadelphia temple’s religious school, employing public school teachers whenever possible, and calling for more art, music, and dancing. He initiated a young people’s society of “Knowledge Seekers.” He told his congregation: “No religion, if it is to serve its purpose, is to be permitted to become congealed or fossilized. The day a religion ceases to grow marks it for the grave. . . .43 We believe that religion concerns itself with deed.”44 Religion had to confront the major social issues of the day and address people’s needs— going into underprivileged areas, poor people’s homes, prisons, and hospitals—and seeking to correct the ills that it found.


  All of this would find an echo two generations later through Krauskopf ’s grandson, who called for psychology to move away from its concentration on the individual ego toward a wider framework concerned with the problems of society, and with an emphasis on aesthetics. So, too, would James Hillman take a controversial stand against monotheism in favor of honoring the many gods within, which some viewed as a kind of paganism— just as many conservative clergy feared that Krauskopf ’s hidden agenda was to destroy Judaism when he preached: “We recognize truth in every religion... We discard the belief that the Bible was written by God, or by man under the immediate dictation of God, and that its teachings are therefore infallible and binding upon all men and all ages . . . it is the work of man and shares all the faults that characterize the religious writings of bygone ages; its self-evident contradictions, its conflicts with the indisputable facts of science, show conclusively the human hand and the primitive human mind.”45


  It would be written of Krauskopf: “He ignores most of the ceremonies and traditions of antiquity . . . He discards the idea of a personal man-magnified God; the direct inspiration of the Bible; the supernatural account of miracles and prophecy, and the idea of a coming Messiah, believing that the Messianic age will have dawned when all mankind shall be one brotherhood.” His grandson would write in A Terrible Love of War: “To consider the events in the Bible as legends, myths, and stories, or as exemplary lessons for learning life’s truths, opens the mind to imaginative speculation, shaking belief in the Bible’s revelation of the true words of its God.”46


  ENCOUNTER WITH TOLSTOY


  When Krauskopf arrived in Philadelphia, his congregation numbered just under 300. During the first five years of his ministry, the temple was enlarged twice to accommodate the growing membership. Eventually, a new synagogue needed to be built, with a 1,700 seat capacity. Its general plan was conceived by Krauskopf, and cost $200,000 to erect. The rabbi delivered his sermons entirely from memory, with “literary charm.” Krauskopf ’s Sunday Lectures were published weekly in pamphlet form and widely distributed. He launched the Jewish Publication Society of America, a non-profit, cooperative venture whose objective was to bring books on Jewish subjects to an American audience. (Now based in New York, it remains a leader in religious publishing.) In 1891, the prestigious National Encyclopedia of American Biography described Krauskopf as the “foremost champion in America” of Reform Judaism, giving the movement “a direction and a force hitherto un-thought of.”47


  Suddenly, in January 1893, his wife died, leaving the rabbi a widower with three children to care for. He and Rose had been “good companions, deeply in love,” according to his biographer, William W. Blood, in the book, Apostle of Reason. “His sermons shortly after her death were charged with a sensitive self-reproach. The Rabbi seems to have believed that he had failed to show Rose the depth and sincerity of his love, that he had devoted time to his career which should have been spent with his family.”48 The division between family and work would be felt acutely by his equally driven grandson during the early stages of his career in psychology.


  Of utmost concern to Krauskopf was the global plight of the Jewish people. After the partition of the old Polish republic in the latter part of the eighteenth century, Czarist Russia had acquired the largest Jewish population in the world. “Bitterly anti-Semitic, Russia transported large numbers of Jews to the eastern provinces of the empire into a Pale of Settlement that amounted to a gigantic ghetto,” wrote another Krauskopf chronicler, Glenn D. Kittler, in Profiles in Faith. “For almost a century the Jews had lived as slaves, deprived of citizenship, or the right to own land or a business, even denied promotion in the armies into which thousands were conscripted. The state-tolerated, even statefinanced, mass massacres of Jews were undisguised savagery.”49


  In 1894 came rumors that following the expulsion of all Jews from Moscow, the pogroms might be intensifying. Krauskopf invited several wealthy friends, Jewish and Gentile, to his home to hear a proposition. Not far from the overcrowded Pale of Settlement where Jews were dying of disease and starvation, lay a vast tract of available land. What if some of this area could be purchased from the government, and Russian Jews resettled as farmers? His listeners were sympathetic and Krauskopf set about arranging a trip to Russia to negotiate. Though Krauskopf was initially denied a visa, President Grover Cleveland promised to intercede and Congress threatened to terminate a trade agreement that provided for unrestricted travel between the two countries. The Russians capitulated.50


  Krauskopf set sail that summer, in the ecumenical company of a Catholic priest who would become ill and have to return early. In St. Petersburg, the Russian Minister of Finance “listened attentively” to Krauskopf ’s proposal and “seemed interested,” but mainly because American dollars were involved. Then, while in Moscow, the rabbi read an article titled “Patriotism and Christianity” in an issue of the London Daily Standard, parts of which had been blacked out by Russian censors. The article attacked all persecutions and condemned nationalistic patriotism as un-Christian, stifling “sentiment of the Brotherhood of Man.” Its author was Count Leo Tolstoy. “I resolved at once to visit him, if possible,” Krauskopf later wrote.


  Already world renowned as the author of War and Peace and Anna Karenina, Tolstoy had been devoting an increasing amount of his time to public works. During the 1880s, he had authored pamphlets about religion that most impressed Krauskopf, and had written articles advocating redistribution of wealth through collective ownership of land. When Russia was struck by a series of famines in the early 1890s, Tolstoy and his family had established several countryside soup kitchens. Scorned by the Russian elite, Tolstoy was denounced by the state as an anarchist.


  In response to his inquiry, Krauskopf received a note back in English from Tolstoy’s daughter. It indicated that an evening visit would be preferable, since her father was busy “hay-making” in the fields all day. From Moscow it was four hours by rail, and then another two hours by wagon to reach Tolstoy’s ancestral estate near the village of Yasnaya Polyana. Krauskopf was accompanied by a young Russian barrister, who later recalled their driver having referred to Tolstoy as “a very strange Lord” who worked the land himself like an ordinary peasant.


  They reached the turreted gates of the sprawling white-stone manor-house around 6:00 p.m. Krauskopf first encountered Tolstoy among a group of peasants returning from the fields. “The simplicity of his attire, the plainness of his manner, and the frugality of his evening meal—despite his hard day’s work in the field—and which my companion and I were hospitably invited to share, imparted to his presence a grandeur, that made my fashionable clothes seem the coarser of the two, made me ashamed of ever having indulged in luxuries at my table at home... ”51


  At a simple supper with the family, Krauskopf recalled “the fire of humanity beaming” from Tolstoy’s eyes. The rabbi’s traveling companion, a man named Bramsen, recounted that Tolstoy was “obviously pained” to hear about the situation of the Jews. It turned out that Tolstoy had studied Hebrew so that he might read the Old Testament and some of the Talmudic writings in their original texts. Quoting from the Torah: “In the sweat of thy face, shalt thou eat bread,” he suggested that “the greater the number of Jews that settle on land for farm work, the better it would be for Jews in general.” But as they walked together through a grove of silver birch trees, Tolstoy expressed doubt that the Czarists would ever accept Krauskopf ’s plan. Better to do something in America, with its fertile lands ripe for agriculture and without the same history of anti-Semitism. Krauskopf wrote that Tolstoy advised him “to open a school where young Jews could learn the skills of their ancestors . . . make more tillers and fewer tailors.” In a Sunday Lecture, Krauskopf would recall: “No course of study in moral philosophy, even in the most learned university under ablest masters could have sent me back into the world with so clear a recognition of human duty and with so keen a sense of individual responsibility as did that peasant-sage of Yasnaya Polyana.”52


  Before departing Russia, the rabbi had held fruitless discussions with two of Czar Alexander III’s leading officials regarding his resettlement proposal and, as Tolstoy had suggested, visited an agricultural school on the Black Sea that trained a small number of Jewish youth.53 This convinced him that a “model farm” in America was necessary. Back in the United States, Krauskopf began working toward that goal. He raised funds by giving a series of lectures on Tolstoy, and by January of 1896 he had amassed $10,000. That was enough to purchase a 122-acre tract for his National Farm School.54 The first students were a dozen boys taken off the streets of Philadelphia.


  “For Krauskopf, agriculture was an important bridge over the chasm separating Reform Judaism and Zionism,” as an article in American Jewish History later recalled.55 “Krauskopf was aware of the need to provide European Jews with safe homes; he believed that farming could be their salvation; he lectured on the responsibility of American Jews to support recolonizing efforts; and he accepted the logic which pointed towards Palestine, along with the United States, as the home for persecuted Jews. Gradually, Krauskopf recognized that his interest in agriculture as the means for helping Jews in the American slums and European ghettos began to coincide with Zionist efforts to establish agricultural colonies in Palestine.” These would become the first kibbutzim. Krauskopf would later warn: “There will never be a return to Palestinian Zion unless there will first be a return to Eden nearer home,” namely a “turn toward America.”56


  THE BINSWANGERS


  In August of 1896, Krauskopf returned to Kansas City to marry a primary school teacher thirteen years his junior, twenty-five-year-old Sybil Feineman.57 How he had come to court the tall brunette is not known, but at the age of thirteen she had been part of the first confirmation class taught there by the young rabbi. Sybil was the daughter of a prosperous local merchant, B. A. Feineman, who had served as president of the Kansas City temple’s congregation for seventeen years and been instrumental in bringing Krauskopf there.58 “The Fineman [sic] family in particular treated me as if I were their nearest relative,” he had written after his first visit to Kansas City.59


  Sybil Feineman’s grandmother, Elise Binswanger, emigrated from Bavaria in 1854 with her husband, Solomon, youngest of nine Binswanger sons. It was a period when Jewish immigrants contributed greatly to the opening of the west, by roaming the prairies as itinerant merchants. It was also a period marked by pre-Civil War violence, especially in Missouri. The Binswangers had lived in the frontier town of Richfield less than a year, when Solomon was murdered at the age of thirty-two.60


  “There have been many stories,” James Hillman recounted. “I was told it was a Friday night and he’d closed his general store for Sabbath, when a man came around demanding liquor. When Binswanger refused to reopen, the fellow pulled out his derringer and shot him there on the doorstep. His wife was left widowed with three little girls and another in the belly.”61


  Mrs. Binswanger went on to establish a successful boardinghouse in St. Joseph, after it was chosen as eastern terminus for the Pony Express. B. A. Feineman, then a traveling salesman, had been among her tenants. He’d been born in the same region of Bavaria and soon developed a passion for the widowed landlady that dominated his Civil War diaries (which, to James Hillman’s fascination, contained scarcely a mention of the North-South conflict). While she rebuffed his advances, eventually Mrs. Binswanger offered instead the chance to marry her sixteen-year-old eldest daughter, Bettie. This might have seemed an odd arrangement but Feineman accepted, especially since “Mrs. B” agreed to move in and run the household. He and Bettie went on to have three children and, when their eldest daughter Sybil married Joseph Krauskopf in a ceremony that made page one of the Kansas City paper (sandwiched between policy speeches by presidential candidates William McKinley and William Jennings Bryan), Mrs. B served as the maid of honor.62


  The Binswangers would loom large in the nascent field of psychology. Ludwig Binswanger, a brother of the murdered Solomon, had been a well-known medical “psychiatrist” in southern Germany before founding the Bellevue Sanitorium in Kreuzlingen, Switzerland. The private asylum would later become famous, caring for luminaries such as F. Scott Fitzgerald’s wife Zelda. Binswanger’s grandson, also named Ludwig, would study under Jung at the University of Zürich during the early twentieth century and become a go-between in the difficult relationship between Jung and Freud. Half-a-century later, another Binswanger descendant would be elected to the governing Curatorium of the Jung Institute. Hilda Binswanger, a Jungian analyst in Zürich, would translate James Hillman’s second book, Suicide and the Soul, into German. Yet another Binswanger would be the Hillman family doctor in Zürich.63 James Hillman knew nothing of these ancestral connections before he moved to Zürich in 1953, where he would remain for most of the next quarter-century.


  * * *


  By the time Sybil Krauskopf gave birth to a daughter they named Madeleine on August 19, 1897, the rabbi was an active member of the National Farm School’s faculty, traveling to the school regularly from Philadelphia. At Krauskopf ’s urging, the city’s railroad overseers had established a small station that cut across a corner of the campus.64 But for the rabbi, more was on the horizon than a new baby and a new school.


  In 1898, after the U.S. battleship Maine was blown up in Havana harbor, the Spanish-American War began. Krauskopf was enlisted by President McKinley as one of four field commissioners who were to visit hospitals and dispensaries at the front in Cuba. While on the island, Krauskopf encountered Colonel Theodore Roosevelt shortly after the Battle of San Juan Hill that had catapulted his Rough Riders to fame. He wanted Krauskopf to know how highly he regarded the Jewish troops, both as fighting men and good citizens. They would meet again on several occasions, Roosevelt once fondly referring to Krauskopf as a “corker.”65 In 1906, he would write Krauskopf from the White House praising his National Farm School. “There is nothing more needed in this country than the various movements under way to render farm work more scientific, more profitable, as well as more attractive; for no nation can afford to forget that in the last resort its well-being rests upon the wellbeing and high character of the man who tills the soil.”66 When Roosevelt died in 1917, a stained-glass window in Krauskopf ’s temple would be dedicated to his memory.


  By the early twentieth century, Krauskopf ’s Reform Congregation Keneseth Israel was the largest Jewish congregation in the United States67 and soon his $12,000 annual salary made him one of the country’s highest paid clergy. He spoke before thousands on Sunday mornings. His expressed hope was to eventually see Christianity and Judaism merged into a single universal faith. This, Krauskopf envisioned, could happen if Christians were able to let go of their “fables” surrounding Christ, and Jews would forgo their belief that God granted them a special place. In 1915, he published a book titled Jesus, Man or God? All of the sects that sprang from ancient religions were “but new forms of the old, new expressions of the old yearnings after spiritual truths.”68 The younger generation flocked to him, drawn to his “adapting the Jewish faith to the American spirit, conducting services largely in the vernacular and dropping unnecessary symbolism and redundant ritual,” as one account put it.


  A handsome conservatory, a gift of the congregation with splashing fountains and singing birds, adjoined the Krauskopf residence on Pulaski Avenue in Philadelphia’s Germantown section. The conservatory opened onto a two-story library with a balcony, containing busts of Shakespeare, Dante, and other literary greats. As a boy, James Hillman would sometimes stand there and peruse the bookshelves; when he moved to Dallas in the late 1970s, he would model his own workroom after it.


  Always in excellent health, in twenty-five years Krauskopf had had only one brief absence from the pulpit. But in the autumn of 1912, he suffered a stroke that impaired his vision and the temple congregation voted to give him a year’s leave of absence and a round-the-world trip,69 providing him with a $5,000 gift. He travelled from Japan to the Holy Land and on into Europe, accompanied by his wife and their fifteen-year-old daughter. For Madeleine, the voyage whetted an appetite for all things foreign. In later years she would be a raconteur about the places she had seen as a teenager— Yangtze River gunboats, Palestine when it was yet a Turkish province, society life in German spas and aboard the great Transatlantic steamships.


  The family’s trip ended a few weeks ahead of schedule, in mid-September, 1914, with the outbreak of World War I. During the war, the National Farm School used its resources to assist the government’s food programs. After suffering several recurrences of high blood pressure, again the rabbi had to curtail his activities. At the end of March 1923, he visited his school for the last time. While he was there, a fire broke out in Pioneer Hall, the first building he had erected. Seeing the old wooden structure burn to the ground “brought on a severe attack of illness.” When Krauskopf collapsed at his home in Philadelphia, on the advice of his physician he was taken by his family to Atlantic City and The Breakers hotel that his daughter’s husband ran. The rabbi “loved the ocean,” reported the Philadelphia American, “and spent his last days sitting on the porch of the hotel, wrapped in blankets.”70


  In his will, he told his family he would be with them on “Death Days.”71


  “Due to the perverted theologies of most people, death has generally been pictured as cruel and abhorrent . . . The soul believes in immortality, not because it has been proved, but because it is part of its nature to believe it.”


  — Joseph Krauskopf, November 10, 191872


  “Our culture is singular for its ignorance of death. The great art and celebrations of many other cultures—ancient Egyptian and Etruscan, the Greek of Eleusis, Tibetan— honor the underworld.... The soul . . . desires to go beyond, to go ever inward and deeper.”


  — James Hillman, The Dream and the Underworld, 197973


  THE HOTELMAN AND THE REVOLUTIONARY


  In the 1990s, James Hillman was traveling through the South with his wife and two friends, visiting Civil War battlefields. They were in Tennessee when James suggested the party take a day to visit Okolona, Mississippi. A genealogist had traced one of his grandfathers to the little town. All James knew was that his grandfather, Joel Hillman, had apparently been an only child, born a year after the Civil War on July 10, 1866, in Memphis, Tennessee, where his father, Joseph, was believed to have been a merchant who owned a small crossroads country store. He died when Joel was six,74 in an epidemic of either cholera or yellow fever that struck the Mississippi River Valley. Joel’s mother, Alexandra, too poor to take care of him, was said to have placed him in Okolona, with a Jewish family that owned a shop of some sort. Following the emancipation of the slaves and the breakup of the plantation system, Jewish peddlers and storekeepers would play an important role in the economic development of the region. “After the South was decimated by the Civil War,” James Hillman recalled, “the Jewish merchants who immigrated, especially through ports like New Orleans, had huge success. They knew trade, came mostly from Germany or Austria-Hungary in the 1870s and ‘80s, and ran what were called dry goods businesses.”75


  Entering Okolona on Highway 41, they drove past Catfish Row and then a large shoe factory and a series of dilapidated Southern homes that dated to the early 1900s. One of Hillman’s companions called it “desolate.” Scarcely a place frequented by tourists; Okolona only had one street. There was, however, a Chamber of Commerce, and the people there were very hospitable. When Hillman said he’d heard the merchant family’s name might have been Ganz, this was met with recognition. Yes, some Ganz descendants had stayed on in Okolona. “Oh yeah,” one man said, nodding his head, “he was a little Jew man.” It was not said in a mean-spirited or even prejudiced fashion, Hillman would remember, but rather as someone might speak of a “Big Al” or a “Little Walter.” That was as much as they would learn of the roots of Joel Hillman in Okolona, Mississippi.


  At fourteen, he had left whatever home he had and headed further south to New Orleans, where he landed a job selling sandwiches, cigars, and magazines on a pushcart for the Illinois Central railroad that ran between New Orleans and Chicago. Eventually, he decided to remain in Chicago, after finding work sweeping blood out of a slaughterhouse.


  “The ‘Union Stockyards’ were never a pleasant place . . . All day long the blazing midsummer sun beat down upon that square mile of abominations: upon tens of thousands of cattle crowded into pens whose wooden floors stank and steamed contagion; upon bare, blistering, cinder-strewn railroad tracks, and huge blocks of dingy meat factories, whose labyrinthine passages defied a breath of fresh air to penetrate them; and there were not merely rivers of hot blood, and car-loads of moist flesh, and rendering vats and soap caldrons, glue factories, and fertilizer tanks, that smelt like the craters of hell—there were also tons of garbage festering in the sun, and the greasy laundry of the workers hung out to dry, and dining rooms littered with food and black with flies, and toilet rooms that were open sewers.”76


  — Upton Sinclair, The Jungle


  Despite the atmosphere, as his other grandson and namesake Joel Hillman recounted, “My grandfather was six-foot-two and strong, and he learned how to cut meat.”77 He caught the eye of Nelson Morris & Company, one of the original meatpacking companies at the stockyards. Under the German-born Morris, the company had achieved annual sales of about $11 million by 1873 and, like other leading Chicago packers such as Swift and Armour, Morris’s operations extended across America during the final decades of the century.78 Young Hillman, after working for a few years in Chicago, was sent to Washington, D.C. to open a branch office. Sometime in the late 1880s or early 1890s, he attached himself to Golden and Company Commission Merchants and Butter Manufacturers. “He did his own butchering business, selling butter, eggs, and chickens to local restaurants,” according to his grandson, Joel. “One of his customers was Harvey’s Restaurant.”79


  Precisely how the elder Joel Hillman first encountered his wifeto-be, Sarah Lulley, is not known, but it’s possible that this took place in proximity of Harvey’s, since the celebrated restaurant was located at Eleventh and Pennsylvania—the very same block where Emanuel Lulley had an “auctioneering and commission” business. Lulley’s granddaughter, Sarah, born in 1869, had been well-educated at a private girls’ school. She was a petite but flamboyant young lady who enjoyed wearing fantastic hats, jewelry, and costumes. A cousin of James Hillman would recall Sarah dressing completely in lavender and purple, in emulation of the Czarina of Russia,80 “a proud little Hungarian Jewish-American princess,” as James would describe her, “full of elitist ideas because she came out of a military Hungarian family and a kind of nobility.”81


  Her grandfather (and Hillman’s great-great-grandfather), Emanuel Lulley, had been an aide-de-camp to Louis Kossuth, the Hungarian revolutionary whose ragtag army of volunteers in 1848 defeated the Austrians who had ruled the country for 300 years.82 Lulley was described in Hungarian publications of the era as a police official, spymaster, and important counterintelligence agent. When Czar Nicholas I of Russia, fearful that rebellion might spread to his own country, responded to Austrian pleas and dispatched a massive force, Kossuth and his men were forced to capitulate a year later. “Lulley was one of the five men who buried the crown of Hungary and refused to reveal its hiding-place,” according to a pamphlet later published in the United States.


  While many of the rebel leaders were rounded up and shot, Kossuth managed to flee across the Turkish frontier with a small number of his entourage, Lulley among them. While he was interned in a refugee camp, Lulley’s wife, Cecilia, and their children joined him. The American press had been keenly interested in the Hungarian freedom fighters, likening Kossuth to George Washington. In 1851, the joint efforts of the United States and England induced the young Turkish Sultan to allow the rebels to leave. President Millard Fillmore sent a steam frigate, the Mississippi, to pick some of them up. The ship could hold no more than fifty passengers, and Kossuth had to choose who would go. Lulley and his large family were provided with seven of the berths.


  This first significant wave of Hungarian immigrants to American shores docked at the Brooklyn Navy Yard on November 10, 1851.83 Lulley is said to have dressed his children in Hungarian national costumes and sent them marching ashore to wild applause. The Lulleys and the other passengers, few of whom spoke English, were escorted to City Hall the next day to be greeted by the mayor. Invited to Washington, D.C., “Lulley carried all his little children, picturesquely dressed . . . to see the president of the United States [Fillmore], who gave him a splendid silver medal.”


  The family decided to settle in the nation’s capital, where Lulley was to run a cigar store, going on to deal in clothing and used furniture, before eventually becoming an auctioneer. In those early years in America, while adding five more children to the family, the Lulleys had so much trouble making ends meet that three of the elder sons were adopted by Mary Howard Schoolcraft, a well-known Indian historian and translator.


  The advent of the Civil War brought a change to the Lulley fortunes. The patriarch was a staunch Union supporter. The degree of Hungarian participation in the Civil War came to exceed that of any other ethnic group, and for a time Lulley served as a Major of the Kossuth Guards in the New York State Service, distinguishing himself as a field officer. Later, as a civilian in Washington, he and one of his sons became what were known as sutlers—merchants licensed to sell provisions like tobacco, fruit, and probably liquor, at Union Army posts. This may have been a “cover” for other duties since, as Lulley’s obituary would state, “During the war of the rebellion, Mr. Lulley was employed in the secret service,” apparently as an agent for Lincoln’s Department of Justice.84 Another Lulley son served as a “little drummer boy,” while still another fought in several naval battles.


  Long after, James Hillman would write to Thomas Moore that he especially enjoyed biographies of military men. “I love to read how the generals made their moves in the saddles, with insufficient information, amidst ‘the din of battle,’ with drunken, maddened, or timid subalterns, under pressure from Ministers, exhausted and sore—and still wheel all those troops around, take up positions, and hold their ground . . . and how they handled retreats.”


  Hillman’s great-grandfather, Emanuel Lulley’s first-born son, Anthony, had been nine years old when the family arrived in America. After the Civil War, he ended up establishing the Lulley Bros. dry-goods store. The building burned down, killing five people including his younger brother Charles.85 Anthony’s wife Emilie was well-regarded in Washington society. She was beautiful, intelligent, and a fine cook who spoke both French and German. She established a lucrative business opposite the Metropolitan Hotel, “E. Lulley’s Original Variety Stores... Importer of China and Bohemian Glass Ware, Cutlery, Silver Plated Ware, House Furnishing Goods &c.” Then, two weeks short of her forty-third birthday, Emilie died suddenly of unspecified causes, leaving behind fifteen-year-old daughter Sarah.


  Her mother had been “identified with Washington and its material prosperity,” and Sarah seemed determined to carry on the tradition. She would soon be extolled in the capitol for her lavish parties. Sarah was twenty-two at the time of her marriage in 1891 to Joel Hillman, who rose from “porkpacker,” to “merchant,”86 to being the Washington and Baltimore agent for the Golden Company. During the last decade of the nineteenth century, as Joel’s business enterprise continued gathering momentum, first a daughter and then a son were born—Julian Hillman, James’s father, in 1894.


  Though lacking any formal education, Joel Hillman read prodigiously and could quote Keats and Shelley. As grandson James put it, “This was the period of American history where people came up from the bottom and made lots of money. My grandfather had a gentleman’s fantasy. He had style and taste. He was tall, extremely distinguished, and spoke with a slight Southern accent. He was often taken for a senator, because he had that kind of presence.”87


  In 1906, a Washington newspaper headline announced: “Harvey’s Changes Hands: Hillman, the Purchaser.”88 Joel Hillman had bought the restaurant business and the property for $140,000. Hillman’s grandson, Joel recalled: “He used to go to the market very early. He got up at four o’clock every morning his whole life. He would look the meat over and put a skewer into the piece he wanted delivered to Harvey’s. They kept a skewer at the market with his name on it.”89


  The Washington Herald featured a lengthy interview with Hillman about an “epicurean trip” he had made to Europe. “It may be said without fear of contradiction that French cooking is likely to dominate the world,” he announced presciently, and added, “There are many things that impress the American abroad, but I think, after all, that over there we can learn the lesson that in our rush and hurry we sacrifice some of the real pleasures of life . . . On the other side eating is a recreation and a pleasure.”90


  TO THE BOARDWALK


  A year after his purchase of Harvey’s Restaurant, Joel Hillman acquired the lease on a Boardwalk hotel in Atlantic City, then the most famous summer resort community in the country. The Rudolf, built in only 100 days in 1895, was a five-story wood-frame building with a ballroom that could accommodate 500 dancers. Although he would continue to oversee Harvey’s Restaurant in Washington, Hillman decided to move his family to Atlantic City. This may have been at Sarah’s impetus since her father, Anthony Lulley, had retired there at sixty-five. Before and during World War I, the Rudolf would become one of Atlantic City’s more fashionable spots and Hillman was elected the first president of the New Jersey Hotel Association. By the time of the Armistice on November 11, 1918, Hillman had built a $700,000 addition to the hotel and changed its name to The Breakers.


  His son, Julian, as a young teenager, was dispatched with a tutor to travel and broaden his education in Europe. Later on, he would finish high school at the Bordentown Military Academy near Princeton, taking courses in classical scholars like Cicero. When Julian was in military school, his mother had written him: “You know Papa is banking on teaching you the business, so that he can slow down at it. Remember he has been hustling since he is eleven years old.”91


  Julian went on to graduate from the Wharton School of Business at the University of Pennsylvania. While attending, he had begun dating Madeleine Krauskopf, a student at nearby Swarthmore College. Remarkably cosmopolitan after her youthful worldly travels, she had dark hair, striking features, and dressed in the latest fashions. Julian drove a “hot little car” called a Stutz and had a reputation as a good dancer. He stole her away from his college roommate, Sam Adler of the Philadelphia department store family,92 later to become a Hillman family friend (and whose descendants moved to Savannah and were featured in the book, Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil).


  Then, soon after America entered World War I, in the summer of 1917, Julian enlisted in the Army. His papers show him a Sergeant in a School for Bakers and Cooks in Washington. A day after his discharge, he re-enlisted, accepting a commission as second lieutenant in February of 1918. Julian was excited about soon going to Italy under Major General Leonard Wood, “in a new division to be organized from some of the remaining regular outfits.” To his eternal regret, the war ended before he could ship overseas.


  So, upon getting out of the Army early in 1919, Julian joined his father in the hotel business and became engaged to Madeleine Krauskopf. Soon after the announcement, the families came together for the first time when the Krauskopfs invited the Hillmans to a meal in Philadelphia. Madeleine’s mother prepared what she considered a very special dinner. But as they all sat down to table, Joel Hillman said loudly enough for all to hear: “Why do they think they always have to have squab?”93 The fare, it seemed, was too bourgeois for his refined European tastes. Or it may be that the Jewish Southern gentleman felt the need to upstage, or even insult, the prominent Reform rabbi.


  Food returned as a dominant theme when, just before the wedding, Hillman one-upped the Krauskopfs at a dinner held at The Breakers. First courses included iced cantaloupe and beef broth a l’Anglaise. This was followed by Filet of Sole, Lafayette; Pommes Chateau; Calf ’s Head, Vinaigrette, and Fried Chicken Virginia, all accompanied by a Southern-style spread of hot corn bread, baked sweet potatoes, and green peas. The head baker at the hotel proceeded to create a tiered wedding cake that stood more than three feet high and required five men to deliver it to the bride’s home in the Germantown sector of North Philadelphia. The September affair there in 1919 was hailed in the Philadelphia newspaper as “one of the most unusual weddings of the year,” with Rabbi Krauskopf presiding over the ceremony.94


  A couple of times during the Roaring Twenties, Julian and Madeleine traveled with his parents across the Atlantic on luxury steamers. Joel Hillman, widely known as a raconteur, would sit in the smokers’ lounge and regale wealthy bankers with his stories. For some years, Joel and Sarah Hillman had not been getting along. According to James, “My grandmother was very ambitious and wanted everything the best—all the luxuries, the jewelry, and clothes. I think that’s what got them to Europe in the first place. Sarah’s fantasy was one of style and high fashion. There were Friday night galas in Paris where everybody dressed to the hilt—top hat and tails. When they went to Maxim’s, if she didn’t get the table she wanted or if somebody else was better dressed, she walked out!”95


  Soon the elder Hillmans were leading separate lives. Sarah went off to Egypt with her young hairdresser. Joel took a mistress named Etta, even traveling with her on a boat to Europe, to the outrage of Julian, who was on the same voyage. Considered little more than a “shopgirl” (if not a “trollop”) by others in the family, Etta years later would recall something Sarah allegedly said when her husband was about to have a landmark birthday: “On his fiftieth, I’d turn him in for two twenty-fives.”96


  Joel began living part-time in a penthouse in one of his other acquisitions, the Hotel Nassau on Long Island. There he had a hidden staircase built under his apartment for secret liaisons. Sarah Hillman came to spend most of her time at the George V in Paris, after her husband took controlling interest in the hotel in 1927. He often lived there, too, but in a separate wing he built for himself and Etta. Eventually, Joel did divorce Sarah, who moved into an apartment of her own in Atlantic City, and then married his mistress. Sarah died in 1934 and, for her grandson James, remained little more than a memory of her as Ma Mère, because she was so enamored of the finer things of France.


  So, in his own way, was Joel Hillman. At The Breakers, where he bought the food and organized each meal with the chef, one account said its cuisine “earned a rabbi’s stamp of approval, but still had French-sounding names.”97 Years later, Madeleine would remember her father-in-law once stopping their chauffeured car on the street in Paris, pointing to something in a butcher shop and saying how beautiful it was. And when he espied a foie gras that had opened up, he marveled, “Look at that, it’s like a sunset. It should be painted.” Joel Hillman became the first American member of the Escoffier, an exclusive Parisian club in honor of the founder of “chef ’s cuisine,” where epicureans gathered for long dinners to compare notes on the food. When he was quite elderly, he would tell a granddaughter: “I only have so many meals left to eat, and I want each one to be perfect.”


  When James was a boy, it became a tradition for the family to dine each Thursday night at his grandfather’s hotel grill. James remembered: “He was an imposing figure, and wore a pince-nez that he would peer down to see what we were eating. And he would say, ‘Julian, what is the matter with your children? Why must they always eat Salisbury steak? Why don’t they ever order sweetbreads?... ’


  “Although he was an orphan, my grandfather still carried the Southern plantation fantasy, very prejudiced against blacks.98 Mr. Jones was his head waiter, and very distinguished looking. At one point, when my brother came home from college at Cornell, I remember him walking into the dining room, saying hello, and shaking hands with Mr. Jones. My grandfather called my brother into his office afterward. ‘What do you think you’re doing, shaking hands with a black man?’ he said. It was also that Mr. Jones was an employee. Another time, my grandfather asked me about something I’d heard: ‘Who told you that?’ I said, ‘The gentleman at the rear gate.’ He said, ‘You mean Mr. Walters, the time-keeper?’ I said yes. He said, ‘No employee is a gentleman.’


  “I used to sit and talk with him when I came back to Atlantic City from school at Georgetown during World War II. He was a pretty old man then, close to eighty. We’d talk politics because I was interested, living in Washington. Suddenly he said, ‘Poor people have poor ways.’ It was, on the one hand, an acknowledgment by him that poverty is self-perpetuating. They’re the ones left behind, the victims. But it was also a statement of contempt. Much like the squab incident at his son’s wedding, in a different way. Another time when we were talking politics, he said, ‘There’s no point in voting. You could study your whole life to know the right way to go, and then somebody comes along and hands you a ham sandwich and buys your vote and that’s it.’ Again it’s the lower class that doesn’t know what they’re doing.”99


  When Joel Hillman died after a long illness at the age of eighty-five, in August, 1951, his obituary in the Atlantic City Press noted: “Mr. Hillman represented a glittering era in which... a host was almost as great as the famous guests who visited his establishment.” An editorial described him as a man with “a genius for hotel keeping and a magic touch that brought not only business success but made his hotels famous for modern ways, but also hospitality. He was known to literally thousands of visitors in his heyday.”100 The New York Times called him “a true man of society.”101


  “The town is dead, the Chelsea is closed and the crowd over Thanksgiving was light,” Etta Hillman wrote in a letter soon after the grand hotelman died in her arms in 1951. She was sending Julian his father’s watch. “He would say ‘where’s my watch?, I want my watch.’ He couldn’t read time. He had the watch in his hand two days before the end. Just held it in his hand.”102


  ANCESTRAL INHERITANCES


  Both grandfathers, Hillman as well as Krauskopf, had risen from the bottom through the kindness of strangers, and prided themselves on their achievements. Never parentally nurtured—or controlled—they were, in a sense, free spirits with prodigious energy and a “can-do” attitude. Highly intelligent and competitive, in the American tradition of the self-made man, they each possessed a remarkable ability to master the tasks they envisioned and so worked their way to great success in their fields. Theirs was often a leap-before-you-look approach—a chutzpah that took Krauskopf to Russia and Tolstoy, while leading Hillman to buy Harvey’s Restaurant and build the George V. For both men, the European tradition remained a paramount part of their lives. They were constantly drawn there, as Julian and Madeleine Hillman would be, and finally the grandson; once James Hillman made it to Europe at the age of twenty, he would return to America only once in the ensuing fourteen years.


  There was also, on both sides of Hillman’s lineage, a strong sense of earthiness. The rabbi’s father was a woodsman and, following Krauskopf ’s meeting with Tolstoy—“who represents a kind of peasant attitude toward things,” as Hillman put it—the rabbi founded an agricultural college. Joel Hillman started off in the stockyards, became a butcher, and then a restaurateur. Grandson James emphasized the importance of physicality and the animal in his writings, and, in his later years, kept chickens, geese, and a goat in his Connecticut backyard. “There is a continuity I seem to be fed by, being driven to always build or work at something that comes out of nature,” Hillman said.


  Hillman’s closest friend during his many years in Zürich was another psychologist, Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig, who once observed that Hillman was probably the least neurotic person he knew. Indeed, Hillman’s brother and sisters bore few traces of neurosis either. Hillman attributed this, at least in part, to his ancestral heritage, saying: “Europeans are caught in their histories, their ancient struggles. But my American ancestors came over earlier than the immigrants who carried with them Marxism and so on. They shed the European history and were carried by the new land, adapted the American way. They went extraverted with the zeitgeist of the U.S.A., and in that sense they were not neurotic.”103


  As Hillman’s friend, philosopher Ed Casey says: “I think his Jewish ancestry cannot be minor—the wandering tribesman element, the Diaspora. Jim, in his own unique way, is very nomadic. He has settlements, but so do nomads have their places that they circulate between. Jim can settle down quite well in a given locale, and yet, in some sense, he is never really identified with it. There is this sense of eccentricity in his love of culture. Yet, precisely because of that, he is more perceptive of the local culture than the natives who become inured and habitual.”104


  The Krauskopfian theme of Tikkun Olam, “repairing the world,” was one that Hillman later in life became aware applied to him. “When I say I do therapy of ideas, it is to repair bad ideas, broken ideas, forgotten ideas. That’s an indirect way of restoring or repairing the world, though it isn’t necessarily by social action. Also, the very idea that the world is broken, alienated from its source—although I don’t follow the Jewish idea that its source is in God, but that it has fallen away from its archetypal and mythical sources, foundations.”105


  Krauskopf was, like Hillman as a lecturer, a “performer”— his books were basically compilations of his sermons. At the same time, Hillman recalled that “Rabbi Krauskopf was a complex, in the sense that all the old ladies in the family spoke of him as Brother Joe and Holy Joe. He was a kind of idol, and I didn’t want anything to do with that. This got tied in with going to Sunday school, which I couldn’t bear because of the Jewish sentimentality. Even though this was Reform Judaism, and everything was in English, the hymns sounded like those Protestant songs you hear all the time. I still remember them: ‘God is in his holy temple, all earthly thoughts be silent now... we assemble.’ I mean, it was just awful.”106


  Paying attention to Jewish practices was not that much of a concern to the rabbi’s daughter. Madeleine’s son, Joel recalled, “At home we ate everything, there was no taboo on food. The rabbi’s presence was always in the house, yet we were not religious. Maybe my mother felt she could not measure up.” Sybil Pike said, “I don’t know what mother got from her father, in terms of religion.” According to Sue Becker, “We all went to Sunday school, but mother never pushed it beyond that, and none of us today belongs to any temple.” According to James, “We lit the Hanukah candles because it was fun to light candles, but we didn’t even go to the high holy days. We didn’t do bar mitzvah, but confirmation. I wouldn’t say I had a definite idea of God, nor did I pray.”


  What did matter to Madeleine Hillman was having cultivated, important, refined people around her—and she felt that Jews of a certain background were, intrinsically, not that. Sybil Pike, asked whether she encountered anti-Semitism growing up in Atlantic City, replied: “What I remember of anti-Semitism was emanating from my mother. She was very scornful of the wrong kind of Jews.” Such class antagonism was common among Jewish-German immigrants, who had preceded Eastern European Jews to America by some twenty-five years. According to one account, “It was the Germans who coined the term ‘kike’ to refer to the newcomers” when Eastern European Jews arrived en masse before the turn of the century.107 Madeleine disdained Jews from Russia and Poland—the very ones, ironically, that her rabbi father had journeyed abroad in the 1890s seeking to protect. A telling remark appears in a letter Madeleine wrote in 1925 from Morocco’s Hotel Transatlantique, about visiting the Jewish Quarter and finding “immaculate and spotless” homes. She added, “It just shows that our Ghettos at home are not filthy because they are Jewish, but because they are Russian.” Similarly, despite being a staunch Democrat, in her later years she came to look down upon “the schvartzes” (the blacks), although in a very different fashion than the Southern-bred racism of Julian’s father. “There is a paranoia of being high-born,” James would reflect. “It’s an interesting thing, psychologically; the power of class. It becomes like a religion.” In his mother’s case, it was the upper mercantile class of Jews—the Snellenberg’s and the Gimbel’s who owned the big department stores in Philadelphia and New York—with whom she associated.


  James Hillman came to feel trapped within a series of complexes: not only the piousness of the synagogue and his Jewish mother’s own anti-Semitic attitude, but the pervasive anti-Semitic atmosphere during the rise of Nazi Germany. “If I were Jewish, I’d be persecuted. If I were Jewish, I’d be put into that low class. If I were Jewish, I’d be in this sentimental bullshit. So there was no door out of that. Only later through analysis, did I come to understand the values of Eastern European Judaism, the Jewish mysticism, the shtetl, and the Yiddish language; all the wonderfully rich Hasidic stories that came out of that tradition. The doors opened in time, when I realized what my grandfather’s Reform movement really meant.”108


  Hillman scholar Scott Becker put it like this: “James received the image of successful grandfather, a sense of American energy and idealism, the myth of the self-made man, the limitless horizons of the puer (youthful) spirit, and of course, sense of destiny. In embracing this destiny, James combined the religious and political vision of his maternal grandfather with the sophistication and subtlety of his paternal grandfather. The implicit clash between the two sides of the family (i.e., the awkward engagement dinner) is fascinating when considering James’s work on psyche as on the bridge between spirit and matter. It would be a gross oversimplification to identify the Rabbi with the former and the hotelier with the latter; but there is a sense in which James found the ‘missing third’ not only in a philosophical or psychological sense, but also in his family of origin. All of our ancestries are impossibly complex, unable to be resolved in a practical way, but on the imaginal level, there is a way to find room for all of it, once all the stories are returned to their essential images and metaphors. They belong together not at the literal dinner table, but as shades they can engage in an underworld dialogue.”109


  While one became a champion of social causes and reform, the other’s ambition was more akin to a Southern aristocrat; Joseph Krauskopf ’s wife, Sybil, was a very proper, conservative, Victorian-style schoolteacher, while Joel Hillman’s wife Sarah epitomized the grandiosity of the flapper era.


  Sybil outlived the rabbi by thirty-two years, dying in 1955. Active in charitable and community affairs in Philadelphia, she remained a director of the agricultural college that her husband had founded. Unlike James’s other relations, she possessed keen intellectual and political interests and there was a mutual fondness between himself and “Granny,” with whom he exchanged many letters as he came of age and grew interested in world affairs. He would remember her “walking down the Boardwalk arm-in-arm with her best friend; they called each other Mrs. Karplis and Mrs. Krauskopf their whole lives. When she came out her front door, she always turned left toward the cleaners and the butchers—until one day, a one-way sign went up, and so she wouldn’t walk down the street that way anymore.” Despite her quirks, there was a sense of responsibility and parsimoniousness about her: “having the household right,” as Hillman put it, a trait of “fussiness”110 that was part of his own character as well.


  She and her daughter, Madeleine, “didn’t get on well,” according to Sybil’s granddaughter and namesake. “My mother was a tough lady,” she recalled. “I think Granny had that same harsh side.” For Madeleine Hillman, it was the men in her life that counted, above all, her famous father, the great rabbi whom thousands mourned on the streets of Philadelphia. Yet, in a way, it was her husband’s father—the great hotelier of Atlantic City and ultimately of her beloved Paris—whose values she most emulated. No one could ever surpass these two giants in her eyes. No one, perhaps, except her second son, the one the family called “the golden boy.”


  Hillman said: “She was a strong person who inherited her rabbi father’s willfulness, and also was trapped by the period of history she lived in, when women didn’t advance . . . and she could have been much more. During the early part of my analysis, I felt I was given something from her that had to be realized, that she didn’t realize. It was not direct, but it was like psychic substance, part of the drive that you get from the mother.”111


  Psychic substance passed down in another way from his mother’s father. During the Spanish-American War in 1898, a yellow fever epidemic was rampant among the troops and the number of deaths from disease was estimated to be thirteen times greater than from combat. Rabbi Krauskopf ’s reports on poor sanitary and medical conditions in the military camps—not only in Cuba, but even in the U.S.—were an important factor in bringing about reforms in the Armed Forces. Of one field hospital, he wrote: “Upon landing in the harbor of Santiago, the first building I entered was a large boathouse temporarily used as a hospital... There was not a bed or cot or mattress in all that large room. The sick lay upon the floor, some seemingly lifeless, others raving in their delirium, others moaning, others looking piteously for aid, others almost naked, their internal fever and the tropical heat having made the wearing of clothes insufferable. . . . Not a trace of nurse in all that building; not a bit of medicine on hand, no one to attend to the stricken excepting a few soldier boys, who were almost as much in need of help as the patients themselves.... ”112


  At the age of eighteen in 1945, while a member of the U.S. Naval Hospital staff in Philadelphia during World War II, Krauskopf ’s grandson would write: “Perhaps a hospital is even worse than the front lines. For here we have all the horrors condensed. Here a community is populated by ‘partial men’— men who can never replace what they have lost by an ad in the paper or a trip down-town. There are no ration stamps for eyes or legs. Some become hardened to death and the physical horrors one sees constantly in a hospital, but I have resolved to take each pathetic case as a personal loss. Only in this way will I be able to remember war and what it can do to men.”113


  In the war years, James Hillman would come of age.
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  III


  COMING OF AGE IN THE WAR YEARS


  “What is this mythical test? In my case not a hero’s quest to recover a grail of great importance, to meet the master of enlightenment, to save a maiden pinned to a rock. I was not brave enough, even if foolhardy. Not on a fool’s picaresque journey either, on the road bumping along, let’s see what happens next. No, I was too purposeful and wanted too much. I was always ‘heading’ out... .”


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 20041


  In 2005, when Hillman went to the Pacifica Graduate Institute near Santa Barbara, California, to give a seminar, one of the professors—and a longtime colleague—remembers sitting down with him during a break. “I forget how the conversation got started,” says Robert Romanyshyn, “but I asked him, what did he think allowed his work to become so well known? Is simply having talent enough? He surprised me with his answer. He said, ‘No, talent is not enough, because if it was just talent, you would have that same kind of recognition.’ He was clearly musing about this. He said, in his case, he believed it was a combination of three things: luck, privilege, and ability.”2


  Hillman recalls talking around the same time with a friend, actor-director André Gregory, over a meal together. They were also discussing the question of luck, privilege, and ability. “We added a fourth factor in terms of my life, and his as well, and that was chutzpah. But André thinks the chutzpah only works if there is tenacity. You have to be able to follow through, to stick with it.”3 That had been a characteristic of both of Hillman’s grandfathers. Another aspect that Hillman later added to the list was self-confidence, something that his rabbi grandfather seemed to have had innately.


  These characteristics began coming to the foreground in Hillman’s life during his teenage years, which coincided with the advent of World War II. In his sophomore English class at Atlantic City High School, the year’s Shakespeare play was Julius Caesar, and the excerpt that James Hillman chose to learn by heart contained these lines:


  Blood and destruction shall be so in use


  And dreadful objects so familiar,


  That mothers shall but smile when they behold


  Their infants quarter’d with the hands of war...4


  Among his family, grandmother Sybil Krauskopf was the most political. The rabbi’s wife listened to the radio news every evening as Europe moved inexorably toward war. His mother sometimes listened too, as James plotted maps of the emerging conflict. “There was great awareness of what was going on,” he recalled. “But no one talked directly about the persecution of the Jews in Germany. It never came up as discussion at the table. It was repressed.”5 Nonetheless, in the late 1930s, the family signed papers to bring a distant cousin from Germany to America.


  As a fourteen-year-old, Hillman dealt with the repression in a creative manner. After World War II broke out, in 1940, he invented a complex naval war game. He owned a treasured copy of Jane’s Fighting Ships, a reference book which inspired the designs for his models. These were miniature ships that the teenager fashioned by cutting up pieces of balsa wood with a razor blade and gluing them together. Working into the night at a little table, he made gunboats, aircraft carriers, and cruisers, with pins for the guns and turrets. When it was complete, he spread the complicated game out on the floor—no less than a hundred little warships—and brought over other boys from the neighborhood to join in battle.6 “It was a two-person war game,” recalled his friend from the neighborhood, Sidney Drell, “and we’d drop bombs by standing up and dropping marbles or something.”7 Hillman had two pages of typed rules, beginning with “Object: to sink the enemy’s fleet.”


  At a conference on the Evolution of Psychotherapy in 1996, Hillman would look back on his assembling of the naval game and reflect that his life saw no further development of such manual cutting and pasting. In fact, he did little with his hands, except for housekeeping, cooking, and gardening. Certainly there were never any thoughts of becoming a shipbuilder or a craftsperson. As Hillman stated, “My skill is as primitive today as it was then.” Yet the method he employed in building the models was precisely how he went on to put together each of his books—using no computer, but sitting obsessively at a table with scissors and rubber cement.


  All the rewrites, the changes, the paragraphs, the editings, are a cut-and-paste job,.... This idiosyncratic style of writing reveals something else: Cut and paste is also an art form called collage. You assemble pieces into images. Now images are the breadand-butter of my therapy and thoughts about therapy. I follow Jung in saying, ‘Psyche is image.’ For me, the word ‘unconscious’ translates rathfer congruently into the word ‘imagination,’ a body, a place, a realm of images. Is my cut-and-paste method basically an imagistic way of thinking rather than a linear, developmental, or logical one? I believe it is. And maybe my emphasis again and again on therapy as an art, not a science, are all part and parcel of the way my hands work.8


  World War II had yet to come to America when, in early 1941, Julian Hillman was hired to manage a hotel at Pass-a-Grille Beach, on a peninsula near St. Petersburg, Florida. Madeleine remained in Atlantic City, where the family still had the Chelsea Hotel. James’s sister, Sue, got married in one of the Chelsea’s dining rooms, where his grandfather, Joel Hillman, ordered an elegant meal for seventy-five guests, after which Sue took her honeymoon in Florida. Late that fall, James would recall taking a week or so off from school and traveling with the rest of the family to Pass-a-Grille, “eating on the beach among the orange trees.”9


  Soon after that, on December 7, 1941, James remembered being in his mother’s shop in Atlantic City when the news came over the radio of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. Soon after, war was declared against Germany, and before long German submarines appeared off the East Coast. “We became semi-blacked out,” Hillman’s school friend Sidney Drell remembered, “when they realized that the merchant ships going up and down the coast were silhouetted against the lights on the Boardwalk. We saw the results of that because oil slicks would come ashore when the German subs had sunk those ships.”10 Windows were boarded over and the Boardwalk was shut down at night. The Army took over all the beachfront hotels in Atlantic City for basic training; ironically, young Joel Hillman, after joining the Army Air Force, ended up stationed in one of them. Soon Madeleine Hillman was appointed captain of the Atlantic City Red Cross Motor Corps, and Julian returned home from Florida to be part of the local draft board. The “hands of war” had reached across to America.


  GOING SOUTH


  Shortly after Pearl Harbor, over Christmas of 1941, James accompanied his older brother and about ten other young fellows who’d been together several summers at North Carolina’s Camp Mondamin for his “first taste of a foreign country.” With their camp counselor at the wheel, they traveled in an open truck with their sleeping bags, from the southern United States all the way to Mexico City, where they visited the pyramids at Teotihuacán, the gardens of Xochimilco, and the Zócalo with its grand cathedral. It was Hillman’s initial “going south,” a phrase he would later use to distinguish his Renaissance-styled psychology from the northern, Germanic realm of Freud and Jung. “I thought it was fantastic, and wanted to do it again as soon as I could. Something, it seems, was already set up in me.”11


  The following summer, after completing his junior year, he set out for Mexico City again to study Spanish, which he’d been learning in school along with French. The Atlantic City Press, which regularly chronicled the doings of the Hillman family, reported that Hillman was “ambitious to undertake a diplomatic career in the belief that when the war is ended there will be much need for diplomacy.”12


  After a few days’ bus ride from the Texas border, he moved into a student pensione and enrolled in four courses at the University of Mexico: two in Spanish, diplomatic relations between the U.S. and Mexico, and Latin American history, good for eight pre-college credits.13 He began penning letters home, addressing them “Dear Folks” or “Dear All,” which his mother would type up and label JIM’S LETTERS and number consecutively, then send along to his grandparents, aunts and uncles, siblings, and cousins. Over the ensuing ten years, these long weekly (sometimes daily) missives would come to constitute a near-complete chronicle of his coming-of-age years, at least in terms of his activities. “I will relate my adventures so far,” the first one began. “Please save this letter,” he would sometimes write. Eventually he typed them with two fingers, rapidly, a technique he continued all his life.


  Years later, he would reflect: “It was normal bourgeois behavior to write a letter home from where you were. Why was so much writing going on about everything? My letters are accounts, not really reflections on my feelings. There’s very little about myself, in the sense of ‘I came back from that evening and I felt very depressed.’ So what function did these letters serve? They were more than journalism, but they weren’t really personal. They were never signed with ‘Dearest love’ or ‘Much affection;’ that was irrelevant. It was always, ‘Love, Jim.’ Yet, I think these letters were essential to my life. I had to sit down and write, which is part of why I was probably so tied to my parents, because they were to whom I wrote.”14


  “(My mother) received my words. She was the catcher to my pitching. I wanted, needed someone to take in and love my words, even ‘publish’ them by sending carbon copies to all and sundry. But, she imagined beyond the words, as mothers do with their sons, putting her unlived life into the son (her father was a man of words, too, having written copiously—the word ‘copious’ is also used for medical bloodletting, bleeding . . . ); so she had ambitions of fame, of collective importance, upper-class . . . and here her wants for me were not my own.”15 Determined to push such desires to the fore, his mother made sure that the Atlantic City paper continued to chronicle James’s summer exploits. One article described how “his parents . . . revealed the contents of several letters sent from young Hillman since his departure. . . . Many scholars of great brilliance are young Hillman’s classmates. For instance, he writes about one who already has mastered nine of the ten most difficult books of Japanese characters and now is working on the remaining one.”16


  James also wrote home of “a hair raising ride through high mountains and a very narrow road” . . . of having “a little glass of Mescal which practically blew my head off ” . . . of a burro ride where “the saddles were wood and burlap and my poor coccyx is dead, but it was great fun— two-and-a-half hours with a Mexican guide for only sixty cents.” After a night of drinking beer and singing in various languages at a festival, he wrote of realizing “there is no difference between good people of any country . . . you wonder how wars can be fought and men be killed over stupid patriotic theories.” Sometimes, he revealed more than he may have realized. After mentioning the most beautiful cathedral he had ever seen, Hillman said:


  “I hate to visit churches tho’ for these reasons:


  I hate to gape at everything while the poor peasants are praying.


  I hate the grotesque and bleeding figures of Jesus and the saints.


  It infuriates me to see the treasure laden churches sucking money out of the poverty stricken people.”17


  He would excoriate the impact of Christianity most powerfully in his 2004 book, A Terrible Love of War, writing that, “Western wars are backed by the Christian God, and we cannot dodge his draft because we are all Christians, regardless of the faith you profess, the church you attend, or whether you declare yourself utterly atheistic . . . Christianism is all about us, in the words we speak, the curses we utter, the repressions we fortify, the numbering we seek, and the residues of religious murders in our history.”18


  Mexico for the sixteen-year-old Hillman was an opening to a wider world. He was on his own for the first time with, as he put it then, “no one to ask shall I? And may I? And is it O.K. if I? I have to think everything out and do what I think is best.”19 In a poem he called Exposition, he wrote, imagining forward: “All men have a refuge which is theirs alone. Perhaps a paneled study with a hearth of embers.... ” In such places, he concluded, “men expose their souls.”20


  By the time James returned from Mexico that summer of 1942, the war had abruptly uprooted the Hillman family. Julian, though he was now fifty years old, had wanted desperately to be back in the military, to fulfill something denied him as a lieutenant who’d never shipped overseas in World War I. It took a good while for his application to be approved, but finally the Army sent him to Yale University for a six-week course in “Military Government” (where he tried, unsuccessfully, to learn French) and then on to Miami for physical training. His first assignment was running an officer’s club in Hampton, Virginia. Madeleine and the youngest child, Sybil, went to live with him on the base. His daughter, Sue, recalled, “Mother told me once, ‘Dad is like a little soldier boy. He is so happy in that uniform.’”21 Julian could scarcely wait to come home each night, take off his belt with the brass buckle and insignia and the gun, and sit at a table polishing it all.


  James opted to stay behind in Atlantic City for his senior year. With the family’s house closed up, he moved in with his Aunt Corinne. He would remember: “I was a free man! A friend of mine had a big convertible and we used to drive up and down the Boardwalk, illegally, because with German U-boats sinking ships offshore, there was a curfew and you weren’t allowed to have any lights at all. Then we’d go to the Town Tavern and drink Carstairs and ginger ale, one of those cheap blends.”22 (Which was also illegal, since James was only sixteen.)


  As we saw earlier, a pattern of rebellion had first displayed itself at Camp Mondamin, and it would persist through the years. In a letter that December to his family, he informed them, seemingly gleeful: “I wrote an editorial on the lousy assembly programs for the (school newspaper) Observer.” When the principal called him into the office to tell James this was unacceptable, Hillman’s response was: “I’m going to write some sort of an exposé of the school every week till they change a few things or kick me out for being a red (communist). Also, I and a couple of others have drawn up a plan for student government which we are going to present to him (the principal) when he calls me down about my editorial. Anyhow, even if nothing comes of it, it is still fun to tangle with the authorities.”23


  Before the decade was out, Hillman would read a short story by Thomas Mann called Tonio Kroger, and would feel a strong sense of identification with the main character, who wondered: “Why am I so obstinate, so quick to contradict, so at odds with my teachers and outcast from the other boys? Just look at them, the students at the head of the class and the good, solid average ones. They don’t think the teachers ridiculous; they don’t write poems; they only think about things that people do think about, things that can be said out loud. How proper they must feel, existing in harmony with everything and everyone around them! That must be nice . . . ”24 The image from the story that remained for Hillman years later was of a young man standing outside looking through the plate glass window of a restaurant, wishing he were inside.25


  The thirty-ninth volume of the Atlantic City High School yearbook, The Herald, has a photo of Jim “The Mole” Hillman. He is wearing a tie; a good-looking young man with intense eyes and a shock of wavy hair across his forehead. Among the various activities he listed, after Forum and Glee Club, the last was “Goat Tender.” His “pet aversion” was “People who wreck my jokes.” His “characteristic” was “Out with the boys Friday, Saturday, and Sunday night. Sunday night at 10:00 p.m., beginning homework.” As for “Life Ambition”: “5th Under Secretary to the 2nd Assistant to the Vice-Consul at the American Legation at Iraq.” College? “Georgetown University (I hope).” 26


  “Long ago, the prom and its exhilarating agonies; the faded yearbook photos . . . A piece of everyone’s soul is imprisoned in high school, serving a life sentence without parole, no matter how good her or his behavior since then as mother, as father, as citizen and taxpayer, as patient on the analyst’s couch . . . The soul longs for the torment of early beauty.... ”


  —James Hillman, The Force of Character, 199927


  GEORGETOWN


  High school had provided Hillman a classical education—three years of Latin study where the subject matter included Caesar’s Commentaries, Cicero’s Ovations, and Ovid’s Metamorphoses.28 This would stand him in good stead for the future. His aunt read in the newspaper that Georgetown in Washington, D.C. was initiating a new program to accept students before they finished high school; most males at eighteen were getting drafted, so university places were in short supply. James gained approval from his parents to apply. “The shadow side was,” he recalled, “we had mid-term exams coming up at the high school, and I’d pretty much stopped doing academic work and was scared shitless.”29 The principal initially refused to give Hillman his consent to apply without first gaining a diploma, which James decried in a letter to his father as “red tape and a wishy-washy attitude.”30 Then the principal compromised by passing the buck to his father.


  As Hillman put it when delivering the graduation address in 1965 at the American International School in Zürich: “I never graduated from my high school in New Jersey. Something came up, there was a war on, I saw a chance to avoid that last half of senior year, those final exams—especially Latin and Math. . . . My principal summoned me into his office to warn me of all the risks, worst of them being: without a high school diploma I could never teach in the State of New Jersey. His prophecy was right.”31


  When Hillman went to Washington to meet with the Georgetown dean, “a gigantic six-foot-six priest all robed in black” gave his okay for James to enroll in February and, providing he then passed the College Boards in April, to remain. “I jumped into college. Then, they called it ‘acceleration.’”32 Without the slightest trepidation, he was off to Georgetown even before he turned seventeen. His chutzpah and self-confidence had paid off.


  Many years later, writing a letter on behalf of his sister’s son who was applying for admission to the same school, Hillman reflected: “My time at Georgetown was essential in forming my spirit and aims. I am very proud of having had, at least in part, a ‘Jesuit education.’ It certainly helped me to achieve both the First Class Honours at Trinity (College) Dublin, and the summa cum laude here in Zürich.”33


  Georgetown was the oldest Jesuit university in America (founded in 1789), and what interested Hillman was its School of Foreign Service. It had been created at the close of World War I, designed to prepare young Americans for roles as diplomats. Today it is sometimes called the “West Point of the U.S. diplomatic corps,” and renowned alumni include Bill Clinton, Jordan’s King Abdullah, and John Cardinal O’Connor.34 Situated on the “Hilltop,” an elevated site above the Potomac River in northwest Washington, the school’s collection of Gothic and Georgian brick buildings cover almost a hundred acres.


  In a letter from Georgetown soon after he started classes, Hillman wrote: “The professors etc. are practically all priests and we address them as father. Before each class we say a prayer and stand for the professor. When he comes in the place is filled with Jesus on crosses, etc. But in spite of their priestly attire they are really swell guys.”35 Hillman noted in another missive that he chose a course in Advanced Spanish—“very hard . . . in place of religion.”36


  One of the professors, Father Gerald Yates, was chairman of the Political Science department and allowed Hillman and a friend to come into his office and simply toss around ideas. James had “never met anybody like that, a schoolteacher who spent time like a tutor, although he didn’t give us assignments.”37 A young history professor who left an even stronger impression was Carroll Quigley. He taught a course in Development of Civilization and was for Hillman “an early guiding spirit,”38 “the first radical I had met. He lectured on Fascism, and explained on what it depended in a society (busting the unions, a Junker class, an ideology).”39


  Quigley would later author two major books, Evolution of Civilization and a massive history of the twentieth century called Tragedy and Hope: The World in Our Time, in which he exposed the secret workings of the Anglo-American financial elite. Quigley saw the Military-Industrial Complex as the eventual downfall of America, and was an early and strong critic of the Vietnam War.40 Bill Clinton, when accepting the nomination for president at the 1992 Democratic Convention, recalled: “As a teenager, I heard John Kennedy’s summons to citizenship. And then, as a student at Georgetown, I heard that call clarified by a professor named Carroll Quigley, who said to us that America was the greatest nation in history because our people had always believed in two things: that tomorrow can be better than today and that every one of us has a personal moral responsibility to make it so.”41


  Foremost through Quigley’s influence, politics first beckoned Hillman while at Georgetown. He received a pass from his Congressman that allowed him entry anytime to legislative proceedings of the House and Senate. “I went to the Senate and listened to the greatest bull-session on earth,” he wrote home. “It was interesting to see how much smarter the Republicans are than the Democrats.”42


  By March of 1943, “the classes are really thinning out as more and more of the boys get called [into military service].”43 (Hillman was as yet too young to be drafted.) In both his Spanish and French courses, class size was down from fifty at the beginning of the year to about fifteen, and Hillman found himself, as he often had in Mexico despite all the activities that engaged him, spending much of his time alone in his room. “I lead a very dull existence,” he wrote. “There are no cars, few dances, and even fewer kids. Everybody has the attitude that he’ll be called soon... The college man of today no longer is the fresh, sport-coated, freshman-capped, hell raising guy . . . As for what I’m learning—the more I seem to know the less I realize I know.”44


  After Hillman successfully passed the College Boards, Georgetown’s Prefect of Discipline wrote to his father: “You must realize that serious application to study and college life in general is hampered by the excitement all about us. And so to maintain as exemplary a record in discipline as James has done since Christmas is an accomplishment that we feel should not pass without a special citation. His generous spirit of cooperation during these trying times is an encouraging help to us.”45


  Hillman was admitted to the Foreign Service School, and to celebrate he met his father for “a marvelous dinner—squab stuffed with wild rice.” Early in April, he received word that, “out of the forty-five boys that entered in February with me, I was one of the seven who made the Dean’s list. I was really surprised. It is interesting to note that of the other six another Jewish fellow did as well. I think we were the only two Jews to enter in Feb.”46


  The President of the Foreign Service School had told Hillman that enrolling again for a five-week summer course at the University of Mexico would be “valuable since that is what counts in the Diplomatic Corps.”47 Classes there started at the beginning of July, and he could get eight credits for studying the economic policies of Mexico and diplomatic relations between the U.S. and Mexico, along with advanced Spanish grammar and the history of Central America.


  Before Hillman left Washington that summer, he decided to change his name legally from Julian to James. That way, his passport would reflect what everyone called him. Later on, while living in Kashmir during his mid-twenties, Hillman would muse in a letter: “Why was I so presumptuous to take James when Julian is far more distinguished?”48


  Hillman scholar Scott Becker poses this answer to the question: “The power of naming, of finding one’s ‘real’ name, is often seen in the biographies of accomplished people, revealed as a seeming quirk or narcissistic affectation, as in the many celebrities (particularly musical artists) with one-word names, chosen at the onset of their popularity; but of course the question of naming also points toward the broader indigenous tradition of re-naming during adolescent initiation. The daimon, it was widely understood, did not necessarily reveal itself at birth, so the true name could not be known until the individual was tested, placed under pressure, thereby forcing the underlying character, the image of the person, to emerge. ‘Julian’ was not the daimon’s true name; ‘James’ was necessary for ‘crossing the border’ into authentic adulthood.”49


  In 1943, leaving Washington on the Southern Express train, he stopped off in New Orleans to spend a few days with Thomas Lemann, his friend from Camp Mondamin. As he was leaving, the car carrying Hillman to a bus station smashed into a telegraph pole. While several teenaged companions sustained injuries, along the lines of leg lacerations and bloody noses, Hillman wrote that he “suffered nothing but keen chagrin that I had not one single wound to complain about. Not even shock. I kept feeling all over to see if I couldn’t find a sprained nostril or a dislocated elbow—but no luck.” Leaving again by bus for Texas and the Mexican border, he observed that “the colored... never get anything better than the two back rows.”50


  Upon arrival once more in Mexico City, Hillman rented a room in a “hovel” for about thirteen dollars a month; a house that contained “a few whores and a military man who had porn pictures all over his wall,”51 he recalled years later. Meals, he estimated, cost an extra dollar a day. His history professor was from Guatemala, a left-wing radical and political refugee who would take James and other students to nightclubs and, over a few beers, explain how Standard Oil had been ruining the country until Mexico nationalized the oilfields in the thirties. “Mexico was deeply socialistic at that time, a huge social revolution going on in favor of the peasants,” Hillman recalled. “So for me, this was a political awakening, a shift away from the Republicanism of my father and grandfather. I really began to see poor people for the first time. Also, one night there were transvestites in this nightclub and somebody made a pass at the professor, who went into his back pocket for a knife. This kind of thing, too, was huge to witness—an underworld awakening, to the dark side of life.”52


  After school ended in August came another form of awakening. Hillman and a Canadian friend, Jack Jenkins, decided to venture down into Central America, first to Guatemala. As they neared the border by train, he wrote of the “amazing” women with their “cream skin sad brown eyes, high nostrils and eyebrows and all walk like queens,.... It is the women that make a country what it is.”53 He and his friend then ventured into a number of small villages in Guatemala, where Hillman remembered: “I was always looking for odd things for my mother’s shop. I bought a blanket that I still have. And I bought a silver bracelet to give my fiancée, whoever it unknown woman—a lovely idea for a seventeen-year-old boy.54 Eventually I did give it to my first wife. If you take time out of the equation, I bought Kate her bracelet before I knew her. But it was a romantic fantasy—in the Jungian sense, of the constellation of the anima, long before there is any person attached to it.”55 Soon thereafter, Hillman read a book by G. K. Chesterton, in which the novelist described having adolescent daydreams of the woman that he would one day marry.56


  In his book, Re-Visioning Psychology, Hillman would write about the fourteenth century poet Petrarch, “considered the first modern man” and how “his life-long love for Laura was almost wholly imaginary—he had seen her once in her girlhood, at a distance. It was love for an imaginal figure, a true devotion to anima. Although not literalized into an actual love, her image vivified his entire life and its many deep human connections.”57 So, too, with Dante’s Beatrice, with whom the poet was first smitten at the age of nine and who remained his inspiration. In the life of Hillman, there was first a girl named Hilma, from a Swedish family in Atlantic City. In high school, he recalls, “she was very bright and we were the leaders of our class. I think she probably really liked me, but I was too timid to know how to deal with it at fourteen or fifteen. But, this was the anima factor already at work.” (Curiously, his first wife would also be from Sweden. Time and again in his later writings, he would return to the theme of the anima.)58


  “She brings the sense of having an interior life, changing events into experience that means ‘me.’ She makes possible the inner ground of faith in myself as a person, giving the conviction that what matters to the soul and one’s existence is personal and important.... Anima, moreover, is that person by means of whom we are initiated into imaginal understanding . . . that complex which connects our usual consciousness with imagination by provoking desire or clouding us with fantasies and reveries, or deepening our reflection.”59


  —James Hillman, Re-Visioning Psychology, 1975


  ENCOUNTERS WITH LATIN DICTATORS AND WAR CORRESPONDENTS


  “This is such an absurd story,” Hillman would recall, “something out of Woody Allen.” In studying Central American history that summer of 1943, he had developed the idea that the region ought to “be one nation instead of all these odd little countries. That’s what Jenkins and I wanted to interview the president of Salvador about—one of the most vicious dictators they’d ever had in Central America!”60


  His name was General Maximiliano Hernandez Martínez, and he had crushed a peasant revolt—the New World’s first communist uprising—early in 1932 and installed himself as Salvador’s leader. While becoming an enduring hero of the political right, Martínez carried out what became known as la matanza, executing as many as 30,000 campesinos. The memory of this event would haunt Salvadoran political life for decades. A Salvadoran death squad of the 1970s would bear Martínez’ name, and his reign would be explored in two Gabriel García Márquez novels, One Hundred Years of Solitude and The Autumn of the Patriarch.61 The general was also a kind of mystic who espoused Madame Blavatsky’s occult theosophy, even going so far as to string colored lanterns on streets throughout the capital to combat a typhoid epidemic.


  Their first try at interviewing the general got Hillman and Jenkins as far as the anteroom of “a palace which was really a fortress, guns everywhere,” Hillman recalled. He had written home in 1943: “But the new Mexican Ambassador was being presented, and so there were bands playing and soldiers and long tailed high domed diplomats and we spoke to three generals all pompous but friendly and finally were told to come back at nine today.”62


  Reading the letter again during one of our interviews, Hillman laughed and elaborated: “The two of us were finally received at three o’clock in the afternoon. We walked in and gave the dictator our plan: Why don’t you unite?”63 This “odd historical event” was referenced by Jungian analyst Joseph Wakefield at a psychologist’s conference in 1986: “James was inclined to be provocative in those days and went prepared to ask General Martínez why his regime was so oppressive. Since James is still with us today I assume ‘el General’ was in a good mood.”64


  From Hillman’s letter of the day: “He [Martínez] is elderly with grayish wavy hair dark skin horn-rimmed glasses, he has a twinkly kind soft smile, and rich brown eyes. He is short but not pompous... We spoke first of theosophy . . . He was sober about it all and quite polite. We talked with him for seventeen minutes . . . He is quite cultured and does not believe the common man knows enough to govern himself. He of course is a dictator and... killed 40,000 men in a purge. Unbelievable as he is so mild. He eats no meat, nor drinks, nor smokes in compliance with his religion. All in all, most interesting.”65 The letter suggests great attention to detail for a young man of seventeen. Hillman wrote his history paper for the University of Mexico’s summer school about the interview with General Martínez, who would be overthrown the following spring.


  Heading home in the fall of 1943, once they reached the U.S. border James and a friend were “hitchhiking sometimes at night on long-haul trucks . . . up from Laredo to home in the Northeast. I kept a rock in my pocket—just in case,” he later wrote,66 and also recalled: “We were picked up at night in East St. Louis, a really rough city. There were two guys in the front seat and, because I had horn-rimmed glasses and an East Coast accent, they wanted to fight. They pulled up somewhere and my friend and I jumped out of the car and ran like crazy. We’d just gotten over a bridge while they circled around looking for us, lying down flat in people’s gardens to hide out.”67


  Hillman was running late for the fall semester at Georgetown, which began at the end of September. Classes had already started by the time he returned, quickly enrolling in Elementary German, Economics, European History from 1919 to the Present, and Propaganda Analysis & Public Opinion. From Guatemala, he had already written his parents: “Have almost given up thoughts of diplomacy for journalism.”68 And, in November 1943, through connections made by “a very dear family friend, Ben Gimbel, who was a radio mogul in Philadelphia,”69 he began working twenty-two hours a week as a newsroom copyboy at Washington’s CBS-affiliated radio station WTOP. Here privilege—his family’s connections—were at play in propelling Hillman’s course.


  “I was extremely fortunate,” he would say years later, “to be in the midst of this Washington scene at such a crucial moment of history. Rather than precociousness, there was an early maturing of my consciousness through Mexico and Georgetown and WTOP. Exposure to a very large world, a tremendous expansion and opportunity—and accidental, in a way.” He wanted a job so his parents wouldn’t have to fully support him. “My father was getting paid his military salary, and my mother no longer had a shop, and they had my sister, Sybil, with them in Virginia. The radio station paid by the hour, it couldn’t have been much, but I was going to school and at least was earning something.”70


  Hillman described in letters his tending to the station’s teletype machines “that spout a continual stream of news bulletins all day long. I keep the bulletins from getting out of control by clipping them off hanging them up on hooks and taking certain important things to different offices and men.” He also changed the rolls of paper, adding that his arm got caught in a machine which never stopped running and came out “printed in carbon paper.” He duly informed his parents that he had inherited their “complete ineptness for machines and all mechanical contrivances. Even a monkey wrench and a safety pin scare me.”71


  His other primary tasks were manning the phones, and sometimes delivering copy to one of the service branches for censorship. “I get all the news first hand as I read the bulletins as they come over,” Hillman wrote home excitedly. “I read the stories before they are censored . . . It makes the job all the more hush-hush and important.” He loved climbing into a cab and saying, “Navy Department as quickly as possible please.”72 Dispatched by taxi to the Pentagon, he described “an amazing maze of tunnels and rooms.” James was that day carrying a report by Eric Sevareid, whom he described as “a tall good looking guy [just] arrived from India. He had on his uniform and there was much excitement.”73 Sevareid was one of “Murrow’s Boys,” and had scooped the world when he broadcast news of the French surrender to Nazi Germany in 1940. Working within the CBS office were several other well-known radio newsmen: Bill Costello, Tris Coffin, and Bill Henry. “They always say and no doubt you have heard them, ‘And here is a bulletin just handed me.’ Well, I am the guy that just hands them the news.”74


  It was quite a time to be at the center of unfolding events. The tide of the war had begun to turn. The Allied campaign in Italy was underway; the U.S. Army and Marines had secured key islands in the Pacific, though at the cost of thousands of casualties. Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin met for the first time at the Teheran Conference. Hillman was thrilled to learn, two days ahead of the “uninformed public,” about the conference of the “glamour boys” in Cairo, Roosevelt, Churchill, and Chiang Kai-shek: “It was pretty much verboten to talk about it ahead of time so I had to keep pretty quiet which was hard as I was just busting with the dope including the fourteen pounds of caviar they had and the Thanksgiving dinner they ate.”75 At their summits, a secret agreement was forged that the Western Allies would invade France in June 1944 while the Soviet Union launched a simultaneous new offensive from the East.


  At the end of 1943, James wrote his parents: “The hammering of the French Coast and its mystery targets is not as many believe to hit some rocket threats to England (my opinion) but it is the beginning of the aerial softening of the coast for invasion.”76 D-Day, of course, was supposed to be a Top-Secret operation. Almost anyone with knowledge about Operation Overlord was given a special ID card by the military. Yet it is a commentary on the openness— or innocence—of American society at the time that here was a seventeen-year-old college student passing on inside information about the invasion to his family. “Here are some ‘military secrets’ . . . tear up the letter!” he instructed them at one point.77


  Hillman’s commentaries were sometimes remarkably prescient. In one missive, he wrote: “Watch for a lessening in the propaganda front against the Axis. Already the State Dept. has told Hollywood to go easy on their atrocity pictures of Japan. This is, I think, because we intend to build up a strong Japan and a strong Germany against any Russian threat . . . We have passed our ‘frontier’ and internal development and will be moving on to imperialism while China and Russia have just begun to develop their vast areas.”78


  By now, Hillman had moved off campus to a room across the street. His Georgetown neighborhood was not yet the fashionable enclave it would become. As Professor Quigley wrote, “much of the area between 35th Street and the University’s main gate was slum, inhabited to a considerable extent by Negroes.”79 Hillman loved the area, writing home: “At night people from one house run out to another in their night clothes or they will run down to the ‘Greeks’—a tiny grocery—and buy something. Colored live directly next door to white and they all have a multiplicity of children who play all day in the streets and alleys.”80 At the corner of Thirty-Fifth and O was a corner pharmacy called Sugar’s, owned by a Jewish merchant, with a soda fountain handled by an African American named Roscoe: “Everything is ‘working or coming or cooking’ instead of ‘just being prepared.’ He can wait on twenty-five people at once and the more the faster he works . . . There is no place like Sugars!”81 (The store stayed in business until 2006, described then by the Washington Post as “a gloriously unrenovated reminder of college life of the mid-20th century, a barebones diner that only college kids and people... [with] sense of discovery could love.”)82


  In his room, Hillman was “slowly but surely . . . getting enough maps” to cover over the pictures of the pin-up girls “which the former occupant pasted on the wall. I have maps of Europe and the Pacific complete with pins to aid me with my armchair strategy.”83 As we have seen, maps had fascinated James since early childhood, when he apparently memorized the geography of the United States in completing the family puzzle. He had subsequently expanded his studies to the entire globe. Now, at the radio station, he felt he’d finally come into his own when he was placed “in charge of moving all the pins on all the maps and as long as the Russians keep moving I keep busy. When the second front comes I will have to get a secretary in charge of German rear guard maneuvers.”84 Strategizing of the war seemed to mesmerize James, who wrote: “F. D. R. has two new maps on the wall of his office one of the Pacific and one of the Channel area.” The latter had gone up after the president’s return from Teheran and Cairo, was “highly detailed,” but “might be just to throw people off . . . at least, that is what one correspondent said.”85


  In mid-April 1944, Hillman got a chance to display another aspect of what he’d absorbed growing up in Atlantic City: show-biz. “Last night my mellow and golden toned voice was heard over the airwaves,” he wrote home. “It seems that there were a few unison lines which were to be spoken over ‘We the People.’ They pulled me out of the news room and taught me my most difficult part of four or five lines (of course I had the script and there were four other guys saying practically the same thing) . . . They let the audience in Studio number one and there I was on the other side of the microphone.”86


  Through all the excitement, his grades stayed high: An A in German, a B+ in Far East History, B’s in U.S. History and Organization of the Fascist State (the latter being Quigley’s course). He still found time to attend a Georgetown party and get “so drunk on the grape-juice, maraschino cherry punch that the priests served that I even jitterbugged in true New Jersey fashion (which incidentally I picked up in Mexico).” At a school dance, however, he opined that “the Jebbies (Jesuits) waxed the floor on purpose simply to stop jitterbugging... It was like wearing marbles for shoes and dancing on buttered ice.”87


  THE NAVY


  “However we conceive the tasks of youth, or of the beginning of things, they cannot be accomplished without the meaning given by the spiritual connection. Initiation into reality is not to take away the initiant’s relation with the primordial origins but only to separate these origins from the confusions of the personal and parental. Initiation is not a demythologizing into ‘hard’ reality, but an affirmation of the mythical meaning within all reality.”


  —James Hillman, Senex and Puer: An Aspect of the Historical and Psychological Present, 196788


  It bothered Hillman that while both his father and older brother (then training to be a fighter pilot) were playing an active part in the war effort, he was not yet old enough to serve. In October 1943, he had written home about having gone to “an eye doc here to see what my vision was.” It was bad enough (20/200) as to likely mean only limited military service,89 although he was thinking about trying to become part of the Office of Strategic Services (OSS), the new wartime intelligence agency. However, he wondered if they might turn him down “because of Jewish blood. This is no bull they are unbelievably strict and narrow.”90


  On Valentine’s Day 1944, Hillman “flunked the ROTC exam because I was fourteen pounds underweight.”91 He visited the OSS office to see if there might be a place for him, but was told to come back in the spring. He then penned a letter to “Uncle” Sam Adler, of the Philadelphia department store family and his father’s roommate in college, now an Army Major, “to explain my qualifications and to expose my limitations . . . I am young, comparatively inexperienced, not very tough or aggressive although I am resourceful, due to [Camp] Mondamin, travel and hitchhiking 1500 miles alone. My education is definitely weak on the Math and Physics side. So all this adds up to the fact that I would be doing both the infantry and myself an injustice being in that branch. But that I am better qualified for Intelligence or the Office of Strategic Services.”92


  However, early in May, he got word that he wasn’t old enough or experienced enough for the OSS. As soon as the school semester ended, he was destined to be drafted. He made plans to quit his job “and generally relax before I go in the army.”93 Then, four days after the D-Day invasion began on the beaches of Normandy, he received word back from Major Adler, who had inside connections with the Selective Service. Despite a change of requirements where only one man was being drafted into the Navy for every four men going into the Army, Adler wrote James that “by a great amount of work and manipulation, I have been assured that a [Navy] place will be kept for you if at all possible.”94 Privilege had, as it were, “pulled rank.”


  “By 1944 when I was drafted into the Navy, my high school buddies had long been in uniform. One was already drowned, washed off the deck of a destroyer. My brother-in-law was a captain in the Quartermaster Corps running a truck company in the Red-Ball Express supplying Patton’s army; my father had come into Normandy with the Canadians; my brother was flying a P-47. Me? I was learning bandaging. But something was working on me, in me.”


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 200495


  On June 30, the eighteen-year-old Apprentice Seaman was inducted in Atlanta, where Sam Adler was stationed. James wrote home that “this dramatic, stirring and emotional entrance into the Navy brought tears to my eyes.” His fellow recruits, mostly from towns and farms all over Georgia and Tennessee, “sat in overalls or Sears Roebuck catalogue clothes, mouths open, eyes bulging, hands lying limp, for hours on end, without murmuring... PS: I got a haircut in two minutes. I am bald.”96


  As part of Company 868, Hillman boarded a train for Camp Peary in Williamsburg, Virginia, where he would join 120 sailors in boot camp. In a photograph of the company, his head is cocked to one side and he’s wearing a white sailor’s cap—easy to spot in the top row as the only one who’s wearing glasses. Thus was he categorized “limited service,” or not destined to be aboard a ship. This was to be a Saturnian time, unlike any he had known. Now his letters were filled not with details of war correspondents’ inside views of lofty events, but of rolling his gear in a particular way to fit into a sea bag. “It took the whole damn day to do it. The white clothes are folded to the right and rolled, and the blues to the left. Everything must be folded, rolled, tied in square knots & stowed.”97 This was in the company of a group of Southerners, few of whom ever made it to high school. “I have to be constantly on my mettle. I do every job as quickly as possible for I am a northern Jew [who] went to school with Negroes.”98


  Yet there were moments of transcendence. He wrote of a fellow who played the harmonica and “in the morning after chow . . . leans against a wall, tilts back his cap, and starts to tuneup. A crowd collects & he is off for fifteen or twenty minutes. Yesterday there were about forty men around . . . leaning on each other or squatting drawing marks in the dirt. Some had their eyes closed humming. Others their eyes and mouths open just watching. To each man each song meant something special; private—something they would love to live thru’ again. In the rec. hall one day a piano player who was excellent was pounding out a few tunes he knew with his own interpretation. No one could get enough. Men talked to each other of home—of wives—of dances that each song recalled.”99


  Hillman was finding himself in new ways, through hand-to-hand combat exercises, “torturous” jog marches, and the obstacle course. “So far, I have been able to do everything as well as everyone else and better than a lot.”100 By the start of his fifth week of boot camp, he wrote home proudly, “I am beginning to get ‘salty’ as hell. . . . My nicknames, by the way, are ‘Yankee,’ ‘Jersey,’ ‘You’se guys,’ and ‘Ain’t there.’”101


  The training schedule was tough and “my glasses just won’t ever stay on.” James tried to get assigned to the Navy newspaper, or perhaps disbursing, but without success. Because of Hillman’s limited eyesight he couldn’t “make any of the good jobs... It looks like I’ll be in the hospital corps—this is quite depressing.”102 Long afterwards, though, he reflected on what luck he’d had. In 1944, new recruits were desperately needed in the Pacific theater. As part of an Outgoing Unit, “because I had glasses I was supposed to be in the laundry of a large battleship or aircraft carrier.” However, a Navy WAVE took his card and, without explanation, moved it from that particular duty to the Hospital Corps. Hillman never left the East Coast.103


  That October, he wrote from Bainbridge, Maryland: “I shall be here for sixteen weeks of training. My courses are Bacteriology, Chemistry, Materia Medica, Anatomy and Physiology, First Aid and Minor Surgery, and Pharmacology.”104 If Hillman completed the training with an eighty-five average, he would become a Hospital Apprentice. His sister, Sybil, remembered him coming to visit the family at Langley Field in Hampton, Virginia: “He’d show up in his whites and I remember going to a park somewhere and my mother said, ‘Well, let’s sit down.’ Jimmy carefully took out a handkerchief, put it down on a park bench and sat on it, so he wouldn’t have to wash his whites.”105 He was cheered by a letter from Bill Costello at the CBS radio newsroom, telling him: “To say that we miss you would be an execrable piece of understatement . . . Your maps are quite safe; I used one the other day to find Muroran.”106


  At Bainbridge, he met a fellow in the pharmacy named Wesley Hiler. Because their names were close alphabetically, they ended up sharing the same double bunk. This was to be the beginning of a long friendship. A chemistry major at Princeton, Hiler somehow found out that he’d had the highest IQ score on the Navy’s aptitude tests, with Hillman a close second.107 “He introduced me to T. S. Eliot,” Hillman remembered. “He loved Mozart and pretended he could sing it—which was very hard to do.”108


  For his part, Hiler recalled: “Hillman was always an iconoclast, right from the very first moment. I was, too, in my own way. That was one of the bases of our getting along so well together. We were both unconventional intellectuals. He never did something because it was the thing to do, he did things he liked to do and wasn’t concerned with public opinion.”109


  By this time, his father had achieved the rank of Captain while serving in France, and his brother, Joel, was beginning to fly missions for the Ninth Air Force over France, Belgium, and Germany. James’s mother was concerned that he wasn’t trying to “get ahead” in the Navy and he addressed her concern in a letter: “I have always combated red tape, blanket rules and incognizant regulations. In High School, College, and likewise in the Navy. In Bainbridge, we had a class graduation booklet. My nickname was the voice of the oppressed—because I was countless times arguing with someone over stupid regulations made by men who had been in a little longer than us and so were one grade higher . . . I have even more drive than before. It is pent up inside waiting for the time when I am discharged to go after something big.”110


  As Hiler recalled, “He was very self-confident, high self-esteem, nothing bothered him.” Both young men would later end up studying psychology, a subject far from their minds at the time. Both would work outside the medical model, though with very different approaches. Hiler taught at the University of Nevada and was for many years a therapist in mental hospitals—where he had a special talent with schizophrenics—and then in prisons, where at one point he became Charles Manson’s psychologist. For both Hiler and Hillman, their first experiences with therapy had come in the Navy’s Hospital Corps. In different facilities, the two served as “pharmacist’s mates”—Hiler was assigned to a ward of paralytics, and Hillman to a ward where he worked nights helping care for 125 war-deafened veterans (he was later moved to a ward of amputees). These experiences were to transform both men’s lives.


  INTRODUCTION TO THE THERAPEUTIC


  On March 14, 1945, Hillman penned this letter to his family: “For the first time I am conscious of the war in a real way. Not the news-maps, Technicolor movies, or glorified magazine articles, but in the stark truth of actual personal perception. . . .


  “Oh, yes, there is occupational therapy and movies and tickets and various ‘programs’ and medals. But of what use a medal on the chest if the sleeve be empty. Think of all the wonderful things you love and then think of never being able to see them again. Think of your favorite place to walk, then think of going there on crutches with your pants leg pinned up for your leg is no longer than your thigh.


  “These men are conscious—very, very conscious of war. They well know the results of war on treasuries for they have seen its waste; on land and buildings, for they have seen its destruction and on men, for they have seen death. Many, who have been in uniform since they became seventeen, know only one trade—death and destruction.


  “These are our future citizens. And yet, in spite of their vast knowledge of war, they know nothing of war’s causes. They know not why they are maimed. This must never happen again. . . . This is a just war and necessary in the light of the circumstances. But it must be the last war and for that I serve...”


  Hillman was “beginning to know what counts and what does not.... Many things which I once thought were important are not really so vital.” By this time, Germany had surrendered and the war in Europe was over; both Hitler and Roosevelt were dead. By mid-June, Hillman was transferred to work with about thirty blind veterans. Stationed in New York, as a Teacher Attendant at the city’s Institute for the Blind, he engaged the men in sports, took them to occasional Red Cross parties in the suburbs, “to some palatial mansion where there are women, free beer and delicious food.”111 There was swimming at the River Club, and evening entertainment by a chanteuse of risqué songs.


  Another letter, dated July 9, 1945: “Tomorrow we go to the home of Mrs. Teddy Roosevelt Jr. at Oyster Bay. But perhaps it would be a bit more apropos to tell you more of what it is like to be working with Blind People . . . young men like me, who were drafted, as I was, but who were sent overseas and were hit and crippled for the rest of their long lives. I can never get the thought out of my mind that it might be I who is being led instead of leading. They have all had so little in their lives prior to this tragedy . . . They are young and naïve and there is so much in New York that cannot be described to them, for they are things they do not have in Alabama or Oklahoma.


  “At night, when we lie in our sacks and it is dark for all of us, I forget that these men are different from all others and that there will be no morning light for them. And during the day, when we are cussing, swapping jokes, talking of women etc., I forget again—until one will come in from shining his shoes and ask in a humble voice, as if he did not want to trouble me—‘Jim, are these shoes shined O.K.?’ It is then that it cuts most deeply, it is then that the sweeping wave of sorrow and pity hits me and I could cry if I were not so darned inhibited.


  “It is difficult to reconcile two viewpoints. First—that we are supposed to treat them completely as normal people, maintain the same degree of discipline and never spoil them with favors. Second is my own inward feeling. When they ask me for something—who am I, who have had so much and who am so completely whole, to deny them, who have so little left.


  “Everything in their lives is a problem now. Nothing can be done with grace or facility. Everything must be worked through and thought out. Every day living is fraught with frustrations and minor irritations. . . . It is only through second-hand impressions from others that they are able to relive the street scenes of life or repicture the riot of color that is nature. It is then that I try my best to reshape and remold the visions I get of things into a pattern more clear cut for their minds.


  “How do I like it? I love it. I know I am doing good and that in itself would be satisfying. Beyond that, tho’, I have a certain selfish interest for I am broadening my mind, my soul and my understanding. Experience, like this, is like a dredging, which plows up and makes deeper, my whole being.


  “Perhaps you would rather hear of how we feed the men or how we walk with them. Or how we teach them to sit down or to dial a phone or to keep their wallets in order. But all that is so minor and uninteresting and does not cover the problem of understanding at all. Doing that would be like describing a poem by telling of the rhyme, pattern and meter and not of what the poet is saying.


  “Maybe I have made all this sound a little heart-rending or mournful. I am sorry if I did for the men are not that way at all. They are full of fun and life and humor—all of which is especially pathetic to me. However, I hope I have made all of you realize that you must be thankful (I don’t know to whom or to what) that you are as you are and you have what you have.... ”


  The solitude of the winters in Atlantic City, the lonely room at Georgetown University, and now this experience in the Navy hospital. Therapeutic initiation, expressed in a youthful voice, but with a daimonic eloquence. He wrote his mother early in 1946: “A patient returned from surgery and nearly died. I was quite worried as I was at his bedside holding his mouth open for breath and depressing his tongue. It is most unreal. You feel so completely useless.”112 Amid broken men came the beginnings of what he would one day describe as “a soul-centered therapy.”113


  * * *


  May 2006, more than sixty years later: We are sitting in the living room of a large, haphazard house in Connecticut, where Hillman lives with his wife, Margot McLean. She is in New York today. We are alone except for the three cats and, outside, the cackling of chickens. Several boxes of old letters surround us, brought down from the third-floor attic.


  I read aloud to him from the letter quoted above. There is a long silence afterward, before Hillman speaks: “I had no recollection of that letter, absolutely none.”


  Another pause. “After Hiroshima and Nagasaki the war with Japan was over in August ’45,” he remembers, “but now we had a whole new rehabilitation. Not of the immediate war wounded, but of prisoners of war—Navy personnel who had been captured by the Japanese and, over several years in POW camps, been so undernourished that they lost their eyesight. I ran a sort of ‘Talking Book’ library, all these books on heavy seventy-eight-rpm records. So the guys, if they wanted, could listen to a book. They could do this in what were called ‘quiet rooms’ just off the ward, where also a Braille teacher would come in and somebody else to teach piano.


  “I spent a lot of time alone in those rooms reading, writing poetry, and listening to music. In some way, I was trying to work through it all psychologically, the whole war. I felt more and more identified with the patients, so I moved from the barracks right into the ward and lived with them, which wasn’t allowed. I think that’s where I first felt therapeutic. The calling. And it tied in with also being revolutionary. Against the officers. Against the hospital system. Against the treatment, the rehabilitation ideas.


  “Reintegration into American life was on the most superficial level imaginable. They’d be all dressed in their uniforms and we would take them on special trips for ‘our boys.’ To a nightclub or an elegant party out on Long Island, or the New York Athletic Club for dinner. We would ask the guys to stand up—guys with scars on their faces, they can’t see—and they’d get ‘em drunk.


  “‘Everything you want! Have a steak! Anything you want!’


  “All this entertainment as therapy. I felt that it was awful, and I didn’t know how to handle it. I just felt the insult of it, the lack of depth in it. The treatment of diversion, cheerfulness, upbeat, all of that. I believe that set me on the road to revolution, and out of that came the recognition of how important depression is. This was a kind of key to what became a major theme of my work afterwards, that depression is fundamentally a way into the soul.


  “I knew many of them very well. I’m thinking of different ones. Bucky Gerwig was a kid my age. He was all scarred, he had jungle rot, there was no medicine for it and he just disintegrated. He was a very brave kid with this. He eventually committed suicide, I was told. Who else—I still remember their names— Stokes, Bishop, Carver, Thaylor. Thaylor was a boy from Iowa who was blinded, and he had operations on his face. I’d wheel him into surgery and stay there. I remember he began to choke on the way back, on a gurney, and I opened up his throat somehow.”


  Another silence descends.


  “These guys were fundamentally alienated now. That’s a conflict that comes up in my life after this, that I am somehow always an expatriate. The alienation... My moving from the barracks into that ward, and sleeping there the last three or four months I was in the service: perhaps that was my first period of exile.”


  “But something wanted to go into it more deeply and the only way to go in deeper was to go in closer . . . in a culture where there are no deep ideas, no structures of depth. I was already caught up in psychotherapy at nineteen even if I didn’t know the word.”


  —James Hillman, Inter Views, 1983114
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  IV


  ARRIVAL IN EUROPE: 1946-1948


  “Call the world if you Please, ‘The vale of Soul-making’ Then you will find out the use of the world... Soul as distinguished from an Intelligence—There may be intelligences or sparks of the divinity in millions —but they are not Souls till they acquire identities, till each one is personally itself . . . How then are souls to be made? . . . How but by the medium of a world like this?”


  —from a letter by the poet John Keats to “My dear brother and sister,” 18191


  The war was over, but Hillman remained stationed at the U.S. Naval Hospital in Philadelphia. “Things here are horrible,” he wrote his friend Wesley Hiler in mid-April, 1946, a few days after his twentieth birthday. “I hate the Navy with an intense passion. At times I am most depressed; it is difficult not to be. I find that the false coat I have covered myself with... that which sheds all the shit the Navy throws my way is getting thinner and at times I lose my sense of Humor. [The capitalization of “Humor” was Hillman’s.] This is indeed serious. At other times, I am elated with my good fortune for being here and in such an easy job. I am getting to be quite a manic depressive these days.”2


  Hillman’s “good fortune” included becoming involved as an Associate Editor of the weekly Sky-Lines newspaper that the Naval Hospital published. He submitted a poem to the Saturday Review of Literature, which was rejected as “far too long for us to possibly consider.”3 The poem is revealing as to Hillman’s state of being during the immediate post-war period.


  Peace was proclaimed. Throughout the land


  The people ceased their daily works


  And thanked their God...


  And peace was on the lips of the people—


  Save those whose lips were white...


  What of the pale bones


  Rolling with the tide on brain-grey beaches?... 4


  In 2011, Hillman would reflect “that the war somehow brought together the root, or the nut, or the acorn of many American lives.” For him, there was a split between what he termed “an extraverted essentiality”—the career path being charted through the Sky-lines newspaper, for which he wrote editorials including one against isolationism—and the loneliness and nursing of veterans that found him reading and writing poetry in the hospital quiet rooms.5


  By now, Hillman’s parents were living pretty much full-time in Europe. Julian, promoted to Major, was stationed in Darmstadt, Germany, with the Office of Military Government. He was part of the Trade and Industry Division of the Economics Branch, whose aim was to rehabilitate German businesses (especially production facilities) so that they could begin to make money again through exports. As a graduate of the Wharton School of Business, Julian was now facilitating the reconstruction of factories to manufacture commodities such as steel for knives, leather for briefcases, and cork for wine bottles.6 He was also responsible for screening Germans involved in commerce and industry in the province of Hesse, “to make sure they were no longer Nazis,” according to James. “But he spoke terrible German; I don’t know how he managed.”7


  That spring, a year since the European conflict came to an end, the first American dependents were allowed to join U.S. officers still serving in occupied Germany. When Hillman’s father came back on leave carrying orders that allowed his family’s return, it appeared that James would be unable to go. He had been in the Navy for twenty-three months but, under its “point system,” still had three months left to serve. So James took matters into his own hands. Circumventing official channels, he hopped a train from Philadelphia to Washington, where he went from one War Department office to the next. The Navy, he insisted, should hand-process orders that permitted his immediate discharge. He received it. “It was partly a case of privilege, through the clout my father’s orders had,” Hillman would recall, “but I had the chutzpah to think a way out.”8


  On June 4, 1946, on the second troop carrier bringing officers’ wives and children across the Atlantic, James departed from Hoboken, New Jersey, with his father, mother, and younger sister, Sybil. His older, married sister, Sue, had settled in Philadelphia. His older brother, Joel, had left the Air Force and was planning to attend the Cornell Hotel School. For James, the voyage abroad was the fulfillment of a dream he’d had since boyhood, first seeing his mother off at the steamship on her springtime sojourns to France in search of wares for her Boardwalk shop. At long last, he was going to Europe.


  The crossing took ten days. As the ship passed England “one morning bright in the sun,” he wrote his grandmother Sybil Krauskopf, “for me, it was doubly exciting since it was European land. Through strong glasses, we could make out little valleys and beaches, church spires and radio stations, and of course, green grass and brown earth.”9 Later he wrote: “My acceptance of Europe was immediate. Love at first sight.”10


  However, on the “dark and dreary” day that they landed at Bremerhaven, Germany, the river estuary was “filled with sunken ships.”11 Germany was the ancestral homeland of the Krauskopf, Binswanger, and Feineman sides of Hillman’s lineage. After the family boarded a train for the trip inland, James and his sister, Sybil, sat in the American dining car with its crystal, flower-filled vases on every table. The manner in which this opulence contrasted with the scenes beyond the train window stunned them. “There was this gigantic gulf between the occupiers and the occupied,” as Hillman put it in 2009. “All our images of Germany were of these horrible Nazis, but here were all these people creeping around in the rubble. We felt that very strongly, and there was a kind of shame involved.”12 As he had observed writing to his grandmother at the time: “the cities were gone... Hollow windows and hollow walls and shabby people moving in and out of the desolate buildings.”13


  The Hillman family was quartered for the first few weeks in a ruined hotel in Wiesbaden, before their car finally arrived from the port and they were issued a house in Hofheim.


  RADIO NEWS WRITER


  Only a few days off the boat, James was accompanied by his father to the American Forces Network office near Frankfurt, in search of a job. The AFN had been established during the war as one of several military broadcasting facilities serving American troops around the world. While transmitters were now being dismantled in Britain and France, the AFN had established a network of seven studio radio stations in Germany for the occupying troops. These stations broadcast popular music, news, and variety shows round-the-clock in English and, in a 1946 survey of 2,425 enlisted men and 116 officers, almost three-quarters said they listened to AFN for an average of three hours a day. A growing “shadow audience” of Germans was also starting to tune in.14


  With his experience as a copyboy for CBS’ radio affiliate in Washington, and as an associate editor with the Navy hospital’s newspaper, James now wanted to write news. Following a two-day tryout, the newsroom boss gave him a six-month contract as a “War Department civilian.” The pay was very good for that era, $3,400 a year plus overtime. He would end up working “a good fifty hours a week so that my weekly earnings are very high.”15 The work with AFN, Hillman noted, would give him entrance “to all sorts of things. I will be traveling around, getting experience in writing.”16


  The radio station had taken over a castle in Hoechst, right above the Main River, and now its expensive carpets were hung all around to sound-insulate the studios. Hillman sat in an office with several other writers, each with his own typewriter and a small desk, getting most of their material over the teletype machines from the AP and UP wire services. Generally doing night duty, the fifteen-minute newscasts that he wrote sometimes took more than four hours to craft, and were broadcast every morning at seven o’clock. Other times, he wrote five-minute pieces to air every three hours in the afternoon. To his friend Hiler, James described boiling down a 2,000-word wire service report from the Paris Peace Conference to ten or twenty lines as “fascinating and very, very good training.”17 If Hillman worked the day shift, a driver with a jeep (one of the Displaced Persons from Eastern Europe) would chauffeur him back and forth the fifteen-plus miles to his parents’ home. Hillman was also assigned a room at the correspondents’ hotel in Frankfurt, staying there when he worked the night shift. Sometimes he attended news conferences held by visiting notables such as New York Mayor Fiorello La Guardia, or General Lucius Clay. He wrote Hiler that “people can hear our broadcasts all over Germany by long wave and by shortwave all over Europe, North Africa and the Middle East.” Theirs was “the strongest sending station in Europe.”18


  “I was a kid: imagine the innocence,” he recalled in his book Inter Views, “no knowledge of history, no knowledge of literature, well not much anyway, so incredibly American and right in the middle of bombed-out Germany, in Frankfurt. Again it was a place, like the Navy hospital, where there was intense suffering and there was this terrible distortion between the Americans and the condition of Germany. All these ruined people and a society that ignores it or treats it in some freakish way.”19


  It was the beginning of the Cold War. In March, Winston Churchill had given his famous “Iron Curtain” speech. Germany was at the time divided into four zones—the West was divided into French, British, and American sectors, while the Soviet Union had the East. A policy of containment was emerging to keep the Russians from further expansion. While the AFN was not a blatant propaganda instrument in the way that the Voice of America was, a growing listenership among the Germans meant that it had an important role to play in what was later termed “unconscious propaganda.” As a 1988 study published in the Journal of Broadcasting and Electronic Media noted: “AFN successfully promoted American culture, and in so doing promoted American ideology.”20


  Meanwhile, Hillman was “finding a new identity of myself as an American,” as he put it in 2006. “After the war we were the conquerors, the liberators, the charmed ones. I used to enjoy wearing American clothes in Europe, khakis and white Oxford cloth shirts, which I’d ask a relative to send from the States.” At the same time though, he found himself “seeing through the other American journalists who would go to the same press conference and pick up half a sentence and turn it into a new crisis between Russia and the United States—all this while the peace conference was going on in Paris. I heard the same words and I didn’t see their angle at all.”21


  His own purpose, as he wrote to Hiler at the time, was to help “avert another war. I feel this can best be done by showing that the USSR and the U.S. are not incompatible enemies,” the Americans being wrong as often as the Russians.22 What the twenty-year-old wrote was influenced by a radical from the Midwest, who often read the news over the radio and held political views similar to the American Socialist politician Henry Wallace. “We used to conspire,” Hillman recalled. “He influenced me to give a slant towards not demonizing the Russians [by] not being merely an American propagandist.”23


  Hillman thought he would be taken off the news desk, but nobody seemed to care that much: “I could write what I wanted.” And there was much to chronicle, in a post-war world that was peacefully shaky at best. “It was a fantastic time to be writing the news,” he would recollect. “India was being liberated from Britain, but was fighting Pakistan; Hindus and Muslims were attacking and killing each other across much of India. The Nuremberg Trials began, and the United Nations was getting on its feet. Boatloads of Jewish refugees were forbidden to land in Palestine, being beaten with sticks by the British—people who had been in the Nazi camps—and this became the subject of Leon Uris’ book Exodus.”24


  His always-ready-to-be-proud mother had written in a letter: “On Thursday Jimmy was on the radio. He interviewed Mr. John Wilmott. It was a fifteen minute unrehearsed, extemporaneous program on the British Empire. It was quite thrilling to hear them announce Mr. James Hillman, news correspondent, on the radio. The program was fine and, of course, I think Jim was excellent. He’s getting to be quite a big shot over here.”25


  In Hillman, the urge to write was coming to the fore. Besides his radio piece about the Paris Peace Conference, he wrote a dramatization of the event. Though his job did not require this, in mid-October 1946 Hillman began writing a weekly column called “The World Last Week” for the Occupation Chronicle, a newspaper published by Headquarters Command for the Frankfurt military community. His first column opened: “Millions of people all over the world are discontent. [Italics Hillman’s] The sparks of their anger did not make headlines except those sparks started fires as in China, Greece, or Palestine.”26


  In November, he traveled with his parents by car to Berlin. Making it through the Iron Curtain by mid-afternoon, where the Soviet zone of Berlin was “supposed to be so occult, evil and mysterious,” he observed few troops, contrary to the rumor that “Russia has two hundred divisions ready to march.” Hillman continued in a letter: “The city is sad. It was once a great capital. Now all is a ghostly shambles... All the great public buildings and museums and offices are half standing, empty shells, bomb and fire scarred . . . in both British and Russian areas the clearing up is being done by women—some with rag bound feet standing in lines passing bricks back and forth.”27


  They ran out of gas, had two flat tires, and passed through the worst fog that Berlin had seen in twenty years. Sixty years later, Hillman would remember: “My father was driving, and I just walked in front of the car, standing in the headlights so he wouldn’t bump into something. We drove along this great Allee, where all the statues were busted and lying flat. In one city after another, the Germans were like shadow people. They were hungry, cowed. People carried boxes of local currency, with what used to be a thousand dollars now worth fifty cents. Cigarettes were the real currency, along with food and bags of coffee beans.


  “There was a distance between us and them,” he continued. “In dealing with any individual German, it was always very correct and polite and decent. No nastiness. No mention of the war. The Americans, as they always seem to be wherever they go, lived as though on an island... Isolated.”28


  At the end of the same letter in which Hillman described Berlin as a “ghostly shambles,” his mother added a postscript that they had all had “a swell trip.”


  Late that November, a small plane with American families on board crashed in the Swiss Alps and a rescue team was dispatched to try to find them. “The American Forces Network was all excited about a real event to cover,” Hillman recalled, “and for some reason I was the one chosen to report this story.”29 Along with ten other correspondents and some photographers, he clambered aboard a C-47 transport plane with metal bucket seats. Cold air rushed in through a side door as they flew between the mountains. The aircraft was overloaded for such a high altitude and “the pilot had trouble pulling the plane into a steep enough climb to clear the jagged edges of the peaks. When we got back I had had enough mountain scenery to last me for a long, long time.”30


  His memory was that, “after about thirty minutes, one of the reporters spotted a thin line of rescue workers moving toward the plane. It was freezing up there. I didn’t fly well—I got sick, so I saw nothing, just snow and peaks. But I heard what the other guys were seeing. And when I got back, I wrote up a firsthand report that, for the first time, I broadcast myself.”31


  The aircraft had been found, all passengers were safe. Throughout that evening, BBC Radio informed its audience: “Listen at ten minutes past eleven for James Hillman’s eye-witness account of the rescue operations.” He noted in a letter: “My voice is not the radio type.” Still, he’d made a point of making the whole affair sound glamorous as “it is necessary to keep up the legend of foreign correspondents.”32


  He went on to write of how overseas reporters’ “knowledge of most subjects is only cursory and they will tell you frankly that they are not interested.” Political analysts would come for a few weeks, “speak no German and meet no Germans. Yet, they come home and write elucidating pieces on Germany. They pass off opinion for fact and sensationalism for news.” Sixty years later, Hillman would reflect: “Already I was skeptical and critical of what’s going on: an eyewitness account isn’t necessarily that, and the reporters’ views were already slanted. You could say I was being smart-ass, but it wasn’t only that. There was something else. There was already this psychological seeing-through.”33


  The letter continued: “I have come to understand a little of the personal makeup of the conquering American. That, in itself, is more important to my mind than learning of the Germans.” He recalled Abraham Lincoln once saying, “As I would not be a slave, so I would not be a master,” and went on that many of the GI’s didn’t like being “the rich man in the big house on the hill. They get that queasy feeling of being ashamed. The job of the occupier might be easier in a sense if there was some open rebellion, for then the psychiatric feeling of uncomfortableness might be channeled into direct action rather than be smothered inside.”34


  Thus was Hillman beginning to write more psychologically, and the letter’s last sentence is telling. Open rebellion might channel “the psychiatric feeling of uncomfortableness . . . into direct action.” It was an early expression of his iconoclasm, and his concept of anima mundi, or “soul in the world.”


  To Hiler, Hillman wrote: “It is a good thing I am leaving here in December. Not that I haven’t learnt quantities about present day affairs, the radio business, reporting, German government, radio writing and so forth. Besides I will have saved in six months over fifteen hundred dollars . . . [But] I am living too much in the present, too much by the clock, too much thinking in simple declarative sentences . . . The deeper I get into the forest the more I see of the trees and the less of the great forest itself....


  “I take great pleasure in writing the news my way and getting people to think a bit differently. Every story I write is subtly twisted one way or another to give people a... more liberal outlook. Although I now have a grasp of world conditions everywhere and can tell you who said what about the Bulgarian treaty on what day and why the Iranian tribesmen are revolting, I have lost the ability for deep contemplative thought.”35


  Hillman added, in a letter to his Aunt Ethel: “Funny thing... three years ago I had an answer to every problem . . . I felt like an expert on everything. Today I am muddled in complexities.”36


  His later writing on psychology would never find him accused of using “simple declarative sentences.” And he would continue to utilize “subtly twisted” phrases in order to offer his readers a different outlook.


  “First there is the psychological moment, a moment of reflection, wonder, puzzlement, initiated by the soul which intervenes and countervails what we are in the midst of doing, hearing, reading, watching. With slow suspicion or sudden insight we move through the apparent to the less apparent. We use metaphors of light—a little flicker, a slow dawning, a lightning flash—as things become clarified. When the clarity has itself become obvious and transparent, there seems to grow within it a new darkness, a new question or doubt, requiring a new act of insight penetrating again toward the less apparent.... ”


  —“The Process of Seeing Through,

  ” Re-Visioning Psychology, James Hillman, 197537


  PARIS


  Leaving his radio news job behind “with mixed feelings,” Hillman spent much of the first month of 1947 on the road. He traveled to England, then flew to meet his parents and sister in Prague. “Through keeping your eyes and ears open it is possible to defray all the costs of a trip in a few minutes of clever dealing,” he wrote Hiler, who was sending him cigarettes from the U.S. that Hillman could sell on the black market. He could make twelve dollars for a carton in Prague, “which pays for a nice room in a hotel for a week.”38


  Driving on with his father to Nuremberg, Hillman contrasted the “heaps and mounds of bricks and twisted rusted iron” with the hotel and its “white coated bellboys and polite clerks and uniformed waiters . . . Americans over here for the most part feel pity for some Germans but no sense of responsibility. And pity alone is not enough.”39


  Hillman’s ultimate destination was Paris, where he planned to enroll in a year-long survey Cours de la Civilisation Francaise at the Sorbonne designed for Americans on the GI Bill, which paid tuition and living expenses for any veteran who’d served at least ninety days. In junior high school, when each student had to select a country to research, James had chosen France. In high school, along with Spanish he decided to study French—partly due to the influence of his mother, but also the fact that his family still had part ownership in the luxurious George V Hotel in Paris. While in the Navy, he had talked with his parents about going to college in France after the war ended, and his father had looked into the University of Nancy when he was running an officer’s club there in 1944-45. “Once in Europe, at the radio station, only Paris really was what I wanted,” Hillman recalled.40


  While working at the AFN, he had become friends with Morris Philipson, two months younger than Hillman and a wartime member of the Army Signal Corps who stayed on as a “continuity writer” specializing in stringing together “filler” announcements for the radio programs. Philipson had left Germany for Paris a few months earlier than Hillman, to take French lessons in preparation for the same Sorbonne course. Although the two young men apparently never discussed it, Morris’s ancestor, David Philipson, had been part of that first class at Hebrew Union College with Hillman’s grandfather. In later years, Morris Philipson would author seven novels and spend thirty-two years as director of the University of Chicago Press, “as it became the largest and one of the nation’s most important publishers of monumental scholarly works, modern fiction and postwar European philosophy.”41 When Hillman went to Chicago in 1968 to lecture at the university, it was Philipson who would introduce his old friend to the academic audience.


  Early in February, 1946, Philipson had met Hillman when he arrived at the Gare de l’Est railway station, amid food rationing and the coldest winter anyone in Paris could remember. James spent his first week camped out in Morris’s fifth floor hotel room, on the Rue Madame close to the Luxemburg Gardens, “and through him got to know what was what,” Hillman wrote his family. “I saved about four months of work during that one week by being able to profit from all his experiences.”42


  In 2006, at the age of eighty, Philipson sat on an overstuffed chair in the living room of his comfortable Chicago apartment, from whose almost-roundabout picture window on the fortythird floor, he could see the skyscrapers, the sunsets, and much of Lake Michigan. He was a trim gentleman of five-foot-six (“because I’m shrinking”), fond of Ralph Lauren fashions. One wall shared a Rockwell Kent etching with a Max Ernst collage, the latter being what Philipson called “a small, choice work from the earliest period of surrealism. I bought this in Paris on the Boulevard St. Germain, in a bookstore/gallery along the same block where Jim Hillman and I shared a place to live.”43


  Of Hillman, he recalled: “He was sharp, he was trim, and he wore a seersucker suit while I was still waiting to get out of my khakis. I’d never met anyone in uniform who was more charming and promising. He was obviously going far. He exuded this feeling of aiming high and needing to become significant in the world. A supreme overachiever, before anybody coined that phrase. It didn’t matter whether he was going to be a writer or a lawyer or a psychologist or run a very big hotel in Atlantic City. What mattered is, he was going to run things. And I found it fascinating to watch this unfolding. Also, besides his being smart and worldly and witty, I realized very early on that he had similar tastes and interests to my own.”


  For his part, Hillman would recall Philipson as “my mentor, guide, tutor, though our ways were deeply different. He was the sophisticate, knew French better than I, and understood all the intellectual currents.”44 When, after a week, Hillman rented an apartment with hot water, a flush toilet, and a potbellied stove, for a time that spring and summer Philipson moved into an adjacent bedroom. The address was 174 Boulevarde St. Germain, in the heart of the Left Bank; a realm of narrow streets housing the oldest abbey in Paris, and above all the most renowned cafes in the city. As had happened so often in his life, Hillman found himself—without any conscious intent of his own—plunked down in the very midst of what was happening.


  He wrote then: “I live on the fringe of the Latin Quarter next to the Café [de] Flore, made famous by Jean-Paul Sartre using it as a rendezvous (he has a play in New York and is the big gun of Existentialism). The Café of Two Maggots [Hillman’s “translation” of Les Deux Magots] is about three buildings away. It was mentioned in one of Thomas Wolfe’s books. Pushcarts of paintings, men with beards and berets, cheap restaurants, book stores and antique stores abound.”45


  Philipson recalled Hillman’s abode as being “at the center of the universe, sharing a wall with the Café [de] Flore. The café had some heat during the day that would bring people in to write letters. As we went to the men’s room on the second floor, we used to pass Simone de Beauvoir writing at her table. Years later, I learned she was working on her book, The Second Sex.”


  James Dickey later described the scene there in a piece for the Paris Review, which George Plimpton started publishing during the same era. “The upstairs of the Café [de] Flore where Sartre and Beauvoir worked almost a full office day looked more like a classroom than a bar, and eventually Sartre had his own phone line put in. They were surrounded by the artists who would be the canonical names of the twentieth century, philosophers like Raymond Aron and Merleau-Ponty, writers like Jean Genet and Raymond Queneau, musicians like Edith Piaf. Picasso lived just around the corner and was eventually peer-pressurized into joining the Communist Party. What an atmosphere Paris had then! What drive and engagement and focus! Gide was famous, Beckett just about to become so, Matisse was painting his Jazz series, the nouveau roman was about to be invented. Everyone was reading Hemingway [who had drunk coffee and written at the Café de Flore in the Twenties] and Steinbeck and the new writers from Africa and the Caribbean. When I read about this moment in history, what immediately crosses my mind is how very far we are nowadays from any such intellectual fervor.”46


  What had generated it all? Philipson said he believed what he and Hillman really came to Paris for “was a chance to be like that earlier ‘Lost Generation’ of American writers and thinkers, the Hemingways and Fitzgeralds. Thinking is rational, but existentialism is intuitive and that’s what was in the air: the feeling of starting all over again, after the war had leveled the ground. A statue to the French rational philosopher Diderot stood in the street that divided St. Germain. While we were there, the statue was removed to a space in front of the Hotel Madison half a block away. That was symbolic of the new French attitude that all logical thinking—the ‘I think, therefore I am’ from Descartes—was out the window, and starting all over meant questioning everything. Omphalos is the Greek word for ‘navel of the universe,’ that feeling of being at the heart of the matter. Jim and I were both somehow blessed to be in the center of things. There were no cars on the street—no gasoline to make them go—and we never had enough food or clothes. Nevertheless we had the feeling that, as the old saying goes, ‘the world is your oyster.’”47


  Among a new American generation, they were scarcely alone in being drawn to this still-convalescent city where, since the liberation from the Nazis, many Parisians were the hungriest they’d been since the Prussian siege of the previous century. People dimmed their lights on the frigid evenings to conserve electricity. Sartre and de Beauvoir wrote in the Café de Flore because they could not afford to heat their apartments. Still, the American bohemians came. As Gay Talese wrote in 1960: “But they were not Sad Young Men, nor were they Lost; they were witty, irreverent sons of a conquering nation and, though they came mostly from wealthy parents and had been graduated from Harvard or Yale, they seemed endlessly delighted in posing as paupers and dodging the bill collectors... They lived in happy squalor on the Left Bank for two or three years amid the whores, jazz musicians, and pederast poets... with people both tragic and mad, including a passionate Spanish painter who one day cut open a vein in his leg and finished his final portrait with his own blood.”48


  Norman Mailer had almost completed his first novel, The Naked and the Dead, when he came to enroll in the same GI billfunded course at the Sorbonne as Hillman and Philipson that fall of 1947. In Paris Mailer often drank his morning coffee at the Café de Flore and was immediately drawn to the idea of the existential hero, a man living outside the law and free from social roles.49 Other young writers would soon follow: William Styron, James Jones, Peter Matthiessen, and Terry Southern among them. Richard Wright, the black author of Native Son, had arrived in 1946 and become a frequent companion of Sartre; later, James Baldwin wrote much of his novel, Go Tell It On the Mountain, in an upstairs room of the Café de Flore.50 There, too, Sartre and Camus debated the notion of metaphysical rebellion being reborn in the West after the 1789 French Revolution.51 And, somewhat later, Marlon Brando would be asked to leave by the management after hitting Sartre in the face with an egg during a friendly fight with another table.52


  Not surprisingly in such a milieu, when Hillman began attending pre-course lectures at the Sorbonne he found “the classes rather dull... and superficial.” The GI Bill to pay for his education had yet to come through, but he still had about $1,800 saved from the radio station job, and he continued to supplement his income by selling cigarettes on the black market obtained from his friend Hiler. At the “Fourth Republic” restaurant, Hillman exchanged books and once had lunch with Juliette Gréco, a chanteuse who dressed completely in black, let her long hair flow free, and was regarded as the high priestess of existentialism. “I found her exquisite, but I was kind of hesitant,” Hillman would remember. Others were not. Sartre wrote poems for her to sing. Brando fell madly in love with her, once describing Gréco as “like a mysterious planet or a country in some remote corner of the earth waiting to be discovered.” Jazz trumpeter Miles Davis said “she taught me what it was to love someone other than music.”53 Gréco later became the mistress of movie mogul Darryl Zanuck, who put her in a number of films in the late 1950s and early 1960s.


  As it happened, Hillman had his own brief moment in the movies. For the French film Dédée d’Anvers, a psychological drama starring Simone Signoret as a prostitute who falls in love with an Italian sailor, the director was looking for non-speaking extras and Hillman applied. Wearing his Navy garbs, he appeared in a brief dancing scene that took place in a nightclub. As Hillman walked by the camera, he said “Good night, Chief.” The director, Yves Allégret, liked the line and left it in. Hillman thought, in jest, that since he had a “speaking” part he might get a credit in the film or even earn a franc or two, but that did not happen.54


  Hillman once encountered “little Truman Capote (Other Voices Other Rooms)... holding his ‘salon’ at the Café de Flore the other day. It is true. His voice is so high only dogs can hear it,”55 he wrote his parents. Hillman would remember that “every moment, every day, every night was tremulous with excitement and the sense of possibility. We all wore black sweaters and hung out. I soaked up everything in this extraordinarily stimulating world. I saw in Paris that you could be intellectual without being academic.”56


  As he wrote his parents, “I can’t wait to read a thousand books, see all the operas and plays hear the concerts go to lectures and art galleries and so forth.” If he had entertained visions of being a correspondent or journalist while in Germany, that ambition seems to have ended the moment he arrived in Paris. His political engagement was no longer as strong either. Now it was all about cultural education. At a Van Gogh exhibit, letting go of his intellect, he wrote of being stunned by the “emotional reaction” to “the way he puts colors together.” While in the Navy, Hillman had gone to an art museum occasionally, but his attempts there and earlier to try to remember the names of modern paintings had proven a useless exercise. However, in the Jeu de Paume gallery, looking at a famous Van Gogh painting of apple blossoms in a glass of water, suddenly tears welled up in his eyes. He was overcome, as if seeing a work of art for the first time. Hillman later described it as “one of the signal moments of my life, if I were writing an autobiography on one page . . . 57 It had nothing to do with Van Gogh, it was simply the fact of the power of this painting. I had the feeling these were more real than actual apple blossoms, realizing there is something special about what art does to nature.”58


  The aesthetic sensibility that would one day be a predominant emphasis of his psychology had been awakened. He wrote at the time: “After I have felt a little more then I’ll try to learn something. But I definitely think that the first approach should be through the sense not through the mind.”


  “Hungering for eternal experience makes one a consumer of profane events. Thus when the puer spirit falls into the public arena it hurries history along... [T]he puer eternus figure is the vision of our own first nature, our primordial golden shadow, our affinity to beauty, our angelic essence as messenger of the divine, as divine message. From the puer we are given our sense of destiny and mission... ”


  —James Hillman, Senex and Puer, 196759


  KATE


  With the coming of springtime to Paris, Hillman would “make a beeline for the café” scene. “Lately I have found a couple of bars on Rue Jacob and Rue Dauphine where rather pleasant people gather . . . everyone has some function like Artist, Poet, Mistress, Journalist etc . . . There each one brings his story and tale of woe and new jokes and things scintillate. You can sit for hours over one glass of coffee and nobody bothers you.”60


  There was one place Hillman especially enjoyed, a tiny, damp, smoke-filled subterranean jazz boite, or “cellar,” at thiry-three Rue Dauphine called Le Tabou. It was becoming one of the hottest spots in the city, thanks to a popular group called the Little Choir of Saint-Germain of the Feet that featured trumpeter Boris Vian. Known as the “Prince of Saint-Germain,” Vian was also a novelist whose 1946 book l’Écume des Jours (Foam of the Days) became one of the most popular of all twentieth-century French literature. In 1947, his latest (translated into I Spit On Your Graves) was also a best-seller. “Rather quickly Le Tabou evolved into a center of organized madness,” Vian wrote. Its patrons sometimes deodorized themselves “by splashing their underarms with an obligatory glass of cognac.”61 Later, it would be the spot where Brando became entranced with Juliette Gréco, who often sang there.62


  At the time, Hillman describes sitting at Le Tabou with a novelist, a female painter, “a Russian who has just finished a satire on the Jewish problem and his girl friends from Palestine. And there are two Swedes and a Norwegian who are there every night singing dirty American and Swedish songs.”63 It was one of those Swedes who, late one night, walked into Le Tabou with a date. Hillman remembered: “She was wearing a fur coat. She was extraordinary. Nothing like that has ever been seen. I was at the bar and she was at a table and, when my Swedish friend Bjorn got up and went to the toilet, I walked right over to her and asked if she’d go out with me the next day. And she said yes.”


  What chutzpah! And what luck! She was in Paris on holiday. Her name was Catharina Kempe. She had blonde hair and blue eyes and was nineteen. She spoke English, and had made a trip to America with her father the year before. Hillman had no idea—nor would he for quite some time—that she came from one of Sweden’s prominent industrial families, their company being a large producer and exporter of lumber and paper pulp. Though her family called her Nina, James decided she should be Kate. A day or so before, he’d seen the film version of Shakespeare’s Henry V, starring Laurence Olivier. In a famous scene where the English king is seeking a first kiss from the beautiful French Katharine, he says, “We are the makers of manners, Kate”—a line that Hillman proceeded to quote to the beautiful young Swede, then and later.64


  She would continue to use Nina in communicating with her Swedish family and friends, and Hillman’s mother would also call her Nina, but to James she would always be Kate. Perhaps there may have been a deeper impulse behind this—to separate Catharina from her claustrophobic Swedish heritage. To him, and hopefully transmuted to her, Kate could be a different person, with a different name.


  What did she see in James? He was tall and good-looking, but not ruggedly so, and an intellectual. Perhaps it was his direct and driven approach to life, a young man always open to experience, to exploration. Kate, though keenly intelligent, had dropped out of school at fourteen while her two sisters went on to college. The decision was made by her mother, who was reputed to have said: “You’re so beautiful, you’re going to find a husband anyway, you don’t need an education.” Little wonder then that Kate developed a rebellious spirit. She was idealistic and highspirited, with four planets in the zodiacal sign of Sagittarius, including her Sun. And she wanted desperately to break away from the safe, protective environment of her family.


  Philipson remembered of meeting Kate: “It was not just a question of her being young and rich and beautiful, but she was fresh—in contrast to everything else about Paris in those first few years after the war ended, where everything was worn out. This was not the Paris of glamour. It’s a different metaphor, a different image that Kate more or less symbolized.”65


  For their first date, James took Kate to a concert. As he wrote his friend Hiler: “Had a ‘love affair’ with a sweet Swede which lasted only four short delightful days. Then I came to Italy and she is going home to Sweden before I get back to Paris. I am very sad.”66


  Classes at the Sorbonne, he decided, could wait. With Philipson, Hillman set off to spend a month in Italy that spring of 1947. He found everything there “incredibly cheap after the war; we would stop at times at the [U.S. Army] PX to buy things.”67 The trip began with a train ride he described in a letter to Kate as “a surrealist nightmare,” standing all the way from Milan to Rome. “The surprise was that we arrived in ancient Rome,” Philipson remembered. “No automobiles on the street. People actually riding around in chariots pulled by horses! A film company had set up all the touches for a new movie. We found a rooming house, a ruin of an apartment where a previous occupant was Bill Mauldin, the cartoonist, who had drawn images of his two basic GIs in white chalk on the wall. It was near the Palazzo Venezia, where Mussolini had had his office.”


  James would recall that Morris “had all the guidebooks, was a student of the literature, philosophy, history. By contrast, I was playing the romantic. I used to say, ‘Don’t tell me anything about that church or this ruin, I just want to walk in and have the experience.’ I exaggerated that, of course, but it was part of making a contrast between the two of us. And part of it had to do with the experience that I’d had with Van Gogh’s apple blossoms.”68


  They took more than a week in Rome to do the standard tourist sites, including following hundreds of others to the weekly “audience” at the Vatican with Pope Pius XII, which James described in a letter as “jammed with people, holding mirrors in the air and pushing forward to see him... All much like a football game or bull-fight... I bought a gang of little medallions which have now been blessed. Shall sell them to believers when I go broke.”69


  He wrote to Kate of walking “around the Coliseum in the moonlight... still the ‘romantic’ thinking of you.” Even the Roman ruins “now look like a weird collection of shapes and forms lying dead in the new spring grass.. . . I have found the place where I shall come to write my immortal novel. It is Lake Majore [sic: Maggiore] (near Lake Como). Nothing I have ever seen (but you of course) is more beautiful . . . Kate this is my very, very first sweet love letter—do you like it?”70


  It was a curious thing. Hillman didn’t know it, but during the 1890s his grandfather Krauskopf had also journeyed for the first time to Italy and written of being “on the banks of beautiful Lake Como . . . If paradise is as pretty as the scenery around these lakes I want to get there.” Years later, in Inter Views, Hillman would say: “I have an ‘Italian’ imagination, a fantasy that the Italian-mind, heart, or anima responds to a more aesthetic kind of thinking.”71 On that first of many journeys to Italy, he was already madly in love—first with Kate, then with an Italy that would in the future welcome his ideas like no other country. Of Renaissance thought, he would write about its “having more than one standpoint, seeing behind, seeing through, and hearing the many voices of the soul.”72


  Hillman and Philipson had traveled on to Naples and Pompeii, then caught a boat to Palermo and gone by train to Syracuse. “Never seen anything to compare. Papyrus grows wild,” James wrote.73 Morris would remember: “The marble chair was there in the theater of Dionysus, right where it was when Plato came to visit. So I sat there on a bench nearby, imagining my ass rubbing the same stone that Plato’s had.”74


  FOUR DAYS WITH SANTAYANA


  The reigning new philosophy, Sartre’s existentialism, did not particularly appeal to Hillman. He remembered: “In Paris Morris had explained the ideas in the plays like Sartre’s Huis Clos, the moral dilemmas and so on. The existential concerns with ethics—how to behave, what it is to be a human being—was certainly a concern of mine and of the post-war generation. That was the zeitgeist, intense questions of choice that arose after the discovery of the concentration camps as well as about the French Resistance, between those who’d collaborated with the Nazis and those who resisted. Yet the philosophical answers of existentialism—that one is alone and makes individual choices and that’s all there is—was not a solution that I accepted. Existentialism really starts with Protagoras, not with Sartre, with ‘man is the measure of all things.’ It remains humanism, and humanism eventually becomes egoism, and then heroism. I wrote against it in my first book, Emotion.”75


  Hillman would find himself turning away from the au courant and giving his attention to what had stood the test of time. His nascent interest in philosophy was aroused in Naples, where he and Philipson decided to pay a visit to Benedetto Croce, leader of Italy’s liberal party and a well-known professor of philosophy. “The nerve of two college boys calling on the head of a political party!” Philipson recalled. “Neither of us could speak Italian, or French well enough to make it bearable for the old man. Groping for a question to put to him, which was: do you have to establish your system of ethics first and then develop political theories? But there we sat with Croce in the library, along with his daughter and two bodyguards.”76 Hillman wrote home: “only spent twenty minutes with him as we had to catch a bus for Rome.”77


  Something else transpired in Rome. There he and Philipson paid a series of visits on the eighty-four-year-old philosopher George Santayana. Originally from Spain, Santayana had been a member of the Harvard faculty who also wrote poetry and a novel (The Last Puritan), and whose influence on American thought was pervasive. He had a cultivated literary style, and his blend of aesthetic sensibility with rational thought had inspired pragmatists like John Dewey to take a more humanistic position.78 Though he wrote numerous philosophical works, today Santayana is most often quoted with his one-line aphorism: “Those who cannot remember the past are condemned to repeat it.”


  Philipson recalled: “I had read in one of the first issues of Dissent Magazine, an essay by Edmund Wilson describing his first visit to Europe after the war. When he gets to Rome, he calls on Santayana. I thought, he’s still alive? Well, I’ll call on him, too! I don’t remember that James and I had really discussed Santayana, though I’d read one of his books. It’s just that he was a mighty force in the intellectual world. I believe we simply asked a clerk at the American Express—how do we find George Santayana? There was something extraordinary about the nerve we had: as if the world was waiting for us to appear.”


  Santayana had made his home in Rome since the end of World War I, and now lived as a guest at the Convent of the Blue Nuns in a small room with an iron bed, a writing table, one extra chair for visitors, and a small bookcase. A nun agreed to lead James and Morris to a long hallway and opened a door on the right. Long after, Hillman would write: “In his later years the Connecticut poet Wallace Stevens reflected upon George Santayana’s last years in Rome in a convent with ‘No more than a bed, a chair and moving nuns.’ ‘How easily,’ says Stevens’ poem, ‘the blown banners change to wings... The newsboys’ muttering/Becomes another murmuring; the smell/of medicine, a fragrantness.’ The philosopher exists ‘in two worlds’ and the threshold between them softens. ‘On the threshold of heaven, the figures in the street/Become the figures of heaven... Two parallels become one.’”79


  Novelist Gore Vidal wrote of a similar visit he paid on Santayana a year later: “Santayana’s routine with callers was simple. If he was interested, he would invite them back to his cell; if not, he would say a few polite words and withdraw.”80 Philipson remembered Santayana as “hefty, wearing a big bathrobe and dark brown slippers,” and James remembered the philosopher as “short, roundish, and gentle.”


  Something apparently captivated Santayana about the two young men. It could be said that the Hillman chutzpah was at work once again. But was it only that? One day Philipson would be editor of the University of Chicago Press and Hillman would be delivering the Terry Lectures at Yale. Within themselves, were not these two young men already—even naturally—able to sit and talk with a world-renowned philosopher?


  “We talked of morality, essence, politics... people from Plato to Sartre,” Hillman wrote afterward to Hiler. “He [Santayana] was fascinating and very instructive. He said to me, ‘If you want to write it is not necessary to be complete (formal education, knowledge) but be in harmony with yourself, read what interests you.’” (Describing his own writing process in 1983, Hillman said: “It’s not a plan, it’s me; for example gathering a lot of material, spending a lot of time on what you might call the standard conscious tradition . . . and then comes that leap out of it, or movement through it, turning it around on its head.”)81


  About Santayana, Hillman continued his letter: “In spite of his great knowledge (reads French, Spanish, Latin, English, Greek, German, Italian) he still answers ‘I don’t know’ to many questions.”82(“I don’t know” was a response Hillman would not be afraid to make in his seminars of the future.) To his family, James described the philosopher as being “still humorous & young and very much of an oracle for guys of twenty like us.”83 Similarly, Gore Vidal would recall feeling “like Phaedo with Socrates” in Santayana’s company. 84


  Philipson remembered the philosopher talking of historian Arnold Toynbee, whose epic history of civilization had been published during the war. “Toynbee was all the rage, and Santayana wanted us to know that he’d read it—and reviled it! His criticism of Toynbee was intense, and endless.” (To Vidal, Santayana had said disparagingly of Toynbee that “the footnotes are not entirely worthless.”)85


  Hillman appreciated the honesty and even the crustiness. Santayana invited them to return, with one of their visits falling on James’s twenty-first birthday. The hours spent with the old philosopher remained vivid sixty years later: “I even remember clearly many sentences he said. One was, ‘I would have been a Catholic if I had believed.’ There was a crucifix on his wall. When I asked him about learning and study and how to be a writer, he said, ‘I would have been a poet, because that was my first love. But never marry your mistress.’ Fantastic! He did in fact write poems, but he married philosophy, that was his career and his service. Later I married psychology—and even my writing stays within the marriage. I don’t write stories and plays, much as I might fantasize how much fun it would be, but those fantasies are the seductive call of the mistress. That’s one reason writing for me is so difficult; it’s like a long marriage.”86


  Hillman added: “Santayana was writing a book called Dominations and Powers. He asked us how we understood the sentence, ‘Of the people, by the people, for the people.’ He wanted to know, did it really mean government ‘over’ the people? In other words, that there can still be a benign dictatorship. He also told a story that deeply impressed me. I don’t know how we got to this, perhaps when we were talking about morality. He said that, being Spanish but living in England and the United States, when traveling, he often got things slightly confused. One time in Spain he had tipped a waiter with a piece of silver, and the waiter looked at him with contempt. Santayana had become quite annoyed and dismissive of the man. Then he told us, ‘I had mixed up the money. I had tipped him the equivalent of two pennies, instead of what I thought.’ And he added, ‘Do you know that this bothers me still. It bothers me still.’”87


  Hillman paused in his reminiscence, then resumed: “I don’t think I even knew who Santayana was before these visits. And here, out of the blue, he comes to play a role in my life. He was a Platonist, and yet a rationalist. There was something very downto-earth about him. He is an aesthetic philosopher, a philosopher who writes beautifully—and one who other philosophers don’t pay much attention to.”88


  In his 1999 book, The Force of Character, Hillman would quote Santayana having written: “Our distinction and glory, as well as our sorrow, will have lain in being something particular.”89


  “I like to think my work is written out of a Mediterranean fantasy . . . I’m now trying to bring back a style of thought which has to do with ‘figure’—persons, figures, rhetoric, style—with a psychology that’s not conceptual. All these things enter somehow in my fantasy of Italy.”


  —James Hillman, Inter Views, 198390


  VISITING THE KEMPES


  Hillman would remember always feeling somewhat inferior in Paris: “I didn’t know French well enough, I felt young and American.” Italy had been uplifting, “something chaotic and loose that reminded me a little bit of Mexico.” Now, upon his return to the City of Light, things just weren’t the same. The café world of Paris was changing. “The little bar named Tabou has blossomed out during the five weeks of my absence . . . into a first class left bank nite spot. I was there last night and among the crowd was Arthur Koestler, a French Film actress and others. We of the old crowd (before success) are depressed by the sudden influx of ‘tourists.’ Poachers on Parnassus.”91


  Kate’s absence loomed painfully. “I want to write about our four days in Paris,” he wrote to her in Sweden. “I’m going to call it ‘Just As It Should Be.’”92 When Kate was stricken with jaundice and forced to cancel another trip to Paris, Hillman left again, buoyed financially by “about fifty packages of cigarettes cleverly concealed in soda boxes and under books” that Hiler had sent him to peddle. After a visit to his parents in Germany, Hillman headed off for a leisurely cycling trip around England with John Stern, whom he’d known in Atlantic City. Having suffered a recent nervous breakdown, Stern was undergoing a Jungian analysis in London. Stern was the first ever to mention the name of Jung to Hillman, who at the time guessed this “must have to do with the healing of very sick persons.”93 Philipson recalled Jung then “becoming a topic of conversation early in my acquaintanceship with James.”94 Before going into the Army, even before graduating from high school, Philipson had read Jung’s Modern Man in Search of A Soul and the book made a lasting impression. He was sure that “a common interest in Jung” was part of what drew him and Hillman together, “because he had taken seriously something that I didn’t know anybody else who did.” Some years later, Phillipson would write and publish a dissertation he wrote while attending Columbia University, Outline of A Jungian Aesthetic.


  But if Jung was in the wind, for the time being Hillman could think of little else but traveling to Stockholm—and back to the arms of Kate Kempe. He wrote to her that summer, “In spite of all your stalls, like jaundice and your family problems, little Jim is still running after his dream so if you are going to hide in Lapland better leave now. I’ll give you a head start, but I’ll catch up.”95 Not that his bravado didn’t mask some insecurities. James’s sister, Sybil, would remember him practicing how to properly address Kate’s mother. But when he did arrive, he would find himself unfazed by the Kempe lifestyle. “My own family was not as wealthy or as powerful,” he reflected later. “But with the idea of servants, of large establishments, the manners, that whole lifestyle—I had my own pretentiousness that was equal to theirs.”96


  To his grandmother, Sybil Krauskopf, James wrote of “riding on the Swedish railroads which I find the most luxurious and cleanest in Europe and very cheap. Arrived in Stockholm and was met by Kate and her Mother who drove me to their apartment in a large convertible auto. They seem to be extremely wealthy people owning vast forests and pulp factories. I stayed with them for a week as houseguest. Took drives around the city and into the parks and vicinity, went swimming as it was scorching hot all week. Went to movies, dinner, dancing, a show (in Swedish) shopped and met some students and saw how they lived and inspected the university facilities. All in all it was a delightful week.”97


  Delightful, but with an underlying tension. The middle of three daughters of Erik and Naima Kempe, Kate had grown up in a spacious apartment on Strandvägen, the fanciest street in the city. The apartment had a big salon and an even bigger dining room where Naima gave lavish parties, always with a theme. In the summers, the Kempes would travel six hours by train to the far north of Sweden, to a second home there. It was quiet and secluded, surrounded by woodlands. “Kate wasn’t royalty, but of that upper industrial class,” Hillman recalled, “one of the first families of a capitalist society, which had lots of property, factories and workers. Sweden was very hierarchical. When the Social Democrats took over, they did everything possible to break down the class system, but it didn’t happen that easily.” In a letter to Hiler, James worried that Kate’s “standards of living may be too high for him to match.”98


  By now, Kate’s parents had separated. As was the case in Hillman’s family, the mother was the powerhouse. Naima was half Jewish (on her father’s side), a talented woman who played accordion and piano and composed songs that well-known chansonnier sang. She was the first private person in Sweden to have a color film camera and was a pioneer in Swedish film.99 She collected historical children’s books and made films of them as well, casting her daughters in the roles. At her mother’s urging, Kate had taken some piano lessons. She also wrote stories, painted, and had a beautiful singing voice. And Naima was extremely protective of her.


  “The first daughter, Bette, had married in 1946 and left Sweden,” James recalled. “Now I was like an invader. For Kate to date a foreigner! Her father was rather passive about it, but some of the fantasy I think going on with her mother was, I wasthe prince from the foreign country come to steal the princess away. I think I also played that part, because in my letters to Kate I’m always telling her, ‘You’re being so silly, so stupid, you’ve got to get out of that protected atmosphere.’ Well, that’s what she wanted, too—liberation. She was very sensitive, and also frightened. In Europe at that time, Americans were carrying incredible cachet, psychic cachet—we were the ones who freed Europe from the doldrums—and I also seemed to represent that. An American was a mythical figure in a way.”100


  In September James made a second trip to Scandinavia to rendezvous with Kate, after which he wrote her: “This thing between us is beginning to grow into something more real than either of us had expected (even though we may, at one time or another, have dreamed).” Yet they still knew so little of each other, he went on, and urged her to read Thomas Wolfe, who “knows the complexity of America perfectly.” He also urged her to “make your own life. The impossible is just a little further than the finger tips. All you have to do is stretch a little.”101


  As the holidays approached, Kate was scheduled to meet him in Geneva but had some trepidation about finances. “You know money is only a tool,” James wrote her. “Some people have to have lots of tools... a whole tool chest. Others manage to know how to use a simple hammer, chisel and saw so perfectly that they only need a few tools. Darling, I have been fooling around in Europe since June 1946 and I haven’t been put in jail for not paying a hotel bill (they haven’t caught me yet). My butterfly wings aren’t tipped in Gold but I manage to fly just the same.”102 Here we see the seeds of what Hillman would write twenty years later of the youthful puer spirit, “where vision of goal and goal itself are one, winged speed, haste—even the short cut—are imperative. The puer cannot do with indirection, with timing and patience. It knows little of the seasons and of waiting.”103


  When Kate came down with appendicitis and once again had to postpone, they arranged to meet after Christmas in Frankfurt, journey to a spot near Interlaken to ski, then return for a few more days in Germany. James wrote her soon after: “all winter I have had opportunities to transfer that love feeling to other girls . . . but none of them were enough for me. Darling I love you.”104 As Hillman wrote his family, while attending a songfest in the St. Thomas Aquinas bar, his table “was suddenly made glorious by the arrival of twenty five pounds of delicacies from Sweden. Kate endeared herself for life to me with ten pounds of orange marmalade; as well as chocolate, cookies, honey, sandwich spread in tubes and so forth.”105


  “No less than men, women need fantasy, mythologizings in which they can read themselves and discover fate. To find a sense of worth, confidence, as a person, or ‘psychological faith’ . . . is as much a need of woman as of man.”


  —James Hillman, Anima, 1985106


  WRITING


  In the summer of 1947, James brought his sister, Sybil, to celebrate her birthday at a villa owned by Wesley Hiler’s parents on Italy’s Lake Garda. Since the war ended and the summer home had come back into their possession, the elder Hilers had been renting to an Italian family who allowed Wesley to stay there. “They were called the Sopranos, of all things,” Hiler recalled in 2006, “and I was having an affair with the daughter, a divorcee. I’d brought along some phonograph records of Mozart piano concertos and Chopin nocturnes and things, so I got Hillman [who preferred big orchestras] interested in that kind of music. This was in the mountains up north, overlooking the lake, couldn’t be a more beautiful place than that.”107


  For three weeks, Hillman would spend several hours each morning sitting at his typewriter at a little table “in the garden in a quiet place under fruit trees.” Sybil recalled: “He was working on his ‘great American novel.’ Don’t bother me, he’d say, I have to go to work now. Then every day at lunch, when he and Wesley weren’t quoting Eliot at each other, he would read us what he’d written. These turned out to be short stories. All I remember is that one of them was about somebody who was born without a navel.”108


  This was the first of many stunning, remote landscapes that Hillman would find in which to write. He couldn’t work in a city café or an apartment house in the same way. There seemed to be something important about withdrawing to a picturesque place and being with nature, especially water—creating a physical sense of “being in the body differently,” as he once put it. “I would cook and make tea, there was an atmosphere.”109


  He wrote his grandmother at the time: “In the evening the mountains and the sunset reflect and there is a special hour about dusk which they call the blue hour around here.”110 He underlined “blue,” a color he would write an alchemical essay about in 1981.111 “It is the blue which deepens the idea of reflection beyond the single notion of mirroring, to the further notions of pondering, considering, meditating.... When myths say gods have blue hair or blue bodies, they have. The gods live in a blue place of metaphor.” The title Hillman would choose for the first collection of his work, in 1989, would be A Blue Fire. He and Thomas Moore, who edited and wrote prefaces for the book, spent a long time trying to come up with a title, and in the end found the phrase “a blue fire” twice in Hillman’s work.112


  He described in other letters to his family testing his talents by trying to imitate various writer’s styles. “In that sense I am satisfied because I can bring off Gertrude Stein, Hemingway (for a little bit) and T[homas] Wolfe. Under the influence of the seventeenth century English poets I have written the first poetry I have finished since the Navy. They are eight little rhythmical songs about love in the country. They are delightful and witty, but I am afraid I am two or three centuries too late to sell them.”113


  In November 1947, the Sorbonne had still been processing his papers when classes began, so Hillman had enrolled as well at Paris’ School of High International Studies. The courses there were “not difficult” but did “require reading in French History, Colonial Problems & Social Problems.” He was by then “very nicely established in an apartment on the sixth floor of a fine building next to the Hotel Matignon,” at 55 Rue de Varenne, where he would live for the remainder of his time in Paris and where “a small blonde woman with hair on her chin” came twice a week to teach him French, which he’d taken in high school but did not come easily to him. At long last, on January 20, 1948, Hillman was admitted to the Faculty of Letters at the Sorbonne and enrolled in English literature, “which I took as other things were ‘too hard’ for my flitting-around style.” He wrote Kate that he had “never enjoyed studying so much.” He struggled with reading a novel in French by Andre Gide. Not “that loyal to the courses”114 beyond what was required, his broad cultural education continued. He went to the French theater, the opera, and to concerts. “I never felt I knew enough,” Hillman said later.


  Something new was building inside him, a world-view that cradled his infatuation with Kate. “My soul grows more romantic and my mind more realistic every day,” he wrote her. “This world trouble is into my bones, eating out all hope and faith and long term plans. I am crushed inside over the deaths in Palestine, over the idiocy of the American politics, over the sadness in Germany. I want to rush out and strike something in the mouth... strike some sort of a blow for goodness and honor and sincerity and faith.”115


  It was his grandmother Sybil Krauskopf to whom James vented most about politics and his ongoing fears about another world war sparked by America and the Soviet Union. Why to her? His mother’s mother had been a schoolteacher in whom, “there was something distant, unambitious, uninvolved, and reflective. She was more of an intellectual in that sense. I could write her a letter about things where I didn’t feel it was being taken hold of somehow, as my mother would.”116


  In one letter to his grandmother, Hillman wrote: “I cannot accept the Russian doctrines or systems or programs. On the other hand I dislike intently America’s terrifying swing to the right. Manifested by increased racism, anti-red drives, anti-labor bills, removal of price controls, disregarding of veterans housing, defeat of the continuation of the Rooseveltian programs for more social security and justice, the intractability of big business, the Republican congress. And the economic imperialism that we are cloaking under the word democracy in Greece, Turkey, Latin America, and where ever we set our foot.”117


  On the day before his twenty-second birthday in 1948, Hillman wrote a long epistle home that he called “Address to Young Voters” and asked that it be passed along to his grandmother. It was a plea for an America that he had abandoned physically, but clearly not spiritually. Parts of this letter could as easily have been written sixty years later: “Democracy decays into Fascism as the middle class loses strength,” he wrote. The ruling class in the U.S. was “afraid of losing its power. The whole recent Communist witch hunt, the war scare and the fierce nationalism are all masks to hide what I consider to be a fear of any change in our system . . . which benefits the rich more than the poor . . .


  “I feel that we must try anything rather than let things go the way they are. I think Democracy (political) is the highest order of society and the most moral of orders. I think most people would rather be told what to do and offered less choices than be free to choose and vote and bear the overwhelming responsibilities of life. . . . But to keep the American system going we have to get busy as hell. We have to increase the internal demand for products by raising wages and lowering profits so that economic imperialism is not necessary. We have to have central industrial planning . . . a free press... a stronger more aware middle class.... We have to eradicate social injustice and political inequality and race prejudice AT ONCE or our principles are hollow... we have to trim the sails of the mighty . . . we must welcome change not fear it . . . we must, in short, change radically peacefully, or we will be changed by force.”


  At the end of this letter, he took up another American theme to which he would return in the future. “The saddest of all America’s adolescent complexes is its idolatry of the man of action. Will we never leave the frontier stage?”118 In talking about America, Hillman was also describing deeply felt questions pertaining to his own relationship with the country he came from. Why was it that he avoided returning, and felt that he had to live in Europe? He expressed it like this to Kate: “You see with us in America is the ‘Cult of the Child.’ There is a whole series of writers who have attempted to simplify all language and all life into base naïve emotions and simple motives and actions and everything is romantically easy; everything is looked at through the eyes of the child.... I was like that for a while this fall... what mattered was NOW, books written Now and for the moment expressing MY AGE and My problems. I didn’t know then how all of life is an endless building on the past and that you can’t start anywhere, but must start slowly with the beginning. . . . What remains is writing of the basic human conflicts. Between man and himself and between man and nature and between man and other men. All the issues of the day are just smaller parts of these bigger problems. . . . I am concerned with the meaning of love and death and action and religion and nature and all the subtle feelings and all the great violent urges. . . . I believe in writing about moral problems.”119


  This letter represented a strongly held position that Hillman would work on always. The endless building on the past, the basic human conflicts, and the moral problems were at the sametime psychological concerns. He envisioned setting his first novel in an institution for the blind, its protagonist being an idealist who slowly loses his strength and his morality, and must find himself again through this dawning awareness. A return to the wartime experience that had marked his entrance to the realm of psychology.


  A quarter-century later, Hillman would take up “the cult of the child” in an essay he delivered at the annual Eranos conference on Switzerland’s Lake Maggiore, where he noted that “the thinking of psychotherapy and of psychology of personality has been captured by the child archetype and its growth fantasy.”120


  WOMEN


  Frequenting the Left Bank cafes, to a degree Hillman lived a bohemian lifestyle. But as he wrote to Kate, “Paris is full of Americans... who have thrown all tradition to the wind,”121 and he did not count himself among them. Here, though, he could be the American that lived in the fantasies of post-war Europe. He’d always longed to be “one of the guys, because they were the ones who got the girls,” Hillman would reflect. “My dates in high school were not the real ones I wanted, they were what I could get. These straight simple guys were the ideal— the football player, the cowboy—and I was complicated. But going to Europe was such a fantastic relief because there—I got the girls! They knew Americans not only as the liberators, but through Hollywood. That was very important with Kate. As a teenager, she’d kept scrapbooks with pictures of all the movie stars. I went to the movies and had all those American songs in my head. Which back home wasn’t anything special—but in Europe you were, and it was great!”122


  Besides Kate, who was most of the time in Sweden, there were others. He had a number of liaisons, including Pigalle prostitutes and one-night stands, and Hillman would often describe such encounters in his letters to Hiler—sometimes with a pornographic literary flair bearing traces of Joyce, Lawrence and Miller. “Blessed are the meek,” one letter began. “I am clapped! I have a ‘most lothsom, filthie, foule, and full of vile disdaine’ disease. I have contracted it from a small nymph resembling Persephone of the legends who grows evil serpents of slime between her fruitful thighs.”123 He cured the venereal disease himself, with penicillin obtained from “underground sources” at an Army hospital,124 and was not abashed to write Kate about having been “a bad boy,” adding: “And for two days I boiled my needles & wiped my backside with alcohol and shot myself every three hours with penicillin (now of course I am well). I feel I am quite a hero for treating myself so bravely.”125


  There was a remarkable candor with Kate, one that was not possessive, or at least making a valiant effort not to be. “Every love enriches the next love,” he also wrote her. “You came to me far wiser and more mature and more lovable, valuing love more highly because of whatever experiences you had had before with other men....


  “The more you learn about me the more you will be able to understand the next man you love. It will make your next love richer and more powerful.”126


  Yet he made sure Kate realized that in his life she was the special one, and it pained him to be away from her for an extended period. As he wrote her in 1948, “I was just sitting in the Café de Flore with a little girl and we were holding hands because it was Spring and she ‘is attracted to me.’ Suddenly she took my hand and touched the inside of it against the inside of hers and moved it the way we did in that movie in Karlsruhe... and suddenly I almost felt sick. I pulled my hand away and could hardly sit next to her. I had the most intense feeling for you that I thought I must physically fly to you at once and that you in that moment must feel this way too, because I was loving you so strongly.”127


  In May, also in a Left Bank café, Hillman did meet another pretty girl who would have lasting importance in his life. Her name was Batia Tamari, and she had come to Paris from Israel to study piano with the well-known teacher Nadia Boulanger. Because she had little means of support, Batia did nude modeling at times to earn money. She was only twenty months older than James, but he remembered, “was someone with a lot of life experience and I felt her to be the wise older woman; she had a big influence on me. She had an Israeli intelligence and sensitivity.” Around the same time they met, Israel was recognized as an independent state by the United Nations and attacked by a number of Arab nations the same day. Batia and her circle would educate Hillman about what was taking place.


  That summer of ’48, James and Batia traveled together to the south of France. It was the first time Batia had ever gone off with a man for that length of time. He “planned to read the Russian novels and write for three weeks. Right off the bat, she rented a bicycle, crashed it, and got completely bashed up. So we didn’t do very much, but we went to a Mozart festival. I’d been going to concerts since a little boy and had my own record collection, and it was great to be with somebody who was so good with music.”128


  On the trip he read Tolstoy and Dostoevsky, and afterwards in Paris penned a poem that he called A Devotional to Batia:


  . . . Take my clay


  And mould me into music, be my architect


  And cast my canvas with a brilliant glow


  Sketch my speech, make my language pirouette—


  For I would sing on some high and unclefed key


  Worthy to love and be loved by thee. 129


  Although he would see Kate on occasion as well, James and Batia were together all through his second year in Paris. Later, Kate and Batia became good friends, and Batia visited them in Zürich after their marriage. Returning to Israel, where she married and had children, Batia became world-renowned for creating a new method for teaching music appreciation to children. As her husband, Martin Strauss, wrote James after Batia was killed in an auto accident in 1997: “She chose carefully small parts of very striking pieces, be it Bach, Mozart or modern composers. To each of these she developed some exercise of activity for the children, dance, drawing, instrument-playing, which would induce the child to listen repeatedly to such an extent that at the end they were all humming the tune. She would record about fifteen such music-pieces on a tape, write to each piece ‘workinginstructions,’ and teach all this in seminars to music teachers all over the world and of course also in Israel.”130


  Through his relationships with other women in Paris, James knew that Kate “was the person with whom my fate was connected, with whom I felt something different.” It was Kate who raised his ire when she fell short of what he saw in her, as he wrote back after receiving a letter: “Wading through the romantic crap on the first few pages . . . such stuff about goodbyes and violets and train smoke and blood of my blood.” It was also Kate whom he sought to educate: “I think you would agree that the more you know about poetry the more you enjoy reading each poem. The most delicious foods that require an acquired taste are always wonderful to the palate, and the more we know about cooking and sauces and food the more wonderful our meals become. In Art it is the same thing. Picasso cannot be felt at first glance, but after a little bit of familiarizing yourself with him and his style, he gets to have a gigantic meaning and power and beauty.”131


  In 2007, asked about the nature of his and Kate’s relationship, Hillman reflected: “We had many things in common, but were also very different. She was much more afraid of the world and life. And she was a combination of the queen and the servant. So she would either serve people, or was supercilious. She had few friends and no easy flow with people. So that was a huge difference. When she entered the world, she did it with force— and life, and liveliness, and Sagittarian exuberance—but it didn’t come out of a genuine love of the world.” This was something which came to Hillman naturally. “So that was very attractive to her, that I could open the door. But she had much more sensitivity than I had. I would burst in, where she would sense. We each did have our own sensitivity, but there was a coldness in her regarding people. I had that too, but had it differently.”132


  Getting to know Kate, psychological questions sometimes preoccupied him. In one letter, James wrote her about his “Black Soul,” adding that he was “interested in being kind to her” (meaning his soul, with the curious choice of pronoun) “[but] it is difficult for two reasons. One is that I need someone to push down in order to be high myself and another reason is far deeper and needs a psychoanalyst. I have just been working on this reason recently . . . I wrote my father a very, very intimate letter, he hasn’t answered yet. Most amazing of all is that the other night for the first time in my life I had a dreadful nightmare in which my father and I had a terrible fight and if I can remember right it was over my Mother . . . I wish I could understand this dreaming business.”133


  His sister, Sybil, had also come to Paris, where she was studying psychology. “I lived there for a year when Jim did, but we didn’t see each other very often,” she recalled, “because he was a young man feeling his oats and entertaining ladies.”134 Wesley Hiler had also taken up psychology at Princeton, and Sybil wrote to him in the summer of 1948: “Jimmy said you were planning now to be an analyst. This is an excellent thing—I spent most of last year working for my two courses in personality and psychopathology —wrote my long paper on Freud and spent weeks and weeks in the library reading his collected papers—my God—what a mind that man had.”135


  It would be awhile yet before Hillman embarked on such studies. He wrote his parents that he wavered “between optimism and despair over the exams” coming up that summer at both the Sorbonne and the School of High International Studies; exams he would have to take in a foreign language. Yet when the ordeal was over in July, he would reflect: “I must say I enjoyed the whole thing as a question game... At the Sorbonne, hushed whisperings, hysteria, tears, and panic. The French Exam system is based greatly on simple terrorization. Fifty is passing, but there is only one question, and it is luck.”136


  He remembered: “We knew we would be asked about one of eight assigned works, from early English on through Shakespeare to Robert Louis Stevenson and Conrad. We walked into the exam room, were handed out blank exam booklet paper, and one question was written on the blackboard. Four hours to write (for me, fortunately, in English). But if you hadn’t prepared for what was on that blackboard, you were finished for the year! A third of the students got up and walked out.”137


  The question was on allegory in the first two books of Edmund Spenser’s The Faerie Queen, the classic epic of the 1500s. “I had prepared, a bit, and could make the grade, as I did in the oral, when the professor in a one-on-one asked me ad hoc to translate into French, Keats’ poem Ode to Autumn.”138 Thus did Hillman obtain a Certificate in Literature from the Sorbonne. Similarly, he wrote home, “At the International Affairs School—I was also lucky getting questions (by chance always) which I was prepared for.”139 It was a combination of luck, ability, chutzpah, and also focused work.


  However, while living in Paris, Hillman had moved well beyond Spenser and Keats: he had discovered James Joyce. He’d traded some cigarettes for an early edition of Ulysses, which was a banned book in America because of its graphic sexual passages, and had been enthralled by the novel. And now that his time at the Sorbonne and International Affairs School had come to a successful conclusion, Hillman felt the pull of Joyce’s native Ireland. Again using the GI Bill, he enrolled at Trinity College in Dublin, planning to arrive there by the end of October 1948.


  HOUSE ARREST IN YUGOSLAVIA


  Before classes started that fall, James was intent upon doing some traveling with Kate. “Imagination is better than reality, but I can’t love you among the clouds,” he had written her.140 Despite her family’s protestations, she had agreed to join him in September. They each paid their own way, as they did on all their jaunts. Hillman was blessed because he still had a substantial amount in dollars put away from his radio job in Germany. There was also still the black market on which to sell cigarettes and gas coupons, as well as his monthly GI Bill stipend.


  For this “maiden voyage” together, James and Kate met up in Frankfurt, Germany, and drove off in a little black-and-blue British Austin automobile that he’d bought used (and cheap). Stopping briefly in Zürich—“we went for a boat ride on the lake”141—then onward to Venice where Kate had her “heart set.”142 There they left behind most of their baggage and money, and ventured on into Yugoslavia.


  Since making sojourns a year earlier into Hungary and Czechoslovakia, life behind the “Iron Curtain” had held a fascination for James. Nineteen forty-eight was a pivotal year in the early stages of the Cold War. Late in June, the Soviet Union had blockaded Berlin, cutting off the Western powers’ rail and road access to the western sector they’d been controlling. In response, the U.S. and its allies mounted the Berlin Airlift to supply food and fuel to the city. At the same time, the USSR had expelled (and almost attacked) its satellite state of Yugoslavia when Marshal Tito broke away with his own brand of socialism. At one point that summer, Hillman had contemplated working with the Yugoslavian “youth brigades” building a new road between Zagreb and Belgrade.


  Now he was driving with a beautiful blonde companion toward the northern Yugoslav frontier where Soviet forces had been massing only a few months earlier. They got as far as Ljubljana, the capital of Slovenia, where James’s car broke down. Leaving the Austin in a garage for repairs, he and Kate traveled by rail over the next two weeks to Zagreb, Sarajevo, and Belgrade, then decided to take the legendary Orient Express five hundred more miles to Istanbul. From there, Hillman wrote his father: “I’m in the unfortunate position of not having my return Yugoslav transit visa and my car is there.”143 They decided to give it a shot. “I had this American cockiness, that nothing could happen to me,” Hillman recalled—even getting off and walking around when the train stopped for inspection at the Turkish-Bulgarian border, amid armed guards on both sides.


  Their luck ran out in Sofia, when the authorities discovered their lack of Bulgarian re-entry permits. James and Kate were placed under house arrest in a local hotel. He recounted in 2004 in A Terrible Love of War: “Yes, I had to wander from the train at the Turkish-Bulgarian border in 1948 (a dangerous year in the Balkans), to be picked up and later placed under house (hotel) arrest for six days. Exhilaration and fear, the interfusion of the exotic and the terrifying.”144


  He later recalled: “Every day I would go down to the police station and ask if the permits had come. No, they said, I should have gotten them in Turkey. But Turkey had no relations with Bulgaria in those days. Finally we were given some kind of permit and got back on the Orient Express. That was when Kate became terribly sick from food poisoning of some kind. We met an English doctor on the train—George de Bouvier I think was his name—who was able to help her to some degree, as we moved very slowly through Yugoslavia.


  “We didn’t have enough money left to pay for our train tickets, so every time the conductor came by, we would be talking with other people as if we’d already shown them. We almost made it to Ljubljana when we were caught. But one of the people with whom we’d become friendly was a lawyer, and he and the others defended us saying, ‘You never asked them for a ticket, so you cannot charge them for anything previous to the place we are now.’ So we only had to pay a little bit.


  “It had been pretty risky to leave the car in Yugoslavia. They’d just had a huge crisis over shooting down a plane that strayed over their airspace. At any moment, the people expected the Russians to invade and take over. There were no tourists and we knew nobody, we were just this crazy romantic young tourist couple. Well, the man had repaired our car. Turned out there was nothing really wrong with it. I had backed into a hillside once while turning around and stuffed the exhaust pipe full of mud. That was it!”


  Kate was still not well when they got back in his Austin to make a winding 100-plus-mile drive west to the safe haven of Venice in Italy. There, both having the same impulse, they walked without trepidation into the Grand Hotel and checked in. It wasn’t a matter of snobbery. Hillman had grown up being able to walk into an incredible hotel and feel at home. “How we had the money to pay for it, I have no idea,” Hillman said. “All I know is that, overnight, Kate was cured!”145


  In Dublin, the autumn term at Trinity College had already begun. Not uncharacteristically, Hillman was running late, with little time to lose.
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  V


  DUBLIN I:TRINITY COLLEGE


  “Why did I land on Ireland to study, have Irish roommates before that, close Irish friends? That place of wildness, fear, and beauty . . . Ireland—land of the free and home of the aesthetic brave.”


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 20041


  Early in November, 1948, James Hillman caught a ferry from Liverpool (“Third class is cheap and I had a three shilling berth which was a leather bunk and blanket”), and sailed for the first time across the “smooth and soft” Irish Sea.2 He arrived on the shores of Dublin with all his bags and books, and not the slightest idea how to proceed to Trinity College. Still, there were horse-and-carriages waiting to taxi passengers wherever they needed to go. Hillman piled everything into one of them, and headed off for the center.


  Dublin charmed his eyes immediately. Everything seemed to be painted green, “an Oz land,” as he wrote in a letter, with “rows of attached brick Georgian houses with bright doors and brass knockers.”3 The city had a small-town feeling that harkened to his childhood. It amazed him, in fact, how much the little shops and two-story residences resembled those in certain neighborhoods of Atlantic City and Philadelphia.


  His carriage passed along the River Liffey that divided Dublin in half. Opposite the old Parliament Square, it clipclopped past the statues of illustrious alumni Edmund Burke and Oliver Goldsmith that flanked Trinity’s front gate, entered through a side gate on Pearse Street, and came to a reined-in halt on the cobbled courtyard of the College Green. The horses whinnied as a group of black-robed, high-collared deans and dons of Trinity stared quizzically at the new American student’s arrival. He was, after all, ten days late for the start of classes. The innocently ostentatious way Hillman came to Ireland was an expression of more than his innate self-confidence. It was a harbinger of freedom, of a young American (and that was the key word, American) who was ready to take on a new world.


  Hillman had first heard about Trinity College while in school in Paris. Knowing that he wanted to again study and write in English but in a classical academic environment similar to the Sorbonne’s, Trinity sounded perfect. While Cambridge or Oxford might have seemed enticing, bombed-out England remained poverty-stricken after the war. He remembered: “It was tough in Ireland too, but there was less competition, less ambition. And this country still had meat and butter and cream.”4


  Ireland had something else, an intangible something that was to prove essential to Hillman’s daimon. There was “an undercurrent simmering and churning beneath what is called ‘Celtic’ or ‘Druid’ tradition.”5 As James FitzGerald wrote in Irish Culture and Depth Psychology, although ancient Irish lore bore no trace of a creation story, its “myth, story, and fairy tale create an interface for the imagination to peer into the Otherworld . . . [and] record archetypal events.”6


  With Hillman, an Irish affinity had long been present. During the Depression, Atlantic City had a large Irish population, a number of whom worked as chambermaids in hotels like his family’s. The one fist fight he had in high school was with an Irish kid named Farron, who attacked James (perhaps because he was Jewish) for taking his sister out on a date. “The fight broke out in the schoolyard with people all around, an awful thing. I don’t remember who won, but I turned up in school the next day and he didn’t.” Later, at college in Georgetown, his roommate was an Irish fellow named Gerald McGuire.7


  Once Hillman settled in Dublin and got an Irish driver’s license, he would keep using it long after he left, until the Irish changed their laws in the 1960s and wouldn’t renew it any longer. While living in Zürich during the fifties and sixties, he wore an Irish scarf around his neck and periodically returned to Ireland to buy his clothes. Male colleagues and friends with deep connections to Ireland would play crucial future roles in Hillman’s life, among them the later-world-renowned novelist J. P. Donleavy, whom he would shortly meet in Dublin. There were also A. K. Donoghue, a collaborator on numerous writing projects; Michael Meade, a co-leader in the men’s movement of the 1980s and 1990s, and Thomas Moore, a therapist and author who would compile and edit the first anthology of Hillman’s work, A Blue Fire.


  Needing a place to live when he arrived in Dublin, Hillman found listed on the wall of the college dining hall a potential lodging at Sandycove in suburban Dunleary. This was the setting for the opening of James Joyce’s novel, Ulysses, where Buck Mulligan calls Stephen Dedalus up to the roof of the Martello Tower overlooking Dublin Bay. For Hillman, James Joyce was “a kind of wizard, a romantic poet of language. It was the life of being the writer that captured me.”8


  Joyce himself had stayed briefly at the Martello Tower in 1904, turning it into a temporary abode forty feet above the sea. How could Hillman resist? He caught a bus to the end of the line, eight miles south along the coast road, and rented a highceilinged room upstairs in a row house at 9 Sandycove Avenue, from whose window he could see Joyce’s tower and the Irish Sea beyond. This was to be his Dublin residence until the late summer of 1949.


  EDUCATION


  Ireland, once called the “island of saints and scholars,” had preserved European thought and values (including Christianity) during the barbarian invasions and later re-introduced these to the continent. “The Irish fanned out across Europe,” writes Thomas Cahill, author of How the Irish Saved Civilization, “salvaging books wherever they could, making copies, reassembling libraries and teaching the newly settled barbarians of the continent to read and write.”9


  Trinity College was established on the grounds of a former monastery by Queen Elizabeth I in 1592, at a time when Ireland was seeking to become a great center of learning. It remained the country’s most venerable university—indeed, among the oldest in Western Europe—having graduated such literary giants as Jonathan Swift (also a seventeenth century dean), Oliver Goldsmith, Oscar Wilde, J.M. Synge, and Samuel Beckett. Trinity was also known for pioneers in eighteenth century medicine like William Stokes, as well as philosophers, from the influential classicist George Berkeley to Edmund Burke and Professor George F. Fitzgerald. At the time Hillman enrolled, physics professor Ernest Walton was busy “smashing atoms” there that would earn him a Nobel Prize in 1951.10


  Trinity’s weighty intellectual atmosphere might better be described as severe during the winter months. Amid sootcovered buildings often shrouded in fog, students paraded up dark stone stairs into classrooms heated by hunks of turf (from peat bogs) emanating from little grates. The students, men and women alike, were all required to wear black gowns, and the cold necessitated gloves in order to take notes. A damp smell permeated the air. Hillman didn’t mind, finding it all somehow “idyllic,” especially in warmer weather when the air grew soft and undergraduate girls parked their bicycles along the green, “in their polished leather shoes and soft tweeds and rosy skin.”11


  His chosen field of study was called Mental and Moral Science, consisting primarily of courses in philosophy, psychology, and ethics. It was a very different college educational structure than existed in America. Classes were held only in the mornings, four days a week. The Trinity school year had three terms, each lasting seven weeks. In between terms, students had seven weeks of free time to prepare for exams (time that James would customarily use to also travel on the continent with his parents, friends and girlfriends). If you did well on the exams in one trimester, you’d even be excused from taking them after the next round. There were no quizzes, and nobody had to write and hand in papers.12


  But if the demand was light, in the American sense, Trinity was very much wedded to an old-school tradition—daily classroom lectures with no textbooks or secondary sources. Hillman would read the original classical works in each of his subjects. That meant tackling very difficult philosophers like Kant and Hume. “So you had the pride that comes from wrestling with a hard book,” Hillman remembered. “But it also meant reading old-fashioned psychology books. We only read books by people who were dead, whereas in America you only read the latest version which has to be brought up-to-date every three years. There’s a progress fantasy in American psychology, but at that time in Dublin it was totally different. The idea was that there were basic texts and basic thinkers. That was crucial.”13


  Hillman had been lucky in this regard—first at Georgetown where he’d been required to study the best of eighteenth-century English literature and again at the Sorbonne where he had “eight or nine basic important things to read.” By the time he reached Trinity, he was steeped in that way of learning, something that would pay off for the rest of his life. It would enable him to make classical references in his talks and writings that lent “a certain background,” a gravitas—some think pretension—to his work.14 But in a manner that presented it in a new way, without blind obedience to the original context, finding current relevance and a new twist.


  Most incoming students had to take Latin and pass an exam called “The Little Go” in order to get into the more elevated classes. Hillman was excused from that, because he’d taken some Latin in high school. “They never asked me how much I knew,” he recalled. “I didn’t really know any of it. But I looked like I knew things. I brought credentials; I had ‘papers.’ I was also a couple of years older than many, because I’d been in the service, and the school respected that.”15


  He enrolled as a junior. The only other American in Hillman’s Greek philosophy course that first trimester was Douglas Ussher Wilson, also a veteran studying at Trinity on the GI Bill. He was a very proper “Brahmin Bostonian”16 and Harvard graduate who “didn’t have a clue”17 what he wanted to do. He and James struck up an instant friendship and, years later, Wilson remembered: “The Reverend Hartford, on the coldest days in winter, would come in, order the windows open, and then blow on his turf fire, which was behind him. Jim always sat right in front of the Reverend Hartford, in the front row, looking up hopefully.” (According to Hillman, this was simply because it was warmer up there.) “All the students took voluminous notes. Hillman took no notes. The Reverend Hartford leaned over at one point and said, ‘Take the odd note, Hillman.’”18


  Upon hearing of Wilson’s reminiscence, Hillman said in 2006: “Well, I have always had terrible difficulty taking instruction, direction. Tennis since youth; recently fly-fishing in Montana; following instructions in manuals for putting something together; the computer I won’t even begin. Or learning languages properly from the grammar up—I know no language, save English, correctly. And I’ve had years of French and thirty years of German. I can’t write a correct letter in any language but my own, though I speak and read and follow well in many. Finally, to get directions on the street from a car window is a perfect example. I hear and record what the person says, repeat it, yet my mind envisions it in its own way! I see the corner and imagine a left turn that will come, even when the instructions say right. My work shows this same refusal to follow the given path. I have to twist it the way I see it, and seem unable to follow the convention.”19


  Hillman’s letters of the period show him quickly immersed in a realm where “reading Plato is a treat.”20 While he’d “tried to read The Republic earlier but couldn’t cope with it,”21 now he discovered that “Plato is a poet . . . and his works are spun out as beautiful tales.”22 He sailed through his first, brief trimester. “The past recedes and my interest in politics fades,” he wrote his friend Wesley Hiler. “Reading Hamlet has far more value. And to be able to create beauty or truth is of course the most value.”23


  He wrote his mother that “I never was as happy as I have been in Dublin. Away from all the conversations, appointments, confusions, pressures, women etc of Paris. I did more writing of good quality and more thorough reading than I have ever done. I am convinced that I’m going to put the main effort of my life in writing, but want to do it unpressurized for money or time etc. I want it to be as perfect as possible. I want it to be Art.”


  THE SANITORIUM


  After completing the short first term at Trinity in the early winter of 1948, James joined his family for the Christmas holidays in Wiesbaden, Germany. From there he wrote to Kate of having finished Tolstoy’s War and Peace: “The book is magnificent. It would bring you closer to understanding God.” His own understanding was about to take an unexpected turn.


  Experiencing sudden chest pains under his left armpit, Hillman went to see his family’s military doctor in Germany. He wrote to Kate: “I go to the hospital these mornings so they can stick a tube into my nose and then all the way down into my stomach to take out the juices there and test them. The Doctors took X-ray pictures of my insides and caught the shadow of my soul in my right lung. They think it is tuberculosis, but I know it is my bashful little soul hiding. Anyway, I go to the Hospital right after Christmas . . . I don’t know when I’ll go back to Dublin.”24


  To cheer him up, his Israeli girlfriend Batia Tamari and American friend Gerry Reed came from Paris to visit; they walked together through the bombed-out ruins of Frankfurt, and then accompanied him to Switzerland to see a specialist. His parents soon followed and, from Lausanne, James wrote Kate again: “Saw the doctor today—an old man with a beard who listened to me breathe, looked at my X-rays, looked at my naked chest and then said I must go to a mountain place for eight to nine weeks of rest sun and food for I have a little tuberculosis in one lung—just a tiny bit—but it is better to rest now and get well than to get worse.”


  Tuberculosis, known during the late nineteenth century as the “White Plague,” had earlier been the leading cause of death across the U.S. and Western Europe. Not until the early 1940s were two new drugs developed—streptomycin and paraaminosalicyclic acid (PAS)—which, taken together, proved remarkably effective against the TB bacteria.25


  Through the early decades of the twentieth century, a vast industry had arisen around tuberculosis sanitoriums—facilities where people infected with TB might spend months or even years, in hopes that healthy living and pure air would cure them. One of these, a large sanitorium built in 1892, was located high in the Swiss Alps at Leysin, perched at the top of a series of steep switchbacks along the main road from Aigle. It had been converted from an old Victorian hotel, with spacious private rooms and balconies and a dining room downstairs. And it was here that Hillman’s parents sent him for treatment and hopefully recovery.


  “In my case the aestheticism of the sublime emerged from my juvenile heroics during a stay in a Swiss TB sanitorium and the encounter with the sublimity of sickness and the authors of sickness. Up there in the pure air and sunny cold I read both The Decline of the West and The Magic Mountain, studied The Waste Land, and began Proust. This was a very different search for the sublime—the languid beauty of reclining among international patients in dreadful states of decay, mixing morbidity and courage, sputum and erotics.”26


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 2004.


  From the moment he arrived at the sanitorium, James was sanguine, writing Kate: “The life will be lovely in the mountains . . . And wait until you see the poetry I shall write up there in the snow.” There was something romantic about a disease that had been the subject of the opera La Boheme and a theme in the writings of George Bernard Shaw, Thomas Mann, Gertrude Stein, D. H. Lawrence, and Katharine Mansfield. The latter two authors had themselves succumbed to TB, as had the Bronte sisters, John Keats, Robert Louis Stevenson, Stephen Crane, Anton Chekhov, and Franz Kafka.27 In 1948, George Orwell was simultaneously struggling with TB and finishing his novel 1984 (intentionally twisting the last two numbers in his personal tribute to “doublespeak”). Orwell, who died not long after the book was published, told friends that 1984 would probably have been a far less dark and disturbing work had he not been so ill at the time.28


  In Leysin, Hillman immediately dove into reading Thomas Mann’s The Magic Mountain, set in a similar Alpine sanitorium. Its main character was Hans Castorp, approximately the same age as James, who goes to visit his tubercular cousin only to fall victim to the disease himself. Mann later wrote: “What Castorp learns to fathom is that all higher health must have passed through illness and death” and this “makes The Magic Mountain into a novel of initiation.”29 Hillman’s sanitorium doctor feared the novel might give him “wrong thoughts” and depress him.30 He warned against reading it. But, James devoured the book, writing his parents: “If Dad read the first chapter he would learn all about TB,” and writing to Kate that it was “perhaps one of the greatest things I ever read.”31 To his friend Hiler, he described the book as “more real, more alive, more true than my own existence.” When he finished it, Hillman wrote again to Kate that several times in the book he “broke down and cried like I have never cried since I was 12-13 . . . why not darling get a big book like that... and read. There is more reality in art of any kind than in ‘real’ life. Escape to beauty!”


  The character of Hans Castorp is referred to by Mann as “life’s delicate child,” a phrase that Hillman came to use in reference to himself. Years later, he reflected: “It [the sanitorium stay] started the habit of taking a nap every afternoon, drinking tea as if I was ‘life’s delicate child’ and had TB and had to take care of myself.” He also recalled how the characters in the book helped him carry the illness at the time: “They gave a rich imagination about it, otherwise you’d get morbid. This partly says something about how a person is sometimes condemned by others for not ‘living their life,’ but living it vicariously through literary figures and imagination. But on the other hand, it’s a way of saving your life, keeping it from being diagnostic and medical. The literal and the literary.”32


  Hillman was confined to bed rest for the first six weeks, but his breakfast and other meals were served on a balcony with linen-covered silver trays: “the whole hotel atmosphere of the pre-war world was there.”33 It was reminiscent of his youthful years in Atlantic City. His younger sister, Sybil, then attending school on the other side of Lake Geneva, recalled riding her bicycle “something like fifty kilometers, up and down hills, to see him while he was recuperating.”34 They sat together looking out the west window at the wide, mistcovered valley, where the sunrise “reflects itself pink on the western range of mountains.”35 Altogether, Hillman would remain at the sanitorium for three months, and it was to prove a fertile time in many ways. French was spoken in the area, so that was the language of the hospital. Here he was able to polish his French in a more immediate way than he had when living in Paris.


  “My reading at this moment is mostly religious,” he wrote his parents, “the Bible, the Hindu Bible (Bhagavad-Gita), Early Greek Mystic Philosophy, [Bunyan’s] Pilgrims Progress and a borrowed book on ancient magic and religion.”36 He also read some Shakespeare, and found himself “well pleased” with the ideas of the pre-Socratic Greeks. He wrote to Hiler: “Shakespeare and Plato agree that ‘the lunatic, the lover and the poet’ are kindred, that imagination intuition lets us see into the heart of reality. I would dedicate myself to Beauty as some do the Truth—for like Keats I find Beauty = truth.”


  John Keats, the English Romantic poet dead of TB at twentyfour, had been one of the required authors of Hillman’s English course at the Sorbonne, and he and his friend Morris Philipson had gone to visit the house in Rome where Keats died. “A thing of beauty is a joy forever” was a Keats line that Hillman readily recalled sixty years later, when he was amazed to find how often his letters from the Swiss sanitorium referred to beauty—a theme that predominated much of his late writing. From Keats, too, Hillman would take the phrase “soul-making” and make it a centerpiece of his psychology.


  In the sanitorium, Hillman also wrote every day for three hours, mostly poetry, including a long poem about religion called The Soft Answer. The poem started with an epigraph from T. S. Eliot and was filled with mythic overtones:


  We turn indoors, my generation turns


  To our household goods and Gods; not to Demeter


  Do we turn, heavy with harvest leaves and sheaves,


  Laden with apples spiced with sap,


  And nude, sun-smoothed pears.


  Nor to Bacchus do we offer of the wine press,


  Who, in some other time or climate,


  Might dance with us in the firelight...


  In other Autumns were our Gods more


  Friendly and familiar...


  In one letter, Hillman asked Hiler: “What book do you know on Symbols (literary symbols especially), like, what the rose, the sword, the fire etc. meant to other people in other lands in other times?” Also, what book on female psychology might his wartime friend recommend? “I find psychology which the mass of people dabble in akin to mysticism,” he wrote.37


  Like beauty, the themes of myth, symbol, and female psychology would preoccupy Hillman for the rest of his life. So would the idea of the puer aeternus, the “eternal youth,” as personified at the time by Hans Castorp and Keats. “Tuberculosis is a puer disease, an affliction of the young [and] the aspiring,” as Michael P. Sipiora would write in Hillman’s periodical, Spring, in 1981. “Those who are afflicted with tuberculosis in their youth and survive the disease are generally marked by it.”38


  In 2010, Hillman would reflect: “Like the Naval Hospital, I was immersed into pathologizing and tragedy. Young people dying. I somehow literaturized it (as I wrote poetry and listened to music at the Naval Hospital). In Leysin, I lived the high standard of Swiss hospitalization; well-protected. But it was macabre. I never felt or believed I would die. Puer immortalism... it was ‘the others’ who were dying and being ruthlessly operated on, etc. The puer complex feels immortal.”


  But for Hillman, the “mark” lingered. In his early eighties, he would be diagnosed with lung cancer in the very same place on his right lung that the tuberculosis had weakened. “Called by Mann in The Magic Mountain ‘la petite tache humide’ (‘little moist spot’) struck me as a debt I still owe to the puer aeternus, who is an archetype that continues even into old age. I got away once at twenty-two, but the ‘spot’ still lurked in the body. The debt still to be paid, even at age eighty-three. As if to say, gifts come from that figure (puer) but so does death.”39


  The sanitorium stay marked the first time that Hillman began to write down his dreams and ponder their meaning. To Hiler, he wrote: “[I] dream about (and have been dreaming about for two months) jungles, rivers, water, in all shapes, snakes. Twice about fighting wars. At least five other times about being again in the navy, or wearing uniforms... always uniforms. I understand such dreams of swimming the rivers of India in which are shiny little snakes (last night). I don’t get the significance of uniforms?”40


  Another letter, this one to his parents, recounted: “My nights are spent busily dreaming. The other night I was in some sort of classroom in which they were discussing the value of fresh air in the treatment of disease. The teacher asked what diseases are cured by air . . . I put up my hand and replied ‘claustrophobia and asphyxiation’... when the laugher of the classroom subsided, mine too (even in my sleep) I raised my hand again and added ‘drowning.’”41


  He also “read some more of Jung. Where he touched me was with the idea of individuation—that there was a process going on that one could trust. It became like a mystique of believing in my own fate.”42


  During the war, Hillman’s time in the Navy hospital among the blinded veterans had changed him profoundly, his first “therapeutic” experience. Now, as he found himself so confined for the first time, he received a letter informing him that one of those young men he’d known had shot himself. “Quite a surprise, he being perhaps the most cheerful of them all,” James wrote his parents.43 Now it was Hillman’s turn to be treated. Although neither of the new TB drugs was necessary for his “minor case,” many of the other young patients were terribly ill. Hillman remembered that “the doctors used to inject something that collapsed one lung, to give it a rest. Or they did something worse, which was to open the chest and take out ribs and remove a lung.”44


  He wrote his parents of “an enchanting Swedish girl, nineteen, linguistic, gay, naïve, clean, pretty, and equally contaminated, breathing with one lung,” who had been ill since early adolescence. He asked Kate to “write me something in Swedish which I can show her for translation.” He wrote Kate, too, of “a Czech girl here with a soul; she is not beautiful and I never even want to kiss her, but she has big black eyes and a soul that cannot find release anywhere.”


  As he slowly gained weight and his condition improved, Hillman wrote his parents: “I wake early these mornings, early enough to see the sunrise and the mountains’ blue shadows on the snow. It is all very sweet and pink, but I would exchange it for one morning’s view of the chimney pots of Paris. This morning I had my breakfast, wrapped in a beige blanket like a Dominican Friar, my close-cropped head on the balcony; fed the ravens of my bread, and of the crisp crumbs of the chocolate cake, and also—and it is this which they like best—bits of Kraft cheese.”45


  With time slowed down, the little details of life took on greater import, and amid his loneliness, James came to know how very much Kate meant to him. In one P.S., he said: “The boy who wrote that music for me to send you is sick and must walk with sticks—can you not write him a little sweet note thanking—he is Italian—I am not Italian, I cannot write music, but I love you.” And, in another letter: “I have in the last months compared you with various sexy creatures I have met from various lands and of various ages . . . and each time it ends up the same way . . . there is none like Kate.”


  At one point, Hillman wrote to Hiler that, while his brain told him the world was “made up of atoms and there is no plan, no design . . . that material concept is too tragic.” He preferred to “fasten myself on to a myth for support. I choose to believe in Beauty” (once again, he made a point of capitalizing the B). “I have twice prayed,” he continued. “It was perhaps the most difficult thing I have forced myself to do in the past years. I cried the first time due to the profound emotional state I worked myself into. I am a bit ashamed to relate this to you, because I feel it lowers the value of my action by thus bragging about it. I only mean for you to know that prayer ‘is not a formal order of words’ (Eliot) it is a profound experience, a most difficult experience . . . I did not know what words to use, what was even the ‘posture for prayer,’ but felt within me that it was most important that I lay straight in my bed, unrelaxed, without a leg crossed or finger crossed . . . superstition perhaps, but it was a deep urge. It was an initial assault on ‘the integrity of disbelief.’”46


  He then harkened back to George Santayana, who “I think has the same attitude towards God as I. He is a religious person without believing... he said to me ‘I would have been a monk if I had had the faith.’ It is the myth of God that sustains us and it makes life worth living, death acceptable, and every act significant if one believes. I chose to believe because of the beauty therein involved.”47


  A missive from his parents raised James’s ire, when they sent him a just-published comedic novel called The Busy Busy People and suggested that in his own writing he was “aiming too high, that I should work towards the New Yorker style.” He responded, “I want far more than you do to see my name in print. But if I have the patience, you must forbear your vanity too. If I aimed my sights at twenty-two, no higher than the slick and excellent craftsmanship of the New Yorker, honestly what would you think of me? It will be a long, long time until something I do is printed. Perhaps it may never be printed, but I still will enjoy the act of the creation... The only justification I have for enjoying the privileges which I have had is that I create something worthwhile.” 48


  In an undated letter to Kate from Leysin, one that foreshadowed what would happen to him less than five years hence, James wrote: “Many of my friends have had mental breakdowns. Some of them have complexes and see psychiatrists . . . they are the ones like us who are sensitive to the trouble of the times, of the world and of the soul. For me such a thing could not happen as long as I work . . . and believe in my work.” Already, a sense of the importance of the breakdown, the soul, and the work was functioning in Hillman, yet without any notion of what form that work would take.


  In mid-March, after the doctor looked at his latest X-Ray, even though Hillman still had the original pains that had first sent him to see a physician, “THE WORD IS: CURED! The original little white scar has never changed, but the infiltration has cleared up splendidly.” He was “not contagious or infectious and my things will be all fumigated before I leave.”49


  James had hoped to meet Kate upon his release from the sanitorium, at one point suggesting a rendezvous in Italy. When she spurned him, his letter in response was powerful and direct. In a pointed reference about her family, he wrote: “The upper classes of society are death . . . As soon as man gets protected by walls of comfort and money, soon he forgets how to be strong and above all how to feel. . . . I have been here in Europe for two years, almost three . . . looking for something, traveling, talking, reading . . . and I think I know now what it is. It is feeling; suffering, being stripped naked of the softness that my father and my father’s father provided for me... I want to cry or laugh every day VIOLENTLY.”


  He went on to say that, while he wasn’t sure of his ability in writing, he had realized “what is of value to me in this life . . . is [the] reality of beauty . . . I am glad I have made you sick and afraid; I am glad I have been angry and hurt you, been unkind and cruel; I am glad I have been your lover and made you know one of the beauties of life (something you would have put off because you were afraid). I am glad for whatever I have done to make you suffer and feel either joy or deep sadness. Only then do we know we are living . . . I have written you before that it is death for you in Sweden and you told me I did not understand . . . I love you and I weep for your loss... What do I suggest? First of all my love leave your home and become your own self. Break with them, not with hard words but leave there for a year. I would not write this to other people, because other people do not have the soul or the strength or the spirit. You have the seeds of fine things in you.”


  It would take time for the passion of James’s words to find a home in Kate. For him, the sanitorium had been both an introduction to Switzerland, where he would later live for a quarter-century, as well as to deep private introspection. And in his solitude, he had come to a decision: “I shall stay in Dublin no matter how long it takes and get at least a degree from Trinity,” he wrote his parents.


  EDUCATION


  Upon his return to Trinity College after those several months in the sanitorium, Hillman informed his parents: “I will be admitted to the Senior Class next fall as I wanted, which is a great concession on the part of the College.” However, first he would need to pass a term exam “with either first or second honors” in October, or otherwise repeat the junior year. The exam would center around Plato and Aristotle. If he was to obtain his degree in Mental and Moral Science the following October, he’d need to pack everything into the next year-and-ahalf. “This will require some reading,” he said, understatedly.50


  Douglas Wilson recalled Trinity’s philosophy curriculum at the time as being in essence “an exercise for junior Anglican clergy in the Church of Ireland—canned philosophy of the Protestant variety. Which meant Greeks and Romans, and then Descartes, with a great leap over St. Thomas [Aquinas].”51 Indeed, Hillman one day asked Mr. Godfrey, his History of Philosophy professor, what happened to the thousand years in between? “That’s religion,” the professor replied contemptuously.


  “That, of course, got me excited,” Hillman remembered. “So I went to read what happened in those thousand years, when all the great Catholic philosophy was happening.”52 That spring of 1949, he set out to read Christian Philosophy, Theology and Ethics, “from St. Paul through the Medieval Scholastics.”53 He added in a letter: “I can’t seem to get worked up over the problem of Being. It seems philosophy goes out of its way to make things hard. It has taken me the month of May, of daily grinding to get just a bit of a glimpse of what it’s all about.”54 In a missive to Kate, he worried about the coming exams: “If it were in Literature or even Politics and History I could use things I already have in my head.... But I must learn everything new. And the others are all people who study for the Ministry (men of God) and who know Latin and Greek and who have been going here for four years.”55


  When push came to shove, Hillman came through a trio of three-hour exams with first honors (A’s), ranking second highest among the seven students taking the qualifying test for a senior year. “I can now hold my head up with the other students and Professors, being an American it is necessary to do well. . . . we each won four pounds [worth] of prize books.” Hillman would purchase “two splendid early 19th century” volumes, one “an essay on bathing with two prints of old type baths” and the other “a Dictionary of dirty words and slang of 1808.”56


  “It is all amazing because I haven’t a clue about this philosophy,” he confessed to Hiler, but at the same time significantly stating: “My own metaphysic is slowly beginning to work into shape. I see the unconscious as the biological self, as the reality of matter underlying and joining the entire world together. In that sense it is pantheistic because God is Matter. Such things as Truth then become innate ideas . . . just as Time and Space are. Justice too. For all these principles are organic, are in the nature of things and are in our own deep unconscious nature. The Mind is a development of the biological self. . . . In the West it has lost touch with the self and has become something over and opposed to it. Due perhaps to Christianity and other things. This is just the beginning but I think it sound.”57


  This “beginning” marked the first time that Hillman spoke simultaneously of the unconscious, of polytheism, the impact of Christianity on the individual, and innate ideas—all to become major themes of his work. He’d begun delving into psychology that first year at Trinity as well. He wrote: “Have read the beginnings of the Psych. Manual. The American approach to Psych[ology] is strictly behavioristic, with emphasis on evolution, on tests and statistics. Books are well spiced with case histories, references to sex as a factor of life and pictures of monkeys and blindfolded people. Here our book is just plain 700 pages of words. That’s all. It deals with Psych. through the philosophical view. Dwelling on the deep inner aspects of mind, of will, of emotion... on first glance I was infinitely bored, but find it really a better approach.”58


  Once again, it was the traditional European approach that resonated with Hillman, a psychology blending with “the philosophical view” that would characterize so much of his later work, beginning with his Ph.D. thesis on emotion ten years later in Zürich. But this wasn’t the only step forward in his education. Outside the classroom, there were others.


  CHARACTER STUDIES


  Coming to Dublin, Hillman would reflect, “provided an opportunity for exposure to a wide range of psyches... many of them extremely odd people who had a lot of troubles. Some had been in jail, been so-to-speak terrorists. It was quite an awakening to be with those, as well as the more fancy people at Trinity College, British with at least pretensions to being upperclass.”59


  Among these eccentrics was Eddie Chapman, once notorious for cracking safes from Edinburgh to the West End of London. He’d happened to be in jail on the island of Jersey when it became the only part of Britain seized by the Germans during the war. There Chapman offered the Nazis his services, but would later become a double agent for Britain and “fed false information to the Germans that kept buzz-bombs away from central London in the late stages of the war.”60 Getting to know Chapman somewhat, Hillman tried to sell his story to Life and then Collier’s magazines, but without success. The first biography of Chapman did appear in 1953, and his adventures were later loosely chronicled in the film “Triple Cross,” where he was portrayed by Christopher Plummer. After Britain’s MI-5 spy agency finally declassified its files on Chapman, in 2007 the book Agent Zigzag became the first complete story of his double-agentry during the war.


  Above all, it was the richness of the Irish language that enthralled the young Hillman. “Throughout, my ears were filled with Irish rhythms of speech and poetic metaphoric expression.”61 “Instead of saying to someone, ‘What’s new?’ when you met on the street, one of the sentences I heard was, ‘Anything strange?’ Another was, ‘Ah James, come here till I tell ya.’”62


  It was first in the company of his landladies that James encountered in life the unique ways of turning a phrase wrought imaginatively by Joyce, Yeats, and Synge. Sometimes he recaptured these moments in letters to his parents. At his first residence, in Mrs. Godwin’s row house across from James Joyce’s tower, the proprietress had a telephone to call for deliveries because it was “cheaper in the long run, Mr. Hillman, than to go a trotting off to the stores wearing out shoe leather and yourself all in a frazzle.”63 When she put cinders on the coal fire in his room: “This will burn as it has burned before.”


  His second landlady was a Mrs. Ball, who had several tenants living in her two-story, red-brick Georgian townhouse at 25 Mespil Road, across from the Grand Canal. It was in the Protestant section of Dublin, within walking distance of Trinity College. Hillman took the room sight unseen after a chat with the loquacious landlady, and Mrs. Ball soon offered to give him the double priced as a single until he finished school a year hence. He moved into the “main room in house, right on front,” with a window facing the canal. It was “a large ugly room”64 with a threadbare carpet, but it had a fireplace. Besides, the “atmosphere of the house is free and easy and the food has started out all right.”65 For these lodgings, James paid two pounds ten shillings a week (the value of a pound falling from five dollars to about two dollars and eighty cents during the course of his time in Dublin), including breakfast and a Sunday lunch of roast pork with potatoes and apple sauce.


  A friend dubbed his residence “Ball’s Hall,” and it was indeed a romantic location. The Grand Canal, locks and all, ran parallel to the River Liffey, “a canal compared with continental rivers like the Seine and Danube and Rhine” and a locus of Joyce’s Finnegan’s Wake. Swans and barges cruised along it, beside “bodies of drowned cats and garbage,”66 but that didn’t seem to trouble Hillman; nor did burning a “turf fire” in his room, which “although it leaves a powdery white ash which clouds the rooms the day after, it gives off a pleasant smell and is nicer to handle than coal.”67


  Mrs. Ball was in her early forties, a short, pale-skinned, rather portly woman whose equally rotund husband had lost his job “because of the ‘bloody beer.’”68 The couple was separated from Hillman’s room by a narrow partition, while on the floor above lived Mrs. Ball’s lover, “a pseudo-doctor who’d been thrown out of the medical profession, but still had access to pills.”69 He and the Balls would chase one another around at night with fire pokers, “banging pots and dishes,”70 while James listened to the goings-on; poring over his studies. “Of course I was in terror all the time, trying to sneak my girlfriends in—and I thought, good God they’ll be dead and what’s going to happen to me?!”71 Turning up at breakfast, her body bruised “from the thrashings that somebody gave her,” Mrs. Ball would say: “Ah, James. Ah, what a night last night was.”72 He wondered years later: “Maybe I was her analyst.”73


  Hillman continued chronicling the “great turmoil” in Ball’s Hall to his parents through 1950, “discussed by all even the participants as if it had happened to someone else next door.”74 “The screaming lasted from three to six . . . She has a blue lumped skull.”75 “I found only . . . the usual debris about (less crockery, less glassware, the mirror in the bathroom broken, the toilet light bulb gone).”76


  Perhaps it was an introduction to the necessity of pathology for what Hillman later came to call “soul-making.” Drama amid the suffering was one of the main reasons for living, while to be reasonable was not only dull but not fully alive. Hillman’s chapter on pathologizing in his 1975 book, Re-Visioning Psychology, seems to reflect this attitude—that strangeness is preferable to normality, and that in any case, it can’t be “cured” without loss of soul.


  There were other denizens of Ball’s Hall, including a retired soldier, a baker recently released from prison, and “the maiden in the small room who goes to mass daily and to vespers as well... She and I converse at times, sometimes in my room, but always the door is left open.”77 (Later she became the fictional character “Miss Frost” in Hillman’s friend J. P. Donleavy’s novel The Ginger Man, a spinster boarder who gets seduced by Sebastian Dangerfield.)78 The Balls had an eighteen-year-old daughter “who . . . is rather pretty in a pudgy sort of way and can dance all kinds of dances, except the ‘naughty’ jitterbugging which is illegal in this country.”79 Since Hillman paid rent on time and also had a car (the used Austin, which he brought over from the continent on a school break), the Balls hoped the American might become interested in their daughter. They did go to the movies once, he recalls, “but we were not meant for each other.”80 Mrs. Ball was surprisingly laissez-faire about the girlfriends James did bring over for the night. She would, in fact, “come in the morning with a breakfast tray and set it down for us”—something unheard of in that era in Dublin.81


  All this Hillman informed his parents about. As he wrote offhandedly, “the morality of the house . . . would shock granny.” But if any of his family was shocked, nothing in his letters indicates that they expressed it. Perhaps they were as enthralled by the ever-unfolding Irish soap opera as their twentythree-year-old son. “I’d never met such people,” Hillman would recall in 2006, “even in the crazy Atlantic City hotels! The way they saw things and thought—these were psychological images about strange people.”82


  His enthusiasm for “strange people” was not confined to where he lived. “Dublin is so fantastic that it cannot be explained,” he wrote home. “The best tales of all are the tales of the Dublin underground. It is difficult to understand Dublin without knowing of the Animal Gang which can be hired by anyone to do any sort of job. Or the tales of desperate broke people. Or Tony McInerney’s hot tips on horses and his having to rush about borrowing four pence from six people so he can place a two shilling bet. This is the most amusing place there is.”83 More than amusing, it was an immersion in the peculiar and the pathological as a legitimate way of being rather than as something to be diagnosed and treated; a future psychologist’s education every bit as important as what Hillman was experiencing in school.


  A blind psychotherapist named Jack Hoskisson played a role in this street education. Hoskisson was a “healer” from London, with his own practice and a lot of “so-called medical initials after his name” that Hillman doubted were legitimate. He’d invented and written about a therapy for fingers and toes called “Self-Induced Relaxation.”84 Spending time with Hoskisson helped keep a therapeutic impulse alive in Hillman. He wrote his grandmother: “I tried in Dublin to do voluntary reading to the blind, but was told that it was done by professional readers and that any voluntary work might be resented by them who get paid. I will look into the matter again, but isn’t that a fine note!”85 One vision of his future, he wrote Kate eight months later, was perhaps teaching at a school for the blind in New York.86


  Hoskisson also played a part in Hillman’s beginning to think about the state of contemporary psychology. Hillman had strong feelings about the mental hospitals in Dublin. “It is most appalling as with everything else that depends on modern protestant ideas of efficiency, work and progress.” In the state insane asylum, “men are beaten with wet towels, there is no occupational therapy or hardly any other kind of therapy except various shock treatments and drugs. Jack Hoskisson has returned here to Eire for a week or so and he is to be allowed to handle some cases of this order, psychotics (schizoids, manicdepressive, etc.) when he returns to London and try to bring them around through exercise, body movements rhythms and music.”87


  Hillman also spent time with Arland Ussher, whom a Dublin literary magazine described as “Ireland’s only professional philosopher . . . [he] could be mistaken for a young, salmonfishing English naval officer trying desperately, but hopelessly, to disguise himself as a leprechaun whose parents had experimented with the wrong baby-foods.” One of Ussher’s dictums was: “Life is tragic while one lives in it, but it has the justification of art when one steps back from it and sees it.”88


  EDUCATION


  When, in 1949, the fall term at Trinity began, Hillman wrote his parents: “The Philosophy this year is Idealism. This is a German specialty and is consequently neither delightful, nor facile; but on the other hand is turgid, slow, subjective and conceited.”89 However, he was also reading Spinoza and appreciated his “interpretation of things... For Spinoza . . . the Universe is God, and, being at one with Nature is what he calls this ‘intellectual love of God.’ Of course it is all more complicated than that, but it is essentially a humble simple idea in contrast to the German concern with themselves and their egos and their fictitious Gods.”90 Writing to Kate about this, Hillman commented that the “intellectual love of God... is not like the Saints and Holy men who marry God (like the virgins in a cloister) but some sort of thrill with studying which delights me.”91 In another letter, he added that Spinoza’s “Substance is shall we say some sort of order, which as parts we cannot comprehend. We can get glimpses into it through any sort of study, whether History, Psychology and Introspection, Religion Art etc.” But most important was “what we sense about things.”92


  Hillman scholar Scott Becker comments: “In my opinion, Hillman’s mind is formulating what his heart first grasped at the sanitorium, when he was in extremis: that things are connected, but in depth and complexity rather than transcendence (or that the transcendence is only in fleeting glimpses, and this world deserves to be lived-in).”


  That Hillman refused to be pigeon-holed in Dublin was evident in his reaction to the seventeenth-century French rationalist Descartes. He later reflected: “Somehow I thought, this is a game that you can doubt everything away and then you’re left with the doubter, with the only possible outcome: ‘I think, therefore I am.’ You don’t know if you’re alive or dead, if it’s a dream or real. So it seemed superficial, limited. I was looking for bigger ideas.”93 Hillman would come to consider Descartes an arch-enemy, for having “banished the psyche at the beginning of our modern period”94 . . . Descartes “imagines a universe divided into living subjects and dead objects. There is no space for anything intermediate, ambiguous, and metaphorical.”95 No space for what Hillman’s psychology calls psyche, the “third thing” between spirit and matter.


  He was daily in the Trinity library, “slowly plowing through my reading. I am finished with Bishop Butler’s ethics; that believed ‘let your conscience be your guide,’ (but never bothered to analyze what the conscience is).” Yet Hillman felt grateful for the school’s approach to learning: “Thank God for Trinity where they don’t even teach Psychology as a separate subject. What a virtue it is in being here, where one can relax and realize what is and what is not important to you personally.”96


  Of all the modern philosophers, Immanuel Kant intrigued him the most. Hillman recalled years later: “The idea of a brilliant professor explaining Kant, or a digest of Kant, ‘Kant made simple’ was not part of the program. . . . The pleasure came from getting into the mind of the great thinkers and letting those big minds shape your own.”97 “From Kant, I got a couple of things. One, how hard it is to think. I also got the idea, which is actually nothing to do with Kant, that ‘It’s all in the mind.’ I say that all the time—meaning, it’s all how you perceive things. I also think his categories of time and space, of the way experience is assimilated and organized, were important for me.”98


  Long after his Trinity years, Hillman came across his old copy of Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason and “saw that I had underlined and noted all kinds of things.”99 He would quote Kant in his 1999 book, The Force of Character: “Without Imagination we should have no knowledge whatsoever, but we are scarcely ever conscious [of this].”100 And, in his last book, A Terrible Love of War, Hillman would return again to Kant and his having “moved reason from its alignment with beauty to the deeper possibilities within the sublime.”101


  He spent considerable time in his room at Trinity reading philosophy and writing, and walking alone by the canal or on the beach at Sandycove. After his morning classes, customarily he went to bed and rested in the afternoon, a regime he’d established in the TB sanitorium. Hillman also spent idle hours “in second hand bookstores, along the quays... the dimness in these places, and the damp, in the fall and winter. I was addicted to looking at second hand books.”102 Sometimes he found “splendid buys,” including the complete works of John Locke from 1777, “in good condition 9 vol[ume]s for a guinea.”103


  For an exam at the end of his term in spring 1950, Hillman wrote “on the ethical implications of the theory of knowledge.”104 In one section, he called for humility in face of the impossibility of knowing truth: “We learn in order to be in harmony with nature. . . . Our actions matter to the Universe for everything is intimately linked. Every action has its consequence; the more we know of the ‘linkings’ the more we are able to predict the consequences and so act well or rightly. We are each RESPONSIBLE.”105 In capital letters and true Aries fashion, he was formulating his own ethics.


  Around the same time, he wrote to Kate: “I am reading Plato again and I like it so much... the Greeks are so sensible and yet at the same time inspiring.”106 “Studying literature or other things is just study, but philosophy is living and is part of you. I sit and think about it all the time. I have tried to get back to reading a novel or two, but just can’t [get] interested or started. It is the first time such a thing has happened, I usually have a list of books I should read and want to read.”107 Taking his exams later that summer, Hillman felt woefully unprepared for Hegel, who he disliked because he “put everything in the head of the thinker and says the outer world is unreal.” To his surprise came “a moment of inspiration and I wrote as in a trance, the spirit of Hegel having entered me and after two hours got up and left.”108


  The last trimester’s exam preparation was the most grueling. It was partly that “philosophy has so many layers, is endless, no place to begin or stop. I have been working on the Critick [sic] of Pure Reason and it requires learning a new language. Each time one begins another philosophy, one enters another man’s thought and the process of indoctrination is long and suffering.”109 To his mother he described how “every word I read is read out of brute force.”110 James wrote to Kate: “I am desperate . . . simply having a dreadful time with my work. I sit in my chair at my table . . . and I just can’t read. My mind flies off on wings and I wish away each moment... ”111


  But he also told Kate that he would “get through all right, because I know how to do examinations.” On October 2, 1950, he came in seventh among the sixteen students taking the last exams, “with 656 out of 1000 just getting a First Class by six points.”112 He had achieved combined B.A. and M.A. degrees of “Moderator First Class in Mental and Moral Science.” Above all, he had learned what he later referred to as “the pleasures of rigor . . . of thinking, the passion of ideas, the eroticism of the mind.”113 And, as he wrote his father: “Although my education has been slow and circuitous, perhaps costly, I know that it will pay off in the end.”114


  Psychology had continued its awakening within him, less visibly than philosophy but in a more personal manner. Hillman’s friend Douglas Wilson was in this respect influential: “one of my early ‘teachers,’ of Jung, Yeats, Santayana.”115 Wilson had become interested in Jung while a corporal in the field artillery during the latter phases of World War II. In later life he would explain: “I was assigned to be forward observer, climbed into a foxhole way the hell out—the firing was well beyond me, so I wasn’t in danger— and I read Jung! In a pocket edition. By the time I was in Dublin, I was very preoccupied with a few of his works, like Psychological Types, and delighted in discovering my identity as an introvert. Jim maintains that I was his first real exposure to Jung.”116 Hillman recalled reading some Jung and “talking about dream-recording” with Wilson,117 and was pleased when Kate began sending him accounts of some of her dreams.


  “The dreams interest me,” he wrote back to her. “If you understand this one thing, much will be saved. Dreams, I think must be thought of as an internal drama. They don’t relate to the outer world, but picture states and conditions of your inner world, using images from the outer world because they are fresh in the mind.” Going on to offer Kate some dream analysis, his letter concluded: “You must remember that your conscious mind is always at war with your subconscious trying to keep it down.”118


  “Yet if we think back on any dream that has been important to us, as time passes and the more we reflect on it, the more we discover in it, and the more varied the directions that lead out of it. Whatever certainty it once might have given, shifts into complexities beyond clear formulations each time the dream is studied anew. The depth of even the simplest image is truly fathomless. This unending, embracing depth is one way that dreams show their love.”119


  —Hillman, The Dream and the Underworld, 1979


  “MORE AMERICAN THAN ANYBODY”


  The two sides of life so obvious in the climate and seasons of his boyhood in Atlantic City also appeared in Dublin: on the one hand, introverted and reclusive; on the other, highly active and engaged in a stream of activity on many fronts. He took girls to art exhibitions, to plays at the Broadway-like Gaiety Theatre, and more often to the intellectually-oriented Abbey. He relaxed at Marx Brothers movies, “jumped up and down I was so excited” seeing The Big Store.120 Not to mention the pubs, where James often joined friends for a Guinness instead of immersing himself in his studies.


  The city itself cast a mysterious spell. Hillman remembered: “I had a phrase I used to walk around saying, and that Doug Wilson used to laugh at me about. It came from Ezra Pound’s Pisan Cantos, a great line from one of his poems when he was incarcerated in Pisa as a fascist after the war: ‘Out of all this beauty, something must come.’ It was like a mystical phrase for me. Looking back, it meant that I was living an extraordinary life in Dublin, in a way. To me it was all beautiful. It was actually horrible, I mean there were barefoot kids, poverty and drunkenness, the girls I was with had chilblains from the cold that hurt like crazy as they warmed their legs by the turf fire. It wasn’t beautiful, but there was the feeling of beauty.”121


  His friend, J. P. Donleavy, recalling solitary walks from his rooms at Trinity College, would find “that Dublin’s sad, strange loneliness could overwhelm one”—a feeling he turned first into paintings and later novels. Friends all called him Mike, his confirmation name. Born in Brooklyn, only eleven days after Hillman in April 1926, Donleavy was the son of Irish immigrant parents. Like James, he hailed from a bourgeois background, served in the Navy during the war, and came to Trinity on the GI Bill. He, too, was an avid reader of James Joyce, which was the primary reason he’d come to Dublin, two years before Hillman did.


  They were introduced by their mutual friend Douglas Wilson at a Thanksgiving cocktail party in 1948, thrown at the home of the U.S. Vice Consul to Ireland for Trinity’s relatively few male students from America. Donleavy was a strikingly handsome fellow with a beard and hawkish features. Sixty years later, he recalled how he “just happened to look up, and Jim was looking over in my direction from the other side of the room. He raised his hand, and as he approached cried out: ‘You are the most interesting man in the room!’”122 Hillman’s memory of their first meeting had a different twist—that he approached Donleavy and exclaimed, “We are the most interesting people in this room!”123


  However it happened, they became instant friends, leaving the consulate together with Wilson, and Hillman soon referring to Donleavy in a letter as “a kindred soul.” Donleavy helped James build a bookcase, “an unpainted structure seven feet tall, three feet wide with eight shelves . . . almost full of books”124 that he carted from Sandycove to Mespil Road when he moved. Years later, Donleavy recalled that what drew him to Hillman “was his intelligence . . . purely that. Anything that cropped up, any subject you wanted to talk about, anything in the world.”125


  Donleavy was studying zoology at Trinity, as his parents hoped he might eventually attend medical school. With a rich Australian uncle of his mother’s providing an allowance, he was able to live in a certain style. He shared two bedrooms on-campus with Michael Heron, an Englishman from a wealthy industrial family, who had introduced J. P. to his beautiful sister, Valerie, and to whom J. P. had recently become engaged. Donleavy’s abode, Hillman remembered, was “badly lit, ice cold, no running water—but he had a servant!” The “skip,” as he was called, “emptied the piss-pots” and other garbage, swept the rooms, carried fresh water up in a pail from the square, and made the beds and the breakfast. Dressed in a white coat, he also “would serve tea and Madeira in the afternoons.”126


  After seeing an exhibition by Dublin artist Jack Yeats (poet W.B. Yeats’s brother), Donleavy had “set up an easel and commenced painting” in the center of his sitting room. This was already established as “a salon of sorts . . . a center for people to meet and get to know each other.” In America, they might have been considered part of the blossoming Beat Generation. In Dublin, local bohemians included the young aspiring writer Brendan Behan, who came around “not in search of conversation but to buy guns for the IRA,” and who, unbeknownst to Donleavy, had stored the weapons under thick wrapping paper atop his clothes cupboard.127 There was also Gainor Crist, a Trinity student from an upper-middle-class Ohio family, whose drunken escapades became the basis for Sebastian Dangerfield, the main character in Donleavy’s The Ginger Man. Hillman often hung out at Donleavy’s after class and recalled: “We were attracted to these types of people. They fertilized our bourgeois imaginations. I think coming to Europe, for both Donleavy and myself, opened the door to a fantasy: that what really mattered were the psychopathic underpinnings.”128


  The Ginger Man, set in Dublin and the first of Donleavy’s two-dozen books, would eventually sell an astonishing more than forty-five million copies, including numerous translations. He later lived for many years in an eighteenth-century stone house known as Levington Park, with twenty-two rooms and an indoor swimming pool, set amid 160 acres of rolling fields on the outskirts of Mullingar, about sixty miles from Dublin. A slight figure with a trim white beard, wearing Wellingtons and a Donegal Tweed cap, Donleavy was sitting at his coffee table in 2006 while a turf fire burned away in what he said was Ireland’s only fireplace of fossilized marble. In the library hung a gift to Donleavy from Hillman; a stock certificate with attached coupons from the George V hotel that Hillman’s grandfather had owned in Paris.


  “I can’t remember Jim being in any other way than perfectly turned out and fitting whatever situation came up,” Donleavy said. “He was always a delight in terms of wanting to enjoy an occasion or letting it happen. It was quite astonishing how completely he assimilated into Europe, but he never lost a trace of his Americanism, that adaptive quality Americans have to the world. Also, he was the best kind of example of an American— amenable understanding, pleasant, interesting. I remember once saying to him when he later lived in Zürich, ‘You’ve been over here twenty years, and you’re more American than anybody I know.’ Very curious.”129 By contrast, Donleavy himself “changed his accent and became very British,” according to Hillman.130


  A sense of liberation had materialized for Hillman, in its fullest expression, in Ireland. Very late in his life, the insight came to him that, growing up in America he “was oppressed psychologically, internally, by being a bourgeois intellectual nerd. That was my caste. Also being Jewish in the Thirties, when anti-Semitism was so deep in the culture. It was a constant inhibiting factor, such as regarding the women that I coveted. Always, in America, was the feeling of being awkward. Yet the moment I came to Europe, I was an American. We had just won the war, the conquering heroes, and it was a whole other world. And I felt like a completely different person.”131 In Paris, walking around “all in black looking like one of the existentialists was a huge freeing thing.” In Dublin, the idea of being an expatriate, the foreigner in exile, formed “an essential part of my Joyce attachment—that famous line he wrote about ‘silence, exile, and cunning.’” But it was even more than that: it was also the “peculiar symbiosis of the Irish and the Jews.”132


  Irishman James Joyce always featured Jewish characters in his books and, in every city where he lived, had a large circle of Jewish friends. Norman Mailer, as a Jewish writer who often had Irish characters in his books, once described having “always loved the Irish and felt very close to them . . . The Irish have always had what the Jews didn’t have, and the Jews have always had what the Irish didn’t have. The Jews have this funny knowledge that if you respect life enough, it’s going to respect you back. The Irish have never understood that. On the other hand, the Irish have this great bravura, a style, an elegance... An Irishman can say anything he wants at any given moment, and no one is going to argue with it too much.”133


  Hillman once contemplated how, despite the vast differences— “the Irish drink and the Jews don’t, the Irish fight and the Jews talk, the Jews are supposedly smart in business and the Irish are poets”—each had a common enemy: “The bourgeois standard. We’re both in rebellion against British snobbery, we’re the underdogs.”134 In America, both ethnic groups were dominant in show business, especially as comedians, from George M. Cohan to Woody Allen. In Ireland, philosopher Arland Ussher—the epitome of an old Protestant Irishman—felt himself to be a Jew. Robert Briscoe, active in the old IRA and Sinn Féin groups during the Irish war for independence, was then a popular member of Parliament and in 1956 was elected the first Jewish Lord Mayor of Dublin.


  So it was that, when Donleavy encountered Hillman, “Jewishness as an identity never seemed to exist. You’d never think, well, Jim is Jewish. Somehow it was never an association at all.”135 No, he was American to the core, personified by the khakis he constantly wore, an American about whom Donleavy would still marvel more than fifty years later: “James Hillman introduced jitterbugging to Ireland! Back then it took five years for music in America to make it over here, so nobody in Dublin had ever seen it before!”136


  It happened in June of 1950, at a “Carnival of Nations” in the Trinity gymnasium that included dancers from African and Asian countries. Even a local columnist for the Irish Times commented that the festive night was “rounded off with some incredible jive dancing, in which, I notice, the male dancer was John [sic] Hillman.” For James, the carnival night seemed to have marked a breakthrough of sorts, which he described in two letters to Kate and another to his family. “Most of the others look at me with great suspicion for I talk differently and dress differently,” he told Kate, “and the first day they gave me the part of a British Colonel because they said with nasty smiles, you can do that fine . . . Everybody laughed for I wore short pants and was stupid and had a big accent. But then I jitterbugged with a girl like they do in Hollywood pictures and we brought the house down and were the only ones to get an encore...


  “The next night we tried harder and of course it wasn’t as good. Besides I did a terrible thing. Changing my clothes so fast, I forgot to close my pants . . . I came on stage and did the whole dance in front of professors and pastors and parents . . . with every button of my flies opened.” No matter. He buttoned up for the encore. And “now people who said I was an intellectual snob, smile at me and one African asked me to teach him how to dance!... You know that in my heart I am an actor.”137 In his later years, Hillman’s tap-dancing would delight his friends on festive occasions.


  In the book, J. P. Donleavy’s Ireland, more than one story about Hillman is recounted. The locale is about twenty-five miles outside Dublin at an isolated, four-acre farm, along the coast of Wicklow two minutes walk from the Irish Sea, where Donleavy moved in spring 1949 with final exams still pending and with his new bride, Valerie Heron. There he would begin writing The Ginger Man at a small makeshift table on a sun porch he built. And here, on many a weekend, Hillman, Wilson and other friends would repair to relax. There is a photograph in Donleavy’s book captioned: “Among my earliest visitors, Elspeth Bostock and James Hillman on the lawn.” Hillman is bespectacled and wearing a suit, while the young lady leans back cozily against him. Elspeth, the daughter of a millionaire British shoe manufacturer, attended Trinity and was “a good looking woman in a fresh peach like way.”138 James saw her regularly, especially after Kate temporarily cut him off when he left the TB sanitorium. Donleavy remembered: “He was very able in social matters.”


  Hillman seems to have thoroughly enjoyed his days at Donleavy’s “country cottage,” sitting around the fire and climbing down Little Sugar Loaf Mountain with Elspeth: “the view of the green sea, the silver mist on the bog and the beginnings of the pink sunset made you feel that giants and little people could pop up at any moment.”139 He helped his friend “put in new windows, painted, built a pebble path with blue washed sea stones [a very Joycean phrase] and planted innumerable vegetables.”140


  Hillman also wrote in a letter of tearing down a corrugated iron-and-wood shack, although Donleavy’s account goes into considerably more detail. “Jim was always willing to be helpful,” he recalled, “so off Jim went to this great shed with a sledgehammer. He chose to take a ladder and climb to the top. I didn’t see it, but I heard it all—this incredible explosion! Jim had evidently brought the sledgehammer down onto the roof, and the entire shed collapsed.” In his book, Donleavy had this description: “Hillman an enthusiastic guest would usually rise at dawn and ask for the sledgehammer to knock down a building and invariably be found minutes later buried in its ruins and dust and needing to be nursed by Elspeth on my chaise longue throughout the rest of his stay.” According to Hillman, “That story I think is true, though he exaggerates it beautifully.”141


  As Hillman recounted at the time to his parents, Donleavy’s second exhibition of paintings in Dublin “was most favourably received by the press, which is rare here. He sold many watercolours and two oils.” Hillman bought a watercolor for Kate, writing her that “it is an impressionistic sketch, bright and original, of the Paris street where Tabou is. It is an anniversary present.”142 Some fifteen years after this exhibition, Donleavy wrote a letter to their mutual friend, A. K. Donoghue, in which he said:


  “I was accused that characters in my books have big pricks waved about under admiring women’s eyes, I fear I was shocked by this . . . where does Gray’s Anatomy get their particulars—who was Gray and how big was his? The only facts I have on this matter are drawings in color mind you, of Corporal [sic] Hillman’s particulars. As you know I sometimes painted from life. O my God, during my second exhibition which swept Dublin in triumph, the reason is only dawning upon me now, Hillman’s particulars were bought before I could get the nail hammered in to hold up the picture. Then I had a pile of drawings on a table loose—to pick up loose change, at something like 2 or 3 quid or less perhaps, and they were gone in an instant. All I can say is that as ladies viewed the picture framed and remaining—the others were instantly taken away from the table—they gasped, an odd few giggled thinking it was a huge joke in all respects. One woman thought she recognized a banana orchid. Two had to be carried away, legs kicking in air. Doug Wilson said it was impossible, and that I was attempting to give Hillman something of a reputation around Dublin. I suppose it is one of the reasons I have ignored facts ever since. Being that you are a guest there [at Hillman’s, who was living by then in Zürich] I am sure a demonstration can be arranged but I am convinced that humility should be observed in this private matter.”143 (Hillman remembered Donleavy having him once pose frontally nude for a painting, but added that if his friend did in fact put it on display, “it wouldn’t have been recognizable.”)144


  Rosemary Morton, a friend of Elspeth Bostock at Trinity who went from being a tennis partner in doubles matches with Donleavy to becoming a Hillman girlfriend his last three months in Dublin, recalled in an interview: “He was very attractive in his own way. In some ways, quite a shy person. Of course, he’s a marvelous talker. He always got down to something that I would like to listen to and know about. Because even in those days, when he was very young himself, he knew an awful lot. I always felt I’d learned something. My last memory of him was my standing very sorrowfully outside a bus, waving goodbye.”145


  Kate never did come to see Hillman in Ireland, though they arranged to meet several times on the continent during his breaks from Trinity. Once, they stayed a week in a mountain hotel on a skiing vacation in Switzerland. There were times, especially when she backed out of promised rendezvous, that their relationship seemed finished. He fretted at one point over how to juggle seeing Batia and Kate on the same trip to Paris. Kate knew he was dating Elspeth—he’d told her so—but she didn’t raise any objections. As time passed, James felt he didn’t fit with Elspeth’s crowd and their “serious college conversations. In contrast, uneducated Kate speaking in foreign tongues is a genius.”146


  It had become clear that Kate “was the person . . . with whom my fate was connected.”147 He was always urging her to read new writers, and sending her quotations from Mann or Eliot. In one letter, he said: “Do you remember talking about words and how much we like to use them. Well be careful of that feeling . . . You must not be enchanted by the little individual beauties of words because they are never more than tools. Keep to thoughts and people and moral ideas for your real interest.”148


  After spending some marvelous spring days together in London in 1950, by late that summer he was writing Kate with visions of their future together. Perhaps to earn a living, he would teach at the Farm School that his grandfather had founded in Pennsylvania, and they would have a house with a small farm in back and “maybe in time . . . a small green house on the side.” They might have an antique store near the road, to sell his mother’s wares left over from the war. “We will be very busy watering plants, and shining old furniture, and squeezing the chickens for eggs, and having many babies... and writing things which we feel.”149 He began mapping out amusing stories they could work on together, toward a future book.


  “I am convinced that I’m going to put the main effort of my life in writing,” he had written his mother at Christmas 1948.
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  DUBLIN II: ENVOY MAGAZINE— THE LITERARY LIFE


  “I couldn’t really think of writing itself until I got to Dublin. Or maybe that’s why I went to Dublin. The psyche picks its geographies . . . a beautiful mixture of literary, philosophy, society, English girls, Irish poets, fantasy, drinking... ”


  —James Hillman, Inter Views, 19831


  From Swift and Goldsmith to Wilde, Shaw, O’Casey, Yeats, and Joyce, Dublin had always been a writer’s city. Literary magazines like The Irish Statesman in the 1920s and Ireland To-day in the 1930s attracted a broad readership. The Bell, an outspoken liberal voice during the war years, became infrequently published afterwards. Then, in fall 1949, Cyril Connolly announced that Great Britain’s most progressive cultural review, Horizon, was ceasing publication. Two weeks after that, London’s Times Literary Supplement heralded: “Out of Dublin harbor speeds another bold ship, confidently manned by adventurous young, with all her bravery on, sails filled, streamers waving.”2


  The new periodical was called Envoy, “bearer of a message.”3 It aspired to a cultural mission—“an Irish Review of Literature and Art” was the sub-title—that also brought the best in international writing to its readers. Envoy’s founder was John Ryan, twenty-fouryear-old scion of one of Dublin’s wealthiest families, with financial backing from his mother. Among other buildings, the family owned a Victorian brick edifice on Dublin’s most fashionable street at 39 Grafton, where John Ryan planned to set up the Envoy office.


  Ryan possessed what J. P. Donleavy called “an astonishing knowledge” of James Joyce. “Ryan knew the streets, the doorways, pubs and people Joyce wrote of.” He was such a Joyce fanatic that, when some years later a house was being demolished that once belonged to a friend of Joyce’s that had served as the fictitious home of the Blooms in Ulysses, Ryan saved the door “from the wreckers... and transferred it to the vestibule of the Bailey,” a local pub that Ryan had purchased.4


  Both Donleavy and Ryan aspired to paint as well as write, and both had married “tall, dark and beautiful women.”5 So it seemed only fitting for Ryan to approach Donleavy with the idea to work together on a new magazine. Initially, Donleavy was enthusiastic. He introduced Ryan to James Hillman, who wrote in a letter that he’d been “invited to contribute some poetry, perhaps; but after all these years of wanting to get published now that the chance occurs I have nothing that is worthwhile.”6 Hillman soon overcame his initial skepticism about the Envoy venture. He met in a pub with Valentin Iremonger, a thirty-one-year-old member of Ireland’s diplomatic service and a poet who’d been selected poetry editor. The two discussed trimming down a lengthy verse piece Hillman had written while in the TB sanitorium. By the end of September 1949, a short story that Hillman had penned two years earlier had been accepted for the premiere issue.


  When Donleavy decided he couldn’t maintain his farm some miles from the city and work for the magazine, he suggested that Hillman take his place.7 In the latter part of October, James wrote his parents, “it is to be expected that my name shall appear as one of the three editors . . . My main function so far is to drop in during the afternoons and check on what goes on.” He was, of course, still attending classes at Trinity College but, in customary gung-ho fashion, Hillman set about writing twenty-two personal letters to friends and family, with a list of forty more to ask about taking subscriptions.8 Having saved about a thousand dollars from his days as an Armed Forces Network radio correspondent, he also chipped in a hundred pounds to help get the magazine off the ground.


  Located above a fish shop across the street from a Woolworth’s, the Envoy office was “for Dublin then . . . luxurious indeed,” according to Donleavy. “Desks and fitted carpets. A gramophone and other comforts. And even the practically unknown personal instrument of a telephone.”9 In the lead-up to Envoy’s debut, Hillman described his correspondence there as “immense and I can no longer keep up with it.” However, they had temporarily run out of office stationery, “so I am reprieved of writing any more subscription letters. Monday we are to mail out 2500 advertisements which I wrote and designed” to a mailing list bought from the Kenyon Review.


  By early December, Hillman’s enthusiasm seemed boundless. “ENVOY was distributed yesterday and sells fantastically well. We printed two thousand five hundred and it looks like we shall sell for cash well over half!” (A six-month subscription went for the equivalent of three U.S. dollars.) “I am blossoming forth into the literary world.”10 He was listed on the masthead as Associate Editor. “An Irishman’s Diary” column in Dublin’s Irish Times newspaper spoke of Hillman bringing “an international flavor” to the new magazine.11


  “I read over twenty short stories submitted and found one that was good,” he informed his parents. “It was written by Joyce’s old secretary.”12 Hillman had a good eye, for the author was none other than Samuel Beckett. At the time largely unknown outside Dublin literary circles, his classic play, Waiting for Godot, was still several years from completion (Beckett would be awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1969). The short story Hillman liked, “An Extract from Watt,” was selected for inclusion in Envoy’s second issue. It would be substantially different when it appeared four years later as a section of Beckett’s second novel, Watt. That’s because someone at Envoy had inserted a considerable amount of punctuation, where Beckett had used none—all of which he proceeded to remove again later.13


  The ninety-page first issue had a three-color cover, and fourpage photo insert illustrating the work of contemporary painters. The Foreword, signed by Ryan, Iremonger, and Hillman, noted: “ENVOY will not simply occupy the vacant structure which its predecessors have left behind, but build a new one; not close an epoch of emptiness but inaugurate a new one of life and promise.” The first issue sold out.


  The magazine contained an essay about Benedetto Croce, recently elected president of the International PEN writer’s organization, the Neapolitan philosopher to whom Hillman and his friend Philipson had paid a call during their Italian sojourn two years before. “The philosopher, if he is to say anything, must be in some degree a poet,” wrote Joseph Hone in the Envoy essay on Croce. “For his assertion of the autonomy of art Croce found support in the conceptions of Giambattista Vico, a Neapolitan predecessor, concerning art and language—the same conceptions by which the commentators have explained and justified the later writings of James Joyce.”14 The thread that leads from here directly into the later writings of Hillman is clear. As we have seen, he was a devotee of Joyce, and he would later describe Vico as one of several “precursors of archetypal psychology,” a philosophical “ancestor” to whom he makes continual reference in his work.


  Immediately following the Croce essay appeared a fictional piece by “Hilaire James,” a pen name Hillman had adopted since, as the editor who rejected other’s manuscripts, he feared “leaving myself open in the fiction department by showing my own poor writing.”15 He didn’t care much for the quality of “The Bell of Malcesine,” a short story he’d written after visiting the Lake Garda region of Italy in 1947. Reading Hillman’s first published work in retrospect however, it possesses a curious charm. The story is only a thousand words long, about two boys exploring the bell-tower of a medieval castle. One of the boys decides to do “an unheard of thing”—ring the ancient bell at an hour other than noon. As the townspeople gather below, the boy seeks to envelop the bell with his arms and end the commotion he has caused—but suddenly “felt the accumulation of the sound inside the bell and the bronze was warm and alive underneath my hands . . . the best thing I had ever felt.” Never again would he be allowed back to the top of the tower: “But it was worth it.” He had broken the taboo; his fear overcome by an unexpected beauty that would never be forgotten.


  POETS AND PUBS


  “Now it seems, as I look back, that this may have been the most incredible convoluted association of people and personalities that has ever existed in the history of literature.”


  —J. P. Donleavy, author of The Ginger Man16


  “If ever you go to Dublin town


  In a hundred years or so


  Inquire for me in Baggott Street


  And what I was like to know.”


  —Patrick Kavanagh, If Ever You Go To Dublin Town


  In 2009, at a conference in Maine, James Hillman would stand onstage with his poet friend, Coleman Barks, taking turns reading from Patrick Kavanagh’s work. Hillman read “In Memory of My Mother,” a poem included in the anthology he’d edited with Robert Bly and Michael Meade, Rag and Bone Shop of the Heart. “Kavanagh is one of the saints of the poets today,” Hillman told the audience. “When I saw him regularly, he was an oddball Irish poet, not known terribly much. It’s so interesting that now, sixty years later, it makes a circle.”


  Today, Patrick Kavanagh is regarded among the foremost poets of the 20th-century. In a compilation of favorite Irish poems, ten of his rank in the top fifty, and Kavanagh is rated the second most popular poet behind Yeats.17 Nobel Laureate Seamus Heaney has said that Kavanagh’s poetry “had a transformative effect on the general culture and liberated the gifts of the poetic generations who came after him.”18 John Ryan described his as “the last authentic pastoral voice to produce great poetry.”19


  Born in 1904, the son of a cobbler and subsistence farmer, Kavanagh had left school at thirteen to work for his family. Yet his keen interest in literature had resulted in an autobiography (The Green Fool, 1939) and what would later become his most celebrated poem (The Great Hunger, 1942). His writing, however, was in eclipse at the time Envoy came on the scene. John Ryan put it like this: “Ten years hacking in Dublin, ten awful years of writing film reviews and leaders for a religious newspaper had, it seemed, emptied the last of his poetic reserves. It was impossible to draw further from the bank of his rustic youth. Envoy, luckily, was there at the precise time when he was about to propound something altogether new.... What he achieved in the span of Envoy’s life was to be the most sustained, confident and lucid period of creative writing of his career.”20


  The story goes that, when Ryan first approached Kavanagh about writing a regular feature that “would help give the new journal continuity while also ensuring that it was lively and controversial, Kavanagh let out a roar and took off.” Ultimately, he “agreed to adjourn to a nearby pub and hear Ryan out.”21 Following a few large whiskies, Kavanagh decided that a promised monthly stipend and mixing with “the cream of Irish society” (as the Ryans, who owned the Monument Creamery, had been dubbed) were enticement enough to write a “Diary” for Envoy.


  Anthony Cronin, a young Dublin poet within the Envoy circle and a frequent companion of Kavanagh’s, considered that his Diary “marked out Envoy as the first radical point of departure in post-war letters in Ireland.”22 One early review said of the Diary: “He hits out shrewdly, even savagely, at nearly all of us, though as often as he hits the unexpected nail of truth, he makes lunging misses. . . . In short, Envoy is worth buying, if only to provide a ‘basis of disagreement.’”23


  Kavanagh’s column certainly created controversy. The largest proportion of letters-to-the-editor expressed the disgruntled opinions of readers who took umbrage at Kavanagh’s critical views on the current state of Irish literature. One critic, Hubert Butler, described Kavanagh’s free-ranging Envoy mind as akin to “a monkey house at feeding time.”24


  Kavanagh’s first Diary contained these statements: “What I sometimes fear is absent from many writers who weaken in middle age is that indestructible poetic centre . . . You influence people not by what is conscious in your work but by the buried unconscious. The poems are hints of the deeper man. A superficial reader of the poems of Keats might miss the fact that he was one of the finest minds in literature, who, in colloquial language, could lose most of the alleged scholars and philosophers of his time at their own game.”25


  One could see how that would resonate with Hillman, already a devotee of Keats and increasingly interested in “the buried unconscious.” As it happened, Kavanagh’s residence on Baggott Street was close enough to Hillman’s abode that they often passed one another on the street. At the Envoy office, Donleavy wrote, “Kavanagh could often be found there by mornings reading snippets from submitted manuscripts to which his invariable reply was. ‘Rubbish. Utter drivel and the most appalling nonsense I have ever had the distinterest to read.’ Of course Kavanagh hadn’t read more than four words of a single line but would fling the offending pages back where they came from.”26 Hillman recalled seeing Kavanagh almost daily at Envoy. “He’d come in around noon and mumble and complain. I liked his poetry but it was more his take on everything that attracted me, his critical disdain for so much hypocrisy and convention. He was really outside—outside the establishment, outside everything. At one point he said to me that I was ‘all right,’ meaning I suppose that I wasn’t one of the idiots.”27


  Brendan Behan, a Dublin poet a few years older than Hillman who engaged in a running feud with Kavanagh, referred to him disparagingly as “the king of the kids.” (This may have been, in part, because Kavanagh looked upon Behan more as a housepainter who pretended to be a writer.) For Hillman, Kavanagh served as an “outsider mentor,” a pattern that would repeat itself when James began lecturing among the remarkable older scholarly outsiders at Switzerland’s annual Eranos gatherings in the late 1960s. While he had paid visits to figures like Santayana and Croce in the past, none did he come to know as well as Kavanagh during those early formative years. Kavanagh was also the first of many poets—including Robert Bly, Coleman Barks, Mermer Blakeslee, Robert Duncan, Etheridge Knight, Gary Snyder, Robert Trammell, and Gerald Burns—who would play important roles in Hillman’s life as friends and colleagues. “Only Imagination is worth anything,” Kavanagh wrote in one of his Diary entries. “Only imagination can see a small distance beyond the walls of mortality.”28 This would be a central theme of Hillman’s work.


  The resonance with “the kids” was mutual. In a letter Kavanagh wrote Hillman from London, shortly before James was to take his Trinity College finals, Kavanagh began: “I am confident you will get the exam—easy . . . I am looking forward to seeing the current Envoy. I might have interested many people in it if I weren’t so busy trying to interest them in me.”29


  Kavanagh once confided to Anthony Cronin that his time with Envoy marked “a time of poetic rebirth,” a time when “his poetics underwent the crucial orientation that made all his later poetry possible. This change of direction was partly due to the fact that he had exhausted his vein of rural realism and partly to the discovery of a congenial circle of intellectual and artistic friends. The supportive presence of these young, cultivated, and combative friends, bored with the Literary Revival and all its pomps.”30


  As the playwright Harold Pinter put it in a short memoir called Mac: “Ireland wasn’t golden always, but it was golden sometimes and in 1950 it was, all in all, a golden age for me and for others.”31 Cronin, in his own memoir, noted that “Envoy was an annexe to the pub, or the pub to it. It had an air of gaiety, indeed of conspiracy about it.”32 Besides local haunts like Bewley’s and Neary’s, there was a large rambling basement of a Georgian house known as the Catacombs that beckoned “brigades of young intelligentsia, platoons of poets, past and future revolutionaries and armchair republicans and free loaders.”33 Portrait artist Sean O’Sullivan, who Hillman recalled as “a big man with jowls and ruddy head,”34 was part of the scene. So was Patrick (Paddy) Swift, who shared a studio with Lucian Freud, “the Libido man’s grandson,” as Hillman described him in one letter, already establishing a reputation as a major figurative artist. Freud and Hillman had previously “seen each other for two or more years in and around the Café [de] Flore in Paris.”35 Both Swift and Freud did portraits of the young Dublin poet Claire McAlister, with whom Hillman had a brief fling.


  Within closest walking distance to Envoy was McDaid’s, “a small, narrow, high-ceilinged pub at 3 Harry Street, where much of the journal’s business was conducted.”36 McDaid’s advertised itself as “where the drink is efficacious and the conversation effervescent.”37 As its clientele became more literary, “the conversational noise could be heard from the end of the street.”38 Like all the Dublin pubs, McDaid’s opened at noon and closed briefly around mid-afternoon. “It was called the holy hour, for the sake of the family you might say,” Hillman recalled. The Envoy crowd customarily sat at a round table in the corner, with Hillman’s drink of choice being Guinness Stout; “my capacity used to be one-and-a-half pints; the pisser was down in the cellar.”39


  Brendan Behan, later to become internationally known after his play The Quare Fellow was produced (1954), was a semi-regular. Hillman remembered him as “short and chubby, looked a little like an Irish version of [John] Belushi.”40 Donleavy described him as a “mildly belligerent unkempt individual with his great shock of black hair and a broken and twisted nose nearly snarling on his face.”41 Behan had dropped out of school at thirteen, joined the Irish Republican Army (IRA) a few years later, and served four years in prison for the attempted murder of two Dublin detectives (the subject of his renowned autobiographical novel, Borstal Boy, in 1958). Envoy gave Behan an early forum, publishing his verse (written in the original Gaelic) and a short story, “A Woman of No Standing.” At McDaid’s, Behan “often produced his rackety typewriter to finish off a story while cursing anyone tending to spill his pint on it.”42


  Behan remained always ready for a good scrap. Donleavy also enjoyed pugilistic encounters, practicing shadow-boxing on a daily basis and known for his ability to throw at least five punches in a single second. The first time he met Behan, who proceeded to hurl various insults in his direction, the pair soon stepped outside and squared off. “I can tell by the way you’re ready to fight about it, that you’re a writer too,” Behan said, suggesting they go somewhere else for a drink and tell the story “that the both of us were so fast at getting out of the way of each other’s fists, neither of us could land a punch.”43 (A few years later, it would be Behan who encouraged Donleavy to send his novel The Ginger Man to the Olympia Press in Paris, where it came to be published.)44 In another famous fist fight, where Anthony Cronin more than held his own against Behan one evening, Kavanagh was heard to remark: “I always knew the bacon would be no match for the slicer.”45


  “Fighting was a form of relating in Dublin,” Hillman remembered, “but not for a Jewish boy. We don’t really want to get beat up. So . . . I held the coats.”46 One memorable night on Monkstown Street, he hopped out of the car to hold coats for Envoy’s Secretary, former IRA gunrunner Tony McInerney, as well as the opposing fellow who’d put up his dukes. Hillman resonated with the fighting, even if not in the literal sense. As Scott Becker puts it: “His approach to writing is Irish in the sense that it is martial—ideas are worth fighting for, passionately defended (and attacked), as in Behan’s comment to Donleavy. If the philosopher must be a poet, so must the poet be a warrior.” In later years, Hillman would have on the wall in front of his writing table a sentence by the Spanish philosopher and psychological essayist Ortega y Gasset: “Why write, if this too easy activity of pushing a pen across paper is not given a certain bull-fighting risk and we do not approach dangerous, agile, and two-horned topics?”47


  Both Behan and Kavanagh enjoyed the pub life a bit too much. So did a writer whose real name was Brian Nolan, but who published novels using the pseudonym Flann O’Brien and had for his twice-weekly column in the Irish Times still another alias, this one Gaelic, Myles na gCopaleen, meaning, “Myth of the Little Horses.” “This was for years the most popular of all Irish newspaper columns, and his caustic pen deflated all pretension and parodied all clichés both of thought and language.”48 Hillman recalled passing “immense time as his admirer . . . The first thing one did no matter who you were— Trinity kid, or Envoy, or [patron of] McDaid’s—was to get hold of the newspaper early, read his humor and tell someone of it. Especially important about [him] is the richness of his literary references, especially the jokes in which the two characters who talk (in his newspaper columns) were named Keats and Chapman, and the puns (à la Joyce) they made.”49


  As it had for Kavanagh, Envoy gave this writer a new forum for tales he penned as Myles. Hillman had a personal moment with O’Brien/na gCopaleen, which he described in a letter to Kate: “Yesterday I did some drinking with . . . the best newspaper man in Dublin. He is a strange genius sort of Irishman. They are a queer race here and this man, if he lived somewhere else would be a genius. But here he is just a newspaper man and is quoted by everyone all the time . . . I’m afraid I drank too much and had to go home and go to sleep.”50


  Today, O’Brien/na gCopaleen is considered one of Ireland’s greatest comedic geniuses, whose “knowledge of languages and the complexities and idiocies of semantics . . . was as deep and widespread as Joyce’s.”51 When O’Brien’s complete novels were published in 2009, a lengthy review in the New York Review of Books said he “ought to have been a treasured mainstream figure in nationalist Ireland, a dazzling writer, working within the state apparatus, who could synthesize Gaelic and English, ancient lore and contemporary modernism. Yet he was an extraordinarily marginal figure... both his official and literary careers were disastrous.”52


  Coming out of the church after O’Brien’s funeral service in 1966, Kavanagh recounted to John Ryan his friend’s last words: “When he was lying in bed in the hospital, some fella brought him in a naggin of gin and a baby tonic. He filled Myles’ glass with the entire contents of the gin, adding about half a thimbleful of tonic. ‘Almighty God,’ Myles gasped, ‘Are you trying to drown it entirely?’”53


  Behan had already died of alcoholism, at forty-one, and Kavanagh would follow, at sixty-two, a year after O’Brien died at fifty-five. They were each one-of-a-kind, Irish to the core, and Hillman absorbed their quirks and their amazing facility for language. Ryan told the story, in his 1975 memoir Remembering How We Stood, of encountering three citizens outside a café one day, “deploring the absence from the Dublin scene of any real ‘characters.’ They appeared to be genuinely aggrieved. They were, in fact, Myles na gCopaleen, Sean O’Sullivan and Brendan Behan. Here you have the essence of the Dublin ‘character’; complete unawareness of the fact that he is one himself.”54


  PSYCHOLOGICAL FORESHADOWINGS


  “I will not serve that in which I no longer believe whether it call myself my home, my fatherland, or my church; and I will try to express myself in some mode of art as freely as I can and as wholly as I can.... ”


  —James Joyce, Chapter Five, Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man


  In October, 1949, Hillman wrote his parents: “For recreation I am now working on Joyce. Ulysses is more fun to read than any book I have ever looked at. I am also reading his life.”55 He used the five dollars in prize money for receiving high marks on his first exam at the university to buy a copy of Finnegan’s Wake.56 Years later, Hillman said: “I believe what caught me early was his language, and his romantic poems; but also his rebellion... ”57


  In the second issue of Envoy (January 1950), Hillman reviewed The Sacred River: An Approach to James Joyce. The Irish Times described it as an “eminently balanced review of I.A.G. Strong’s new book.”58 Hillman reflected how it was in the philosophy of Giambattista Vico that Joyce found “the idea for the new book’s structure.” What Vico offered was a loose framework, “an idea instead of a story, its nexus not episode but free association.” In a lecture delivered in Rome in 1973, Hillman would describe Vico as “the inspirer of Coleridge and Joyce” and discuss Vico’s “doctrine of poetical characters” and his being “the first in modern times . . . to attempt to set out the twelve gods of Olympus as basic structures . . . [with] psychological significance.”59


  Hillman continued in the Envoy review: “Yet we must not believe, as Mr. Strong seems to, that it was not until Joyce had read Vico and found a pattern there, that he was able to bring order out of chaos. Finnegan’s Wake is a whole of which Vico’s philosophy forms a part. The whole cannot be dependent on one of its innumerable parts. Another of these parts is the psychology of the unconscious . . . The material he used was the unknown and the shadow areas of the mind, and he had to express that subconscious, as Mr. Strong points out, in language—perhaps the most conscious form of expression. This was a problem over which Joyce labored eighteen years . . . He shows himself to be a keen student of Jungian psychology and of its close relation with literature.” (Emphasis added.) Joyce “had his reality in the Matter of Bruno, the History of Vico, the Psychology of Jung; his was the task of expressing it.”60


  What Hillman knew about Jungian psychology at that time, he had gleaned primarily from his friend Douglas Wilson. Yet the Joyce connection to Neoplatonist thought and depth psychology obviously already intrigued him. Hillman was aware of a psychological commentary Jung had written on Ulysses in 1934, for in late November 1950, Hillman wrote Jung asking permission to reprint the essay in Envoy.61 Jung responded on December 7, 1950: “Dear Mr. Hillman, I have no objection against your printing my essay . . . I must ask you however to get permission from [Routledge Publishers] as they have the English publication rights for all my writings.”62 Envoy would cease publication before this could transpire.


  Although Jung was said to have regarded Ulysses “as an example of the schizophrenic mind,” he had sent a personal letter to Joyce stating that “the forty pages of non-stop run in the end is a string of veritable psychological peaches.” In his psychological commentary on the book, Jung wrote: “Like every true prophet, the artist is the unwitting mouth-piece of the psychic secrets of his time, and is often as unconscious as a sleepwalker. He supposes that it is he who speaks, but the spirit of the age is his prompter, and whatever this spirit says is proved true by its effects.”63


  The “spirit of the age” seems to have prompted both men simultaneously. Joyce began writing Ulysses in 1914, at the onset of World War I, the same period that Jung embarked on his remarkable work in active imagination that became The Red Book. The associative, stream-of-consciousness language of Joyce evoked Jung’s earlier word association experiments; the chapter titles in Ulysses harkened back to the Greek myths (“Scylla and Charybdis,” “Cyclops,” “Eumaeus”), just as Jung engaged in dialogues with figures like Philemon.


  In reading Joyce’s biography, Hillman would have come across the writer’s complex and highly ambivalent relationship with Jung. Joyce was “close to the new psychoanalysis at so many points that he always disavowed any interest in it.”64 (In Finnegan’s Wake, a Joyce character recalls a time “when we were yung and easily freudened.”)65 Joyce spent some of his most productive years in Zürich, where Jung was based; the novelist finished Ulysses there in 1922 and died there in 1941. Both he and Jung had the same philanthropic patron, Edith Rockefeller McCormick; but when she suggested Joyce be analyzed by Jung, Joyce replied that this was “unthinkable.”66 However, even after Joyce took offense at Jung’s seeming “to have read Ulysses from first to last without one smile,”67 three years later he sent his schizophrenic daughter specifically to Jung, in hope of a cure. This proved futile.


  For Hillman, these two men of the same twentieth century zeitgeist, who expressed the first merger of literature and psychology, became ancestor figures that he felt compelled to pursue. On business for Envoy in Paris that first winter, Hillman would make a point of meeting with an early Joyce biographer, Stuart Gilbert. This was, Hillman wrote to the other editors, “the translator and man who did the first big book on Ulysses.” Gilbert provided the magazine with a piece about how Ulysses came to be published and, while Hillman found little new in it, thought it might pave the way for getting “some unpublished Joyce letters” in the future, which “would be a real killing.”68


  Joyce had left his native Dublin in 1912. “For some reason, real or imaginary, he held a perpetual grudge against the country of his birth, and was determined never to return there,” as another essay in Envoy recounted.69 Yet Joyce’s spectral presence penetrated the lives of Hillman, Donleavy, Ryan, and many other of their young compatriots there, more than a generation later. “He seemed to be a wizard,” Hillman later said, “although now, when I look back, very schizoid, very peculiar. I didn’t realize who Joyce was as a person. It was this fantasy of the romantic poet of language who left Ireland as an expatriate with the woman he loved. You have these figures who are your mentors in a strange way, even if you have nothing to do with them.”70 In Zürich in the fifties, Hillman would end up living in close proximity to Joyce’s grave, which he visited often and took his guests to see. Indeed, when Hillman’s father died in the United States in 1956, Hillman imagined burying him in that same cemetery.71


  With the Samuel Beckett short story (“Watt”) that Hillman was instrumental in selecting for Envoy, a further connection to depth psychology is apparent. Beckett had been Joyce’s student, assistant, and friend; his first published work was an essay (1929) titled “Dante... Bruno... Vico . . . Joyce.” The revelation later came to Beckett that he risked eternally living in his mentor’s shadow: “I realized that Joyce had gone as far as one could in the direction of knowing more, [being] in control of one’s material. He was always adding to it... I realized that my own way was in impoverishment, in lack of knowledge and in taking away, in subtracting rather than adding.” Beckett’s work would come to focus “on poverty, failure, exile and loss—as he put it, on man as a ‘non-knower’ and as a ‘non-can-er.’”72


  Beckett always vividly recalled hearing Jung give a lecture in 1935, at which time Beckett was undergoing a two-year analysis. Jung was recounting the strange case of a little girl having mythological dreams, who became overpowered by strong and unchanneled psychic forces. Jung surmised that her death was a result of being “never properly born.” Aspects of this theme surfaced in Beckett’s Watt and Waiting for Godot, and he made direct reference to Jung’s case in All That Fall. As one Beckett scholar put it: “Depth psychology has a curious Beckettian quality of entering the vaporous region of no return . . . Beckett’s work is like a dream we cannot quite understand: it repeats patterns, the basic one being what Jung called the search for soul... Beckett’s great No moves into the territory of depth psychology as understood by such post-Jungians as James Hillman . . . emphasis on going into the thicket, not getting out of the woods.”73


  The last section of Hillman’s 1999 book The Force of Character (which is focused on aging) would begin with an epigraph from Beckett’s Watt:


  “Night is now falling fast,” said Goff;


  “Soon it will be quite dark.”


  “Then we shall all go home,” said Mr. Hackett74


  ADVENTURES WITH ENVOY


  With the second issue off to the printer, and a seven-week break from school for the holidays, Hillman avidly set out to stir-up interest in the magazine. He enlisted friends like Wesley Hiler to help out in the U.S., and soon Envoy was shipping 325 copies a month across the Atlantic.75 He then traveled to London, which he felt “should be a good market,” but didn’t find much success attempting to enlist bookstores and kiosks.76 In Paris, he had better luck while teaming up with Michael Heron, Donleavy’s former roommate at Trinity, and Valerie’s brother, who was then working as a teacher and translator on the continent. Heron spoke a number of languages fluently, “more than anything relishing strange cities and the writers and poets who lived in them.”77 He and Hillman wangled invitations to a soiree of the International PEN writer’s organization where, according to James, “about seventy-five French authors had set up tables and pretty half nude girls tried to sell you their books.”78


  Then they moved on to Germany, staying at Hofheim with Hillman’s parents. “Went to Vittorio Klostermann the publisher” of “the leading German philosopher” Martin Heidegger, “the Sartre of Germany.” The publisher “gave Michael a short pamphlet which he published for Heidegger... Heidegger, being a big man and big name, is worth having.”79 Heron’s translation of Heidegger’s piece would appear in Envoy’s October 1950 issue, titled “The Country Lane.” Later, while a student in Zürich, Hillman would attend a guest lecture by Heidegger. In 1984, a book would be published called The New Gnosis: Heidegger, Hillman, and Angels. “The aim of the kind of thinking promulgated by Heidegger and Hillman,” Roberts Avens would write, “is to destruct the very impulse to imprison reality in a system of concepts... The most prominent feature these two men have in common is a certain style of thinking or a style of consciousness. . . . both Heidegger and Hillman are, in Heidegger’s phrase, thinkers in a ‘needy time’... ”80


  Returning to Dublin in late January 1950, Hillman was “immediately encumbered with the Philosophy of Hegel [at Trinity] and about sixty-five short stories to accept or reject.”81 Most of these he found “very poor, written either by housewives about children, or by professionals about love and animals,” but he would send a short note in longhand to each.82 “Today Envoy was panned in the Irish Press and we are all delighted, because to be panned here is first of all notoriety and is better than silence and second, it is good to be taken down by the newspapers who are always at war with literature.”83


  Hillman wrote the Foreword, titled “Being Young and Foolish,” that led off Envoy’s fourth issue (March 1950). “Feeling obliged to feel kills all feeling,” he said. “The writers we want in ENVOY are those who are in touch with themselves, whose writing is spontaneous and not contrived; who write because they must and not because they want to become successful . . . Articulation is no longer the problem; the quest now is for meaning.”


  In mid-February, Hillman rented a car and headed for the countryside of western Ireland with Tony McInerney “to drum up circulation.”84 McInerney was another of those Irish characters who seemed to have walked right out of the Carol Reed film classic, Odd Man Out (1947), which in fact happened to feature one of John Ryan’s beautiful sisters. Like Brendan Behan, McInerney had once been in the IRA and still “occasionally sells a gun or two to friends.”85 Donleavy wrote of him: “For political reasons McInerney had been interned at the Curragh. And he still moved with that strange curious gait of a man who was following someone or being followed and which Behan was so fond of parodying in his characters on stage as the raincoated gunman, collar up, surreptitiously moving. McInerney, although capable of adding up a column of figures in the blink of an eye was also an insatiably scholarly man.”86 Hillman once described him as “an accountant extraordinaire who fixes books for small shysters, but has no other job.”87 Thus was McInerney welcomed into the Envoy fold, becoming a kind of right-hand man to Ryan in the office.


  Hillman and McInerney’s trip with Envoy through the villages of western Ireland was not successful, the rented car being “a fifteen year old hulk which conked out four times.”88 As Hillman recalled: “It was freezing cold, a February snow, which is rare. We’d get to one of these towns and McInerney would be ashamed to get out of the car. And I, the yank, would hop out at this little newsstand where the guy didn’t hardly speak anything but Gaelic. I was practicing my Willy Loman routine, which I’ve done for years. Not much luck. As we drove along, Tony pointed out all the prisons his IRA buddies had been in— along with the many racetracks he’d frequented.”89


  McInerney may have inspired Hillman to try his own hand with the horses that spring. “The scales tipped my way for I picked the right horse out of fifty for the Grand National,” he wrote his parents. “I dreamt the night before of a horse named Foam Breaker, and that the bookie told me personally that he would win. I looked up [in] the papers and found Free Booter . . . This was close enough and like the true conservative I am I only managed to have bet two shillings. Everyone else in Dublin would have pawned his clothes for a tip from the Psyche. But it paid ten to one.”90


  As the magazine’s finances fell into some disarray in March, “I find myself more and more involved because of various complexities. It is again a question of commerce vs. honesty and I am having a hell of a time proving that honesty can be commercially valuable too.” When Hillman rejected a story by a known commercial writer that another Envoy editor had already accepted without telling him, the result was a “very insulting letter” back to Hillman. “Fortunately Kavanagh is on my side and I feel better, for he is generally regarded as ‘Ireland’s only honest man.’ The trouble with this sort of thing is that John [Ryan] and Val [Iremonger] both feel dishonest inside themselves now, and I feel self-righteous. Both [are] evils.”91


  Hillman was placed in charge of the fiction department, but was “getting to be known about now for my blunders. I have received two stories by the better known writers of Ireland without knowing who they were and so was uninfluenced by prejudice. This makes everyone delighted because they haven’t the nerve to say these people are poor. But I have nothing to lose being an outsider.”92 Donleavy, who had yet to be published anywhere, submitted a short story that was eventually accepted by Ryan “over the objection of his other editors”—including, he seemed to recall years later, his good friend Hillman.94 The protagonist of his “Party on Saturday Afternoon,” with a childhood setting, was one-eyed A. K. Donoghue, who would be a character in a number of other Donleavy tales and, as we shall see, became a close friend of Hillman’s.


  That issue of Envoy contained a Hillman book review of The Withered Branch: Six Studies in the Modern Novel by D. S. Savage, a book that resonated with Hillman, who wrote: “In a few pages he gives us his aesthetic: beauty is Truth, and Art is a personal organization of the raw content of experience into a formal unit which expresses the inherent structure of the universe. To produce beauty, one must be cognizant of Truth, one must have an idea or vision.”95


  On another break that spring of 1950, magazine in hand and brimming with chutzpah, Hillman “walked proudly” into the Paris office of the New York Herald Tribune and announced that Envoy “had a circulation of 4,000, including 500 in the United States and 1,500 in England.” The newspaper’s “Mostly About People” columnist ended up writing: “We asked him [Hillman] why this effort has fared better than the countless English-language avant-garde efforts that start up in Paris with a resounding manifesto, run one issue—perhaps two—and die. ‘We issued no manifesto,’ he said.”96


  Hillman also “spent an hour and a half with Alice B. Toklas and the dog, Basket, and sat in the living room with pictures and bits and pieces from the world of the twenties... Picasso, Juan Gris etc, etc. She gave us the names of some people Gertrude Stein was interested in.”97 Toklas followed up with a letter to James, “complimentary about Envoy. Her handwriting is infinitesimal, like it has been done with a needle,” he wrote.98 From Paris, he flew to London, where he finally “persuaded a number of bookshops on Charing Cross Road to exhibit the journal.”99


  In Envoy No. 10, a letter-to-the-editor from “Hilaire James” appeared, bearing a return address of 520 E. 12th Street in New York City. Like Hermes the mythological trickster, Hillman wrote it “to stir things up”100—a stinging comparison of the poets Auden and Eliot, the former being “typical of a bloodless breed of modern popularizers” and the latter working “within the Classic frame.” Hilaire even sends a blast at Envoy’s own poetry editor, saying: “One can only feel sorry for Mr. Iremonger.” In the next issue, Iremonger responded: “... if Mr. James thinks our verse thin and trivial, it also means that he is not familiar with the verse published in his own American periodicals and that he is even less familiar with the general quality of the verses published in Irish periodicals over the last half-century.”101 Did Iremonger—who had published one of Hillman’s own poems— know that he was actually the letter-writer?


  In September, Hillman signed his real name to a letter on politics published in the Irish Times, which began: “As a non-voting observer in the recent elections, I would like to ask why the Labour Party is defeated.”102 To his mother, he confided: “It’s amusing because I wrote it to start controversy.”103 That was a penchant for which he would, one day, become widely known.


  Almost from the outset, Hillman had found Ryan “very difficult to deal with,”104 and by late May was complaining: “The new Envoy is filled with blunders and John chose gaudy colors for the cover. It is so depressing to be around that place.”105 Financially, things were getting tougher for the magazine, too. In the U.S., “everybody wants exclusive rights . . . so we are in a great mess.”106 By early August, James was writing to Kate that he’d learned from the Envoy experience that publishing “is sterile and empty. I don’t want to edit what others have written, but write it myself . . . I do not know just what it is that I am trying to say when I write, but there is something inside of me that will someday come out on paper, just as someday I will go into some Church. There is a kind of honesty which comes with the true trying to write. It is the only way I will ever be able to live with myself and feel clean.”107


  The next day, he wrote his parents a bemused but disheartened letter about Envoy being without staff at the moment. “So I was busy the first few days getting a crew of local stout-suckers to mail out this month’s issue and to gather material for next month’s.”108 By September, Ryan and his wife had broken up, Heron was tied up with his father’s estate, and much of the burden had fallen on Hillman. He ended up firing McInerney for privately peddling two hundred unsold editions of the magazine at a discount to “a bookstall along the river. It was a desperate thing to do to get money which he puts on the horses.”109 Years later, Hillman reflected: “Of course I had no right to fire him. I mean, this guy was Mr. Ireland—they used to call him that, he was so imbedded— but I was outraged with this dishonesty.”110 McInerney threatened slander charges against him, “but it all got straightened out eventually.” As Hillman told his father at the time, “The point of it all is that I have learned a lot; and just like with AFN [his radio news writing job in Germany] have had enough.”111


  Still, Envoy’s reputation seemed to be growing. In October came letters from playwright Eric Bentley, whom Hillman had gotten to know in Dublin, offering reprint rights to a piece he’d published in Theatre Arts about his experience with the Abbey Theatre.112 American poet Kenneth Rexroth responded to Hillman that he “thought Envoy very impressive. There is certainly a shortage of good journals in English at the moment,” and he submitted a poem.113 James wrote to Kate that, in her efforts to find outlets for the magazine in Sweden, she should stress that it published not only Irish but “Hungarians, Germans, English, French, Americans etc etc. Julien Benda and [Jules] Supervielle and Jacques Prevert are world famous.”114


  Another of his letters to Kate described how, doing it “all myself and so efficiently . . . I do like it and find myself carried away with my own picture of myself as Mr. Envoy going about town importantly. But I am not really all right, not really. Because I am a little nervous in this act these days. It is strange how I have changed from Paris. Then, this would have been my ideal. Now I see what it is and how foolish it is in many ways and I have to strain myself to keep it up.... All I want is to write some things which I am the only person in the world [who] can say.”115


  A fairly long Hillman short story titled “Jackie” appeared in the October issue. It was set in Mexico City, the first foreign locale to enamor James while still in high school. The Jackie character was a young cattle driver from the American West who’d wandered down, “spending his savings in night-clubs, bull-fights and [on] prostitutes.” Encountering a woman watching him in a café, “he turned his body... and he pierced through the distance and conversation separating them and stared into her soul.” Vesta turned out to be married to wealthy “Papa,” who allowed her to bring home younger kept gentlemen. Not for long this time. Papa tried unsuccessfully to shoot Jackie while on a mountain lion hunt, and eventually dared the arrogant young foreigner to enter the bull-ring.


  Many years later, in The Soul’s Code, Hillman would recount the story of the great Spanish bullfighter Manolete, a “timid and fearful boy” whose destiny was to face “thousand-pound black bulls with razor-sharpened horns thundering toward him, among them Islero, the one that gored him through groin and belly and gave him death at age thirty.”116 In Hillman’s earlier short story about the realm of the corrida, the bull’s horn burst “straight through Jackie’s lower ribs and pinned him against the fence”; he died draped over the bull’s head while it “paraded blindly around the ring.” All of which Papa observed “sick with terror; he had felt that horn rip into his own body, but he regained his wit to look in triumph at Vesta. But she was transfixed, rosary fallen from her fingers, watching the sleek, powerful bull in all the majesty of its solitary procession.”117 End of tale.


  The Irish Times called the short story “work of the kind that just fails to hit the New Yorker.”118 The same newspaper’s publishing one of James’s poems, “Fin-De-Siecle,” was little consolation, for Hillman did not think it very good.119 Indeed, the Times’ overall view of Envoy as it approached its first birthday was not promising. While calling Envoy “a lusty child, already given to biting savagely those it does not like . . . the congeries of garrulous contributors it exhibits each month seem to have no ringmaster to check their antics. What Envoy is, or why, is a little difficult to discover.”121 By contrast, The Standard found the October issue the best yet and concluded: “Despite opposition, many puerile articles and stories... and a generally haphazard editorial policy, ‘Envoy’ seems like lasting the course for a while yet.”120


  So Hillman persevered, as of mid-November “very busy in London walking all over town seeing book stores and publishers,” but simultaneously making plans for a different future now that he had graduated from Trinity College. “I shall resign and/or sell out if John [Ryan] wants it that way... Michael [Heron] understands this and he and I are in accord on every point.”122 A malaise settled over Hillman as 1950 drew to a close. “Yesterday I put on my big black overcoat and had a haircut and went around selling advertisements in Envoy. Oh it is tiresome . . . I can’t get up any interest in reading or writing myself.”123 “Our office, above the open fish market, heated by one single strand of an electric fire, is miserable.”124


  “I think Envoy is becoming a quarterly as soon as I leave. John doesn’t want to lose his 75 pounds a month forever.”125 By the following May, the magazine was “still ‘hanging by a thread’—each month they expect to fold up.”126 Envoy would cease publication in July 1951, after its sixteenth issue and six months after Hillman’s departure. Its goal to publish books never happened. But the magazine had left its mark. Besides being the first to publish short stories by Donleavy and Behan, give Kavanagh a voice, and being “an early Irish forum” for the works of Beckett, as Frank Shovlin wrote in his book on Shovlin wrote in his book on 1958: “Throughout the course of its short existence, the magazine brought to an Irish audience work in translation by authors as diverse as Tristan Corbiére, Martin Heidegger, Federico García Lorca, Nathalie Sarraute and Heinrich Von Kleist. Hubert Butler was the first to publish an English translation of extracts from Chekhov’s Sakhalin Island.”127 Envoy founder John Ryan went on to edit Dublin Magazine (1970-75), become a member of the Irish Academy of Letters, and arrange that Joyce’s Martello Tower be turned into a museum. Poetry editor Valentin Iremonger, whose first solo collection of poems (Reservations) was published by Envoy in 1950 and became a prize-winner, went on to serve as Ireland’s Ambassador to Sweden, Norway, Finland, India and Luxembourg between 1964 and 1980.


  Hillman’s final piece for Envoy had appeared in the December 1950 issue, a glowing review of a Paul Bowles collection of short stories with some telling opinions on “the great wasteland of American realism with its sterile influences on all later American writing.” Specifically, he was talking about Hemingway, Dos Passos, and Richard Wright: “They collect more and more details, hoping to discover empirically the truth about the world and about men through wider and wider external experiences.” Bowles, by contrast, showed “an imagination, though younger and less developed, of the same sort that produced The Turn of the Screw and Moby Dick.”128 Clearly Hillman was more attuned to the nineteenth-century tradition than his own era and, as we have seen, to the European literary style than the American. When Alice B. Toklas sent Bowles the Hillman review of A Little Stone, Bowles wrote her back and Toklas sent his response on to James. Bowles “said it was the best, most considered review of his book that he had seen.”129


  THE JEWISH QUESTION


  In addition to his studies and his writing for Envoy, Hillman somehow found time for other literary pursuits during the course of his two years in Dublin. He wrote “a rancid shocker” of a short story that he sent off to “one of these experimental magazines;”130 finished a 9,000-word piece he’d begun in Paris; pitched articles to National Geographic (without success); continued to write poetry and contemplated doing an anthology with Michael Heron, with whom he also drafted a script to be set at Trinity College and called “The Dashing Lord Byron.” He wrote to Kate: “I have in my head so many things I want to write... Just wait and see, and after twenty years are finished, and then you will be amazed at what has been produced in words.”131


  Yet perhaps the most interesting of all Hillman’s writing from this period, in terms of being both self-revelatory and with wider ramifications for his future psychology, is an essay that he never finished. In the spring of 1949, he’d written his grandmother requesting a four-volume set of The Jews Through History, Culture and Religion132 and, almost a year later, begun writing “a long essay on ‘the Jewish Character in Eliot, Joyce and Mann,’” hoping to sell it “for one hundred dollars to America.”133 It was a “very complicated”134 subject in which he’d been “interested for a long time.”


  He had not been long embarked on this “spare time” project when his mother arranged for tickets to attend the Oberammergau Passion Play. Every ten years since 1634, this had been performed in the summer by the inhabitants of the Bavarian village of Oberammergau in Germany. Chronicling the final days of Jesus in Jerusalem, it was undeniably antiSemitic. Hillman’s grandfather, Joseph Krauskopf, had seen it in 1900 and written an entire book titled A Rabbi’s Impressions of the Oberammergau Passion Play. In the introduction, Krauskopf wrote: “Ever since I have seen the play, [I], have felt that, while on the one side it is no small compliment to the Jew that a play, in which almost all the actors impersonate Jewish characters, should have attracted, within one summer, one quarter of a million of representative people from all parts of the world, on the other side I know of nothing that could have rooted deeper, among these people, the existing prejudice against the Jew, and spread wider, the world’s hatred of him . . . ”135 Indeed, Hitler, after seeing it in 1934, said it was “vital” that the Passion Play be continued, “for never has the menace of Jewry been so convincingly portrayed... ”136


  Still, because her father had once written about it, Madeleine Hillman wished to go and, while away from Dublin for a month that summer of 1950, James agreed to accompany her. “Now what did I see?” he wondered aloud years later. “It just seemed to me very Christian and very German. It went on all day long and you just sat there. And it seemed irrelevant to me. But this ties in with the whole question of denial, the repression in my life about Hitler and the concentration camps, when my parents lived in Germany. There I was—why wasn’t I interested in at least seeing one of these places? My parents went off to Dachau at one point. I only realize today that this was the Holocaust— and I couldn’t take it. It was just too big for me, so I escaped it. But I felt it. And I was trying to work this out somehow.”137


  In working through a number of drafts of his essay on “the Jewish character in Eliot, Joyce, and Mann,” he eventually chose the title, The Jew as Scapegoat. Hillman notes that the major character in Joyce’s Ulysses, Leopold Bloom, is Jewish; that Mann created “significant Jewish characters in The Magic Mountain and in Doctor Faustus”; that Eliot “named the Jew in The Wasteland and other poems.” Each of their works portray “the Jew as sterile, yet spawner of decay; as intellectual aesthete, yet sensually indulgent; as ambassador extraordinary of commercialism.” In each instance, the Jew becomes “the symbol of impotence, decay, and sterility.” No longer in a personal sense, such as with Shakespeare’s Shylock or Dickens’ Fagan, but as part of a broader cultural milieu: “The Jew is one step ahead in the race downstairs, who becomes the scapegoat for what the modern society fears about itself.” This phenomenon ran deep, “into the collective unconscious,” where “the Jew is the symbol of the withering race.” Hillman looked back to Oswald Spengler, whose monumental Decline of the West appeared simultaneously with Ulysses, summarizing Spengler’s viewpoint that “the Jew is thousands of years ahead of the Western European in civilization. He is in a different phase of culture. He is a dying phenomenon long past the springtime of his race [and] lives in cities and deals in money; the present condition of Western culture . . . his decline is used as a demonstration of what is happening to all.”


  It may seem remarkable that these writers were among his very favorites, but while each apparently characterized Hillman’s own racial heritage in less than flattering fashion, he was seeking a deeper meaning in this. “Those who hold Joyce to be obscene, Mann obtuse and Eliot obscure might easily find, on such a superficial reading, that their attitudes towards the Jew are viciously racial,” he wrote. Yet he did not see their attitude in this light, but rather as indicative of something larger happening in Western culture; something that went beyond even Spengler, “for it is the nature of great art to be more inclusive than any philosophical system.” And, in each writer’s modifying of the central theme in Spengler’s Decline of the West, “leaving us at least some hope for salvation.” Bloom, for example, is “the cuckold middle aged man, the outcast, the idealist reformer, the wanderer—victim of a thousand external impressions and internal vagaries... ” At the same time, Bloom “is the most sympathetic of any character of modern literature. In him is all the vast longing . . . He is a modern hero. And because of that he is tragic. Over Bloom we could weep, even though Joyce brings us there through laughter.” This theme, too, the tragic sense of the heroic, would be one that Hillman returned to again and again in his psychological writing. If the Jew “is symbol of an entire way and world that is rotten through and through . . . ,” he is also “representative of the new age without religion.” And “what all three [writers] are working towards is some new order profoundly human.”


  For him to reach such conclusions, only a few years after the Nazi atrocities came to light, was to move in startling fashion beyond the painful issue of Jewish ethnicity. As Hillman states early on in the essay, “The question of religious persecution is here deeply involved. The superficial reasons given for the recent catastrophes in Germany do not suffice, not only because there have been similar outbreaks against the Jews and against others in other times, but also because any extermination on such a scale and with such an elaborate philosophy to support it must have its cause in something more substantial than mere economic circumstances. Those who explain persecution by ‘deep-seated hatred’ do not say enough, even though they are on the right track. Why is there that deep-seated hatred?”


  This was the question he believed Joyce, Mann and Eliot had set out to answer. “All three realize in the Jew the avant-garde of the Modern Fall. And all three of them see in the Jew a little of themselves as isolated artists—over conscious, anxious to please and be ‘like the others,’ intellectually superior sensual proud isolated as the artists among the races . . . outcast from the ordered ways of men and secretly pleased by this liberation.”138


  Was Hillman thus identifying with his literary “ancestors?” In finding himself in Ireland, literally and figuratively, and being accepted by the iconoclastic, sacrilegious Envoy crowd of Protestants and Catholics, he likewise was “outcast from the ordered ways of men and secretly pleased by this liberation.” All his life—from attending the Quaker school in Atlantic City, to being at Georgetown with the Catholics, and with predominantly young Southerners in the Navy—he had been identifiably Jewish in the eyes of the Christian world. Now he was an “expert jitterbug instructor”139 American with a pretty girl on his arm and pals in the pubs.


  This had been an indelible time in his life. In terms of the Jewish question and his identity, he would look back and realize: “I feel and am a Jew for what Jews have done, not what was done to Jews. By that, I mean that many Jews identify with the Holocaust problem, or fighting for Israel. That’s more taking the stand of being the victim, while I feel that what the Jews have done through history—in culture and science, and all their crazy humor—is what I am.”140 He would return to this theme in a later-life essay titled “How Jewish Is Archetypal Psychology?.”141


  There was a curious dichotomy to Hillman’s years in Ireland. While highly active inside its milieu, he did not cut an interesting figure like Kavanagh or Donleavy, and he would scarcely be mentioned in accounts of the time like John Ryan’s or Anthony Cronin’s memoirs. In the Dublin scene, Hillman partook more as an onlooker. He was an absorber, an observer, a thinker. As a young Jewish man, partly an “avoider,” adapter, outsider, despite being in the very center of things. He would later reflect on why he never took on his “size”—his innate capacity, competence, knowledge—but remained rather in the role of the Atlantic City boy in khakis alongside the larger “actors” on the Dublin stage. Did this not indicate another sort of person . . . more like an analyst, someone who listens and watches and supports, he wondered. Looking back, the protean, invisible, mutable quality of the young Hillman reveals his destiny—to view every event, every person, every experience, from underneath, or in its imaginal depth.


  At the same time, one begins to see how Hillman’s psychology has significant roots in the Irish world, and in an Irish feeling for the aesthetic. His calling is implied in the poetic, linguistic, wildly imaginative, sometimes crazy world he came to know in Dublin. As Scott Becker puts it, “the Irish have a very different attitude toward what the clinical perspective calls psychopathology. For the Irish, there is more room for things that are odd, quirky, or broken—things that cannot be changed or ‘fixed.’ Celts are often misunderstood as ‘fanciful’ in the shallow sense, but a better description would be ‘poetic’ in so far as they are able to find and name the images that emerge out of suffering and madness. Neither the pain nor the strangeness are transcended (no pathology cured), but rather transmuted into little rhymes and jokes that add light without ignoring the darkness. The whimsical humor of the Irish is not an escape; it is a ‘fairy-path,’ a gateway between this world and the underworld, a place to stand, as Hillman did, with one foot in the light, the other in shadows.”


  For Hillman, much had surely ripened there. Yet, as seems to be a character trait, he would for the most part leave it all behind. This was not the last he would see of Ireland. In later years, he would do further research at the Trinity College library and, in 1962, he would spend two months in the Irish countryside beginning his second book, Suicide and the Soul—his “declaration” about the meaning of therapy to him. But he would find it impossible to savor and recreate the spirit of what he found here in the beginning.


  In the early 1960s, Hillman returned to Dublin to do some library source-checking with his friend A. K. (Kenny) Donoghue. Revisiting an old haunt, McDaid’s pub, by chance they ran into the by-then-renowned Patrick Kavanagh, Flann O’Brien, and a successful Irish novelist named Gerald Hanley, whom Hillman had come to know soon after leaving Dublin. Hillman was “utterly intoxicated by the fact of these idols... all talkers!—collected in one place at one time. What conversation would ensue!” Yet, after all was said and done, he recalled, “it was mostly growling and spitting and coughing, drinking into dumbness... Kenny and I [stayed] perky, but couldn’t provoke anything. Perhaps that was why nothing happened. We did move to another place I believe, but still nothing was said, and Kenny and I talked afterwards again and again about that extraordinary opportunity for wit and language, when it was nothing more than men in their cups, somber and dumb.”142


  JAMMET’S


  “... our eye is on an archetypal nostalgia... All events in the realm of soul, that is, all psychological events and behaviors, have a similarity, correspondence, likeness with an archetypal pattern. Our lives follow mythical figures; we act, think, feel, only as permitted by primary patterns established in the imaginal world.... The Greek word for this specific erotic feeling of nostalgic desire was pothos.”


  —James Hillman, “Pothos: The Nostalgia of the Puer Eternus,” 1974143


  Today, a Burger King stands where Envoy had its office at 39 Grafton, which in 2008 was listed as the sixth most expensive street in the world.144 Gone, too, is what was advertised as “the only French restaurant in Ireland,” a superb establishment called Jammet’s. “During the Second World War, soldiers on leave queued down the street to spend six months’ pay on one memorable meal.”145 Richard Ellman, in his biography of James Joyce, reports that in 1894 after winning a prize, the future novelist took his parents to restaurants “including the expensive Jammet’s.”146 The story may be apocryphal, since the earliest known listing for Jammet’s in Dublin is 1902.147 Nonetheless, it was a fitting spot for James Hillman to have had his graduation dinner from Trinity College on December 7, 1950.


  Hillman had sometimes taken a date to Jammet’s during his student years at Trinity, treating the girls to “the oyster at the bar,” ordering “the chop with kidney enclosed, and the sweetbreads.”148 Alongside the bar were benches where they would see various literary figures, and newspaper reporters, columnists, and photographers, also painters like Sean O’Sullivan and Harry Kernoff, “mostly strongly inebriated.”149 “Dark figures [with] messy hair . . . The waiters were old, and obsequious.”150


  Hillman had written his parents about Jammet’s in 1949, after partaking there of “half a dozen Galway oysters. They also have partridges, plover and duck bigarade. (Are you coming?)”151 His father was at the time still employed by the U.S. Military Government and State Department in Germany. James had written Kate that “his [father’s] new job is looking [at] what things the Germans make which can be used for war. He goes around with Atom scientists and so on and is like a child with a new toy.”152


  Hillman’s younger sister, Sybil, recalled an occasion when she met up with James in Ireland and they traveled together to Belgium, where “our father had trouble getting [hotel] rooms and had said he needed another because his children were coming. It made it sound as though we were very young children. At that point Jim had grown a beard. Our parents met us in the lobby and the first thing he said when he saw Jimmy was: ‘You go right up to your room and shave that thing off!’ Because he was so embarrassed about making such a fuss over needing another room for his little children! Well, Jimmy got rid of the beard. My father didn’t ask a lot of us, but when he did, you did it. Unlike my mother, who was always demanding things, and so you did as little as you possibly could.”153


  Toward the end of his time in Dublin, James wrote his father and began by saying he’d bought “another pair of splendid shoes in London, town shoes, much as the wingtip ones you always wore.” Thanking him for having “footed so many of my expenses on trips, at home, at tailors, in shops, with cars and so on. . . . I think sometimes you and Mother think I have gone downhill from a bright childhood. It is not true at all; I am growing far more organized all the time; it is only that I am choosing my own direction and my own methods rather than those which I had earlier and which were more familiar to you for they were largely a part of my parental influences. Surely you would rather have me an individual, than a projection of yourselves? I know you have infinite patience and I wish you would convince Mother that some fruit takes longer than others to ripen. I will be a while yet, there is no hurry.”154


  Julian Hillman was en route back to America when he and Madeleine stopped off in Dublin to attend the graduation ceremony. Afterwards, the elder Hillmans hosted a sumptuous dinner at Jammet’s for James and about fifteen of his friends. Among others, Donleavy and Valerie were present, and Michael Heron, James’s then-girlfriend Rosemary Morton, probably John Ryan. They sat at a long table, “arranged in a T for all of us,” Douglas Wilson remembered more than half-a-century later. “We had an elegant feast with Pa Hillman presiding. He maintained, as I recall, a general silence, but he orchestrated everything that went on, suggesting dishes, filling needs, saying little.”155


  J. P. Donleavy offered another recollection about the dinner.“Not too many years ago I was sitting in a room where I worked, looking at a stunning view of the Boyne River outside the window, when the phone rang. It was Jim, calling from Zürich. We were chatting away as I was having breakfast. Suddenly I gave a start because I happened to look down to where the sunlight shone on my napkin. I could see embroidered on the napkin one word: JAMMET’S. I said, ‘Jim, I’ve just looked down at my lap and find I have a napkin which says JAMMET’S.’ That’s all I said. There was no sound on the other end of the telephone. I said, ‘Jim? Jim?’And then finally, ‘Jim, are you there? I can’t hear you.’


  “He said, ‘Yes, I’m here. I’ve just been crying.’”156


  As Hillman wrote many years later in a letter to his Irish-American friend and colleague Thomas Moore, “Ireland still haunts my heart... ”
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  VII


  THE AFRICAN TEST


  “In the early 1950s before the southern Sudan (Malakal, Juba, Tonj, Wau) was torn by genocidal war, I passed two months among the Shilluk, the Dinka, and the Nuer. Warriors. Their stance, their lean nudity, their scars—can I say, their cool—held me in a kind of embarrassed thrall. For three nights camped by the Nile near Terakeka, the Mandari held a tribal gathering of their branches. Spear-throwing contests, tubs of millet beer, incessant drumming, drunken firelight dancing. Ex-college white boy felt the ‘power.’”


  —James Hillman, A Terrible Love of War, 20041


  In the summer of 1950, Hillman received a long letter from one of his classmates at Trinity College, Ishak Sharif, who upon graduation had returned to his native country of the Sudan. As Hillman wrote to Kate, Ishak “wants us to make trips to desert and jungle and ancient towns where Mohammed was and so many lovely things.”2 Hillman conceived it as a great adventure, perhaps along the lines that the explorer/writer Richard Halliburton had once described in thrilling detail at his family’s dinner table. He also conceived it as an exotic journey that might, at long last, entice Kate into spending extended time with him.


  For Ishak Sharif was no ordinary Sudanese. Hillman wrote his parents: “He is by nature a Prince and carries himself with great dignity, in spite of being fat and bearded.”3 Sharif had previously been attending Oxford when a fellow student came around to congratulate him on his marriage. “I’m not married,” Sharif replied. “Oh, yes you are,” the other reportedly said, producing a “squib in the London Times to the effect that he had been married by his family to his uncle’s favorite daughter.”4 She was fifteen, and the uncle was the Mahdi, son of the selfproclaimed returning messiah of Islamic tradition who had defeated General Gordon’s British army at Khartoum in 1885. The current Mahdi still had a following of some four million Sudanese, and Sharif ’s family wanted him to return and run “their great system of lands and people.”5


  Instead, Sharif had gone into a year of Jungian analysis, both in London and at one point in Zürich with Jung’s close associate C. A. Meier (who would a few years later become Hillman’s analyst), before enrolling at Trinity College. In Dublin, Sharif had his own apartment and an entourage of Arabic-speaking friends. He was known locally as a poet and a painter, in Hillman’s eyes “a fantast and a little crazy.”6


  Not long after Hillman’s graduation from Trinity, he and Kate and his friend Doug Wilson began making plans to meet Sharif in the Sudan now that he had finally returned home to be with his young bride. Since Wilson believed “this Sudanese venture will be very elegant,”7 Hillman set about purchasing a new wardrobe including a black wool suit, the only such item of elegance available during the British winter. Kate, James thought, was “craving to go to the Sudan.”8


  It was not quite as simple as that. Things remained tenuous with their relationship. On the one hand, she desperately wanted to break free from Sweden and especially the grasp of her family. At the same time, she was trapped within the old-fashioned, bourgeois European world. Her mother had panic attacks and often feared to leave the house. James complained in a letter to his parents about Kate’s mother “having not solved the problem of her own life [and so] has brought the curse down on the children.”9


  A year earlier, Hillman had written his friend Wes Hiler: “I am again with Kate. We did not write or anything for eight months when she suddenly broke things off.”10 The time they subsequently managed to spend together during the Envoy period and his last year at Trinity had rekindled and deepened their relationship. In one letter, he suggested to her that they might even get married before their trip to Africa, lest some native carry her off on his shoulder “and Tarzan Johnny would have to go into the jungle looking for you.”11


  Not long thereafter, Kate wrote him from Stockholm that “bringing an American here for Christmas or any other occasion in my ‘age of getting married’ is just not right to the old people when it has such a following of unhappy thoughts of me settling down forever in a foreign country and being lost always. I do mean my mother now, you know, it is nothing personally to you, ‘cause she really liked you . . . In a way, yes you and I are already married in flesh and spirit... I am hiding a life for people up here, because I am not sure your life is my life.”


  She did add that she still planned to meet him in Venice in January, their chosen rendezvous point for taking a boat through the Adriatic and across the Mediterranean to Egypt, en route to Sudan.12 Kate told her family that she would be traveling for a while with a British doctor whom she’d met on another of her travels.13 So, in mid-December, James got all his shots— typhoid, cholera, yellow fever, and typhus—and arranged purchase of their tickets on the steamship Esperia (the Italian word for “hope”).


  It was curious how the Jungian realm continued to shadow Hillman’s life. On their way to the continent early in January 1951, in London, he and Wilson stayed with the family of a friend, Glin Bennet, whose father E. A. Bennet was a wellknown Jungian analyst and close colleague of Jung’s. Curiously, too, twenty-five years earlier Jung had made his own journey to Africa and covered much of the same territory that Hillman would, although they went in precisely opposite directions.


  Wilson wrote his parents how “Jim’s silky-blond Nordic friend from Stockholm joined us at 6:00 a.m. in Frankfurt on the international train.”14 The train from Sweden came through Germany before continuing on south to Venice. Hillman remembered, “As we get on the train in Frankfurt, Kate says, ‘I’ve come to tell you that I can’t go.’ I’m completely destroyed. But then I see that she has her jungle hat, big pith helmet, and two huge suitcases. If she’s come to tell me that she’s not going, why has she brought all this stuff with her? I think Doug pointed that out to me. So I said to her, ‘Look, come as far as Venice and we’ll talk about it all there . . . “We get to Venice and on the boat, and she finally agrees to go as far as whatever. And, because of fog, the boat doesn’t sail. So we’re left with still one more day of ambivalence. But she does make the trip.”15


  IN THE MAHDI’S PALACE


  On board the Esperia, Hillman and Wilson stayed in one cabin and Kate in another. All three traveled third-class. “The quarters [are] crowded. But . . . if one is dressed well enough, one can sit in second or first class lounges—which we do,” Hillman wrote his parents.16 When the boat came into Alexandria, there was “great wild tumult at harbor.”17 The Egyptian foreign Minister was aboard, returning from London where he’d reportedly made too many concessions in negotiations toward his country’s independence (Egypt was still a British protectorate in 1951). When students showed up en masse to protest, for an entire day it was deemed too dangerous to land. As the ship’s passengers finally came ashore, a mob “broke through the cordon of police, but the minister finally reached his cars.”18


  The delay had given Ishak Sharif time to complete the thousand-mile journey up from the Sudan to meet their boat. They soon headed for Cairo “in a Pullman compartment of Ishak’s. All very posh.”19 There they toured mosques and bazaars and the pyramids, while Sharif “went out to visit the sister of the king” [Farouk].20 They also visited the “palatial home” of a Coptic friend of Sharif ’s, Magdi Wahdi, where they were shown the world’s finest collection of Bukhara tapestries.21 Altogether they spent nine days in Cairo, awaiting the arrival of Sharif ’s Swiss girlfriend (a niece of the French painter Matisse). But when news came that she was too ill to come, James, Kate, Doug and Ishak set off at last down the Nile on a wooden riverboat, visiting the Valley of the Kings and Tutankhamen’s tomb.


  Along the way, Wilson wrote home that “Ishak speaks to me of his amazing wonderful family . . . filled with religious figures, among the bearers of the puritanical stream of Islam, a fabulous and beautiful history.”22 At the Egyptian border with northern Sudan, the Nile cataracts made further boat passage impossible and required their taking a train on to Khartoum. There they passed into the mythical realm of the Arabian Nights. They were met by Ishak’s father and “driven off in a great green Humber,”23 to the family home in the neighboring town of Omdurman on the Nile’s west bank.


  After defeating General Gordon at Khartoum in February 1885, the first Mahdi (Ishak Sharif ’s great-uncle) had retired across the river to Omdurman. “There he reclined on pillows of gold brocade with some thirty of his women taking turns to wait upon him... some of them fanning the Mahdi with ostrich feathers,”24 wrote Alan Moorhead in his book, The White Nile. When he died, the Mahdi was built an eighty-foot-high tomb that was visible from a tremendous distance, and “it was held to be a holier thing for Moslems to visit this place than to go on a journey to Mecca.”25 That was until the tomb fell into ruin: “Lord Kitchener’s army shattered it with artillery in the reoccupation of the Sudan.”26 Since 1899, an Anglo-Egyptian Condominium, as it was called, had governed the country. The Mahdi’s son was Sir Sayed Abdel Rahman Mohamed Ahmed El Mahdi Pasha, who had been forgiven and even knighted by Britain’s King George V for opposing any union of the Sudan with Egypt. “The British had rescued him from his father’s disgrace, restored his family lands, given him a splendid palace.”27


  The world that Hillman and his companions were entering had not changed all that much in the sixty-five years since the first Mahdi rose to eminence. When they arrived at Sharif ’s family home, a harem of women was sitting together in the living room. “It was a massive room, with giant overstuffed chairs all around, and these hefty dumpy luscious young women sprawled on marvelous carpets,” Hillman remembered in 2010. “There were also huge bottles of very expensive perfume in like gallon jugs—just lavish opulence. It was amazing that Doug and I were allowed in, but somehow we were.”28


  Kate was quickly “secreted away” with Siddigah, the Mahdi’s English-speaking daughter to whom Ishak had been married without his knowledge, and who was not allowed in the room when men were present. “Siddigah has three big rings and gold bracelets which she wears all at once,” Hillman wrote his parents. He and Wilson were later taken to a room at Ishak’s brother-inlaw’s, “simple beds with satin pillow cases.”29 Hillman recalled “a big Sudanese servant padding into our room in bare feet while Doug and I were asleep, setting down a coffee for each of us in a glass which contained cardamom and several other herbs, to wake up by. Incredible.”30


  As Wilson wrote home at the time, they had been “plunged into the center of the wealthiest and most influential family in the country. At a long succession of teas, dinners, breakfasts we have met with an extraordinary range of interesting and amazingly pleasant people and their generosity is beyond any I expect to meet again.”31 Hillman concurred that they had been entertained “in the most splendid style” and “I have never been in a place and met so many people I genuinely liked at first sight.”32 Sharif ’s father took them to the Souk and “selected pieces of Sudanese silver to send our parents.”33 He also opened a charge account in a store, so that they could buy some provisions for the rest of their journey.


  On several occasions, they had been presented to the Mahdi himself, Sir Sayed, in his rambling mansion with its pillared porch. Wilson described him as “always dressed in unbelievable taste and splendor . . . a magnificent figure of a man who, though he lives in great luxury, seems uncorrupted in the Egyptian manner of the Pashas. Many pilgrims come from the Western mountains to visit the tomb of the first Mahdi and to kiss the hand of the present one.”34 Sitting in the living room of his rural Vermont home fifty-five years later, Wilson reflected on Hillman and himself having breakfast alone with the Mahdi, “at a small table on top of a half-acre of rug filling that enormous hall, with long windows looking out on a park-like garden where were moving stately crested cranes. When the Mahdi stood up, small armies of people tended to mill around, carrying umbrellas to shade him. If he wanted to sit down somewhere, we all immediately sat down.”35


  However, as Wilson also remembered, “a crisis developed in the course of our visit, because Ishak fell in love with Catharina.” That was Wilson’s more formal appellation for Kate and, as he wrote at the time to his family: “the fair fragile Nord, Caterina [sic], and the dark solid Sudanese, Ishak, had been mutually possessed by the maddest passion creating a complicated and fantastic situation . . . leaving a wake of general chaos and consternation from the Mahdi” and plunging Hillman “into funk, universal funk!” Wilson added in another missive “that for a few days now I have been the sole sane member of the party . . . abnormally lucid” in trying to cool things down and plan the next steps of their adventure. “The whole thing has had a touch of bizarre poetry.”36 Things smoothed out, it seems, when Ishak left town to deal “with a crisis on the [family’s] new cotton estate,”37 leaving the trio his car and driver while the Mahdi hastened to move them into a crowded hotel.


  AMONG THE DINKA AND MANDARI


  “I do not know what Africa is really saying to me, but it speaks.”


  —C. G. Jung, in a letter to his wife Emma38


  The nineteenth-century African explorer, Richard Burton, called the departure “upon a distant journey into unknown lands” one of “the gladdest moments in human life.”39 Winston Churchill (1907) and Theodore Roosevelt (1909) had made the same ellipse across East Africa as Jung would in 1925. Ernest Hemingway took his first of two safaris in 1933, chronicling his big game hunting adventure in Green Hills of Africa.


  For Hillman, the timing of his trip once again allowed him to be the observer of a remarkable cultural moment. Inspired by Hollywood, the early fifties came to be considered the golden age of African safaris. King Solomon’s Mines was filmed on-location (1950) at a Kenyan game ranch that Hillman would visit soon thereafter. The African Queen, which would earn Humphrey Bogart an Oscar, was shot in the Belgian Congo in 1951. Novelist Robert Ruark followed in Hemingway’s footsteps the same year. Then, in 1952, when King George VI died, his daughter Elizabeth II became Queen of England while staying at the Treetops Hotel in Kenya; also that year, Albert Schweitzer won the Nobel Peace Prize for his work in Africa.


  This was the last of the colonial decades. On February 13, 1951, just as Hillman’s little group embarked from the Mahdi’s domain, a political prisoner named Kwame Nkrumah was designated prime minister of the Gold Coast (later Ghana), as England commenced fulfilling its promises for that country’s self-determination. By August of that year, a secret society called the Mau Mau—looking to drive the Anglo colonialists out of Kenya—would be holding meetings in the forests outside Nairobi.40


  Hillman’s planned “marvelous expedition”41 into the Nuba Mountains and the most primitive regions of western Sudan did not come to pass. Due to “an epidemic of cerebro-spinal meningitis”42 there, he wrote home, “we were not granted permits. We regrouped and decided to leave that night.”43 James did not explain further but, as Wilson put it, the brief romantic liaison between Ishak and Kate “compelled departure.”44 When they left Khartoum by train headed south to Kosti, Hillman recalled, “We didn’t know what to do—only that Doug and I, and Kate too, wanted to see more of Africa.”45


  In their train compartment was a slightly older fellow named Ronald Carlile Buxton. During the mid-1960s, he would be elected to the British Parliament. But at the time, Buxton was “traveling for a British firm as an engineer and salesman selling steel-frame houses and small bridges,”46 and was on the way to visit his sister, who was writing a thesis for Oxford on the Mandari people of the southern Sudan. Buxton “began conversation by explaining the impossibility of our just taking off for the ‘Sooth’ without kit or permits etc.”47 He was carrying all-metal luggage. When asked why by Hillman, he pointed to their leather bag and said, “The white ants. They’ll eat that in a night.”48


  While awaiting permits in Wad Medani, the provincial capital of Blue Nile Province, Buxton got them all temporary membership in the local English club. There they swam and socialized with “some of the rather absurd British ‘Colonials’ there.”49 They also went to the bazaar for supplies—mosquito nets, tin cups, roll-up straw mats, and a cotton blanket that would serve as bedding for the next six weeks. “We were totally incomplete people, we didn’t even have a thermos,” Hillman recalled.50


  The plan was to rent a truck with Buxton and continue south in search of his anthropologist sister. As the renowned German biographer Emil Ludwig had written a dozen years earlier, in that region resided Nilotic tribal peoples, “the Dinka, the Nuer, and the Shilluk... These are the jungles of the human soul which the ax of civilization, through the centuries, has never attacked... ”51


  Wilson’s letters described soon being plunged into the midst of Dinka country, “an immense grass plain with attractive little tukal (round thatch huts) villages dispersed upon it... The Dinka are magnificent, the tallest race I have ever seen, towering naked men with extravagant decoration in ivory and gold and colored beadwork and a bit of a red cape on the backs of some.”52 When the truck broke down on the second day, Hillman wrote of walking with Buxton into a little village off the road. “A man came wearing one piece of cloth thrown over his shoulder. He had beads around his biceps, a head band, a spear... He raised his arms in the greeting—MACA (meaning ‘I am a man.’) . . . Then we began to pass our first naked ones.” These were the Nuer men, who “cover themselves with ashes and dust to keep off the flies, dye their hair red with brick dust.” They were mostly herdsmen, who “carry long spears as protection against lions and jackals.”53 (Emil Ludwig had written of a Nuer: “With the naively seductive beauty of the Greek adolescent, he sits there slender-legged, still, proud, and naked, with nothing but a skin over his shoulders, his hands held nobly, a bronze Dionysus.”)54


  Getting the truck running again, for the rest of the way to Malakal the four travelers passed hundreds of these people and didn’t see another vehicle. Along “the immense flat, yellow plain,” the truck “killed three dogs, one large heron, one hare,” and hit a calf that was unhurt. At one village, they bought a slaughtered chicken that Hillman proceeded to pluck, singe on a stick, cut into pieces, and boil with some offered native spices; all his effort unfortunately turned out “tough and stringy.” In a Dinka village of thirty huts where the men wore head-dresses, the tribe “sat on the ground and laughed at us . . . Kate has riding britches with zippers. They all came up and pulled the zipper up and down her calf. They were delighted with it—as was she.”55


  Finally arriving at a hotel in Malakal on the bank of the White Nile, they awaited another permit from the local District Commissioner. “One-third of all the people, even in this large town, are stark naked. The British live in lovely houses with gardens, the Nile flows past, birds of every kind in the air and in the trees.”56 Buxton went off to find his sister, with plans to meet up again later.


  However, in what’s called the Sudd, the Nile turns basically into an immense swamp and they learned that a trip by boat to the Southern Sudan’s regional capital of Juba would take nine days. “As usual with Hillman, he wasn’t without options,” Wilson recalled. “I can remember in Khartoum or somewhere, Jim pointing up to a plane that was passing overhead and saying, ‘We had reservations on that plane.’ Now he immediately hatched an alternative and decided we would fly to Juba. Even though he got airsick in those days, the flight on a small prop plane took only two hours.”57


  Hillman kept his head between his knees the whole way. Then, when the plane landed in Juba, the three were placed immediately under house arrest because they had no permits to be in an area where animist tribes, Christians, and Muslims were fighting for control. Wilson remembered that he “simply sat in the hotel talking to a white hunter and drinking scotchand-soda. There were no travel privileges in the southern Sudan from that point. But Jim rapidly realized that, while the governor and district commissioner were British, the under-officialdom were Sudanese. And they were pleased that we’d been visiting with Ishak Sharif ’s family in Omdurman, while no Britisher would ever engage in such personal interaction. That, as I recall Jim remarking, made it possible for him to deal and get what we wanted. As a result of Jim’s manipulations, we were allowed to precede onward deep into southern Sudan—and even given a car with a driver!”


  They headed on to Terakeka where, several hours later, “the driver dropped us off at the edge of the White Nile in the middle of fucking nowhere,” as Hillman put it.58 This was home of the Bari and the Mandari peoples. “We are camped in the small government rest house surrounded by fine naked Bari men in their tukals,” wrote Wilson. The men wore “a bit of an ostrich feather on their heads” and “some of the finest of them color their bodies with ochre making them shiny red and magnificent.” The women “wear only a bit of a bead skirt . . . Many have lovely figures and move with ease and grace from carrying things on their heads... I went across to the cattle camp this morning and received many offers of engagement from the young girls.”59 Hillman, too, noted in a letter that “we were told the fourteen year old girls would like to have me for a husband for I could surely pay many cattle.”60


  Among the Bari people, Carl Jung had spontaneously joined the dancers “martially equipped with flashing lances, clubs and swords,” swinging his rhinoceros whip above his head as things threatened to get out of control,61 in what Jung later called an “archetypal seizure.”62 Among the Mandari, Hillman would experience a similar timeless ritual. The Mandari were the tribe being studied by Buxton’s sister, Jean, who would later write Chiefs and Strangers (1963) and Religion and Healing in Mandari (1973). This particular moment in Terakeka marked the tribe’s first-ever gathering of two often-at-odds branches, at the impetus of the British rulers looking ahead toward Sudanese independence. “If the country is to be a democracy,” Hillman wrote his parents, “the primitive south must be organized so as to be represented in the Assembly. These people have no cohesion, no chief, and no hierarchy. They raise cattle and fish and cultivate their land and feud with each other and no dent can be made on them by the British. So all the local chiefs arrived in a lorry that had been sent for them. Many men and women came on foot.”63


  There were contests—all 200 men tried to hit a great stuffed imitation of a giraffe with their spears—and “the next day bulls were slaughtered and free beer was given out and the dancing began.” It was one of those bizarre juxtapositions that Hillman always appreciated—the British officials wearing evening dress (cummerbunds and white shirts) while the loosely-clad Mandari drummed and chanted in the background beneath a full moon. Hillman turned out to know the District Commissioner’s sister from Ireland, and they were invited to share all meals: “tea at five, drinks at seven, dinner and lunch with service and napkins and silver.”


  Altogether they stayed eight days in Terakeka. Moving out of the government rest house to allow room for visiting British women, “we had a little reed house built for us,” with James and Kate sleeping on the ground facing the river while “Doug preferred it out of doors between two frangipan trees—a perfumed but poisonous flowering tree.” They were four degrees above the Equator, “and five hours during the middle of the day are unbearable. It is no wonder that it remains so primitive for life is such a terrible struggle and the people are so close to destruction that just life—let alone civilization—is a victory. We bought a Nile fish for two piasters and had chicken another night... I baked my first bread, using the yeast at the bottom of the native beer barrel. It turned out quite well. I raised it first in the sun. We were given a piece of goat’s meat which we boiled for soup (it was neck).”64


  Then there were the wild animals. One day toward sundown, James and Kate crossed the Nile “in a tiny native dug-out loaded to the gunwales with six natives.” Walking into the bush and downstream, “after going along the shore for about half a mile we came upon thirteen crocodiles lying in the shallows mid stream, and one hippo came up and down but we could see only one seventh of him. At night we have heard him grunting in a basso profundo... There are hawks in the trees and bats and lizards in the thatching. The hawks bit the head off a snake and dropped it down right beside us. The bats come out at night and the lizards dart about the toilet which is just a hole in the ground. The people butcher animals and the animals eat each other, and there are ants and spiders and, of course, always a few malarial mosquitoes.”65


  Not exactly news that would make parents sleep easily at night, but Hillman was never one to mince words in his accounts. Indeed, he seemed to delight in the least savory details. Wilson was more circumspect and romantic: “A beautiful little world: parakeets, toucans and gorgeous fluting birds, a wallowing hippopotamus around the river bend, gay and lovely half-naked girls, magnificent men, abundant food, the great river . . . I could almost live here,”66 he wrote home.


  Kate proved more than capable of holding her own. James was astounded to learn how adventurous she was—“It wasn’t easy, I mean—crocodiles, in Sudan!”67—and she acquired a veritable mythic quality as she went along. “She is excessively beautiful, blond, large-eyed, very fair, and attracts a great deal of attention,” as Wilson put it at the time. “The natives are amazed—one, perhaps more, stroked Cate’s long flowing blond hair.”68 Concluding his description of the “great tribal meeting” where many thousand “hurled spears and danced all night,” Wilson added: “It was great fun. So it has been: always terrific luck while expecting little.”


  TO CONGO AND KENYA


  “For the opportunistic eye, every will and every weave presents its opening.... The puer perceives the discontinuity of spirit. It comes and goes as do his inspirations and his moods. We are best in touch with it by being discontinuous ourselves, living by chance and loving synchronicities that prove a secret order is guiding our destiny... ”


  —“Notes on Opportunism,” James Hillman, 197269


  Puer is the Latin term for “young man,” and Hillman would devote an entire book to the subject, The Puer Papers (1979). As Blake W. Burleson writes in his 2005 book, Jung In Africa: “The African landscape is littered... with puer aeterni [eternal youth] who met untimely deaths. From the plane crashes of [the writer Antoine de] Saint-Exupéry and Denys Finch-Hatton [the lover of writer Isak Dinesen] to the fulfilled death wishes of Hemingway and Speke, to the ‘martyrdom’ of Livingstone, Africa provided the Nether Lands where the shadow side of men could find expression.”70 Jung himself wondered whether he would return from his sojourn there and, after his traveling companion George Beckwith had a premonition that Jung would die from a snake bite, Beckwith always walked ahead of him with a gun—and ended up killing thirteen deadly mambas.71


  One friend who knew Hillman over time described him as a puer aeternus, and certainly in Africa he possessed that sensibility. It was not tourism or safarism. He was simply there—with no long-range ambitions, no planned article for a magazine like National Geographic, no journal-keeping and taking very few pictures before his camera got stolen. “I was not living a movie in my mind, watching myself do these things,” he reflected later. “No thoughts of how great it was to be in Africa or anything like that. Then what was the driving force? It’s a quest, but you don’t know what the goal is. And you have to be up to it. I feel that the test is more important than the quest. It’s being called to meet a challenge, an initiation, which at least at that age is very important, and what calls a lot of young guys into the military.”72 Asked whether he’d felt protected there in some way, Hillman responded: “Yeah, I think I felt I was the explorer, the adventurer, Richard Halliburton. I didn’t even feel I needed to protect Kate, I don’t think.”


  Jung, who was twice Hillman’s age when he traveled to Africa, seeing a warrior standing on a rock, “had the feeling that I had already experienced this moment and had always known this world . . . as if I were this moment returning to the land of my youth, and as if I knew that dark-skinned man who had been waiting for me for five thousand years.”73 In Jung’s view, as Laurens van der Post wrote, Africa “attracted Europeans because it provoked through its own physical character and example what was forgotten and first and primitive in themselves.”74


  Hillman’s approach to his time in Africa was apparently less psychological, but his experiences amid the various cultures prefigured pivotal events in his life and writing. Thirty-five years later, he would become a leader at a series of men’s group retreats—some lasting as long as a week in the woods of Minnesota, West Virginia, California, and elsewhere. Malidoma Somé, an initiate of the Dagara tribe in West Africa, was another of the regular participants at these gatherings and reflected in 2008:


  “I had an experience, first, of James Hillman being an intellectual titan. He knew how to introduce a subject matter, how to develop it and how to close it. He was so tight and his mind was so complex, like a fortress. And really, I was afraid of that fortress. Then, with a group in North Carolina, I introduced for the first time a radical ritual, in this case a water ritual. That was when I noticed James Hillman’s genuine interest in ritual—and the demonstration that he actually knows something about it. In the middle of the week, he called me to his side in the bush, asked me to take a piece of leaf and put it in the water and brush his body with it. Which is something we know in my culture as a cleansing. So for me, to see that fortress of a mind become ritualistically alert, and trusting an African guy to help him with some kind of energy that he needed to be cleansed from—oh, that really got my respect.”75


  Would Hillman have been so attracted to the ritualistic elements of the men’s groups without having traveled through Africa? When he entered into a decade of “men’s work” alongside poet Robert Bly and story-teller Michael Meade, he gave two seminal lectures with what might be called African roots. One was “Notes On White Supremacy” (1985), in which he quotes Jean Buxton on the Mandari and writes in a section headed “The White Unconscious”: “From Conrad’s Heart of Darkness to van der Post’s Venture to the Interior, Africa and the unconscious allegorize the other place. (Psychology conveniently imagines white men projected their unconscious onto Africa but projection works two ways; geography’s Africa appears as psychology’s unconscious.) ‘Just don’t stay in the tropical colonies too long; you must begin at home,’ writes Freud in 1911 to Jung, who himself made the African journey fourteen years later, describing the vast lands and dark peoples he encountered in language he applies as well to the immemorial unconscious psyche.”76


  While Jung had been profoundly moved by the “vast herds of wild animals grazing in soundless stillness, as they had done from time immemorial,”77 for Hillman it was more “the strength in the indigenous world—the indigenous culture, the indigenous vitality, the self-sufficiency of these people, the life of people who are pagan. And how very different the British and Belgian colonials and missionaries were, the strange artificiality of their lives.”78 He remembered one female missionary from Kansas who had lived in Africa for twenty-five years and never even bothered to learn a word of the language.


  In 1951, there were regular transports from southern Sudan into the Congo carrying fish caught in the Nile, dried and salted to be fed to the African workers slaving in the copper mines. James, Kate, and Doug each took rides with different Greek merchants in large trucks. “Kate was very bold,” Hillman marveled years later, “she just climbed in and we drove all fucking day in the heat to cross the border with the dried salt fish.”79


  At the frontier of the two countries, James and Kate separated from Wilson, who wanted to travel to the headwaters of the Nile by boat. After making plans to meet again in Nairobi several weeks later, the young couple began “traveling by pot-luck.”80 Hitch-hiking toward Lake Albert and Uganda, they quickly realized that, “unlike the British in the Sudan, who are principally involved in raising the level to one of self administration,” the Belgians “exploit the country.”81 The Congo was vast and blessed with an abundance of resources, but the local peoples appeared “servile and cowed” by the colonialists who dominated them. “Bad native huts, no real tribal life—everyone has a cowering look in the eye, they step aside when you pass.”82 One of their rides was a Belgian collector of artifacts, who’d had the seats removed from the back of his sedan and forced his “boy” to crouch down on the metal astride the antiquities as they bounced along the road. James and Kate were appalled.


  Hillman later observed how the genocide of Rwanda “had been institutionalized long before as a Belgian colonial tradition.” In his 2004 book, A Terrible Love of War, Hillman recalls a story about “King Leopold of the Belgians, who once personally owned all of the Congo... When Leopold passed his property on to the Belgian state in 1908, the records were burnt in furnaces in Brussels for eight days. ‘I will give them my Congo,’ Leopold said to his military aide, ‘but they have no right to know what I did there.’”83


  Hillman wrote home from the Congo that this was “ not a country where my more European-Jewish soul would flower. The soil is raw and red and one works it and makes money and lives amidst strange plants, columns of ants, monkeys and feels the power of the rain and the sun, but there is no history, no love in the soil as in Italy or France. There is no feeling, except the urge to conquer nature. Part of nature, and of Africa, is the black-man and to be cut off from him as the colonials are, seems to make life here, for all its richness, sterile. Most all those who come here are convinced that Western Europe is the highest of all civilizations, and they are closed to whatever they might learn from the African.”84


  THE IMPORTANCE OF THE ANIMAL


  “The idea that we know ourselves through animals appears again and again in theories of the origins of consciousness . . . Animals wake up the imagination . . . The imagination is itself a great animal, or an ark of images that are all alive and move independently. They come and go. All shapes and sizes. Some images hang around like a loyal dog or a cow and others are so fluttery and shadowy; so impossible to catch.”


  —James Hillman, Dream Animals, 199785


  Arriving in Kampala, the Ugandan capital, “in a squalid African bus... bright red from sitting since 8:00 a.m. in the dust . . . we changed into posh clothes in time for Easter eve banquet and dance.” It was the first time Hillman had worn a jacket and tie since the Mahdi’s palace, and he was pleased to do so: “But after ½ bottle of poor sour South African wine we were both still too shaken and too shaky to lift our feet.”86 Their next planned stop, 338 miles to the south, was Nairobi. Since the local buses were so slow, averaging about twenty miles an hour, James and Kate decided to send their baggage on ahead and hitch-hike.


  Their fourth and final ride was “with a lean and hungry gentleman who looked like Gary Cooper,” and who turned out to be “the Deputy Game Warden of Kenya Colony.”87 The Hillman luck was holding. Sir James Fitzpatrick bought them drinks and dinner and found them a room eleven miles outside Nairobi at the Brackenhurst—“an elegantly accoutered very English hotel,” according to Wilson, who joined them there the next day.88


  The game warden was also to provide access to the realm of East African animals. He took James and Kate to a nearby game park. Hillman wrote exuberantly home of the experience, describing having seen courting giraffes, herds of Thomson’s gazelles, a tree full of baboons, and spotted hyenas on the trail of grazing gnus. Wilson and Buxton joined them for a trek into the Great Rift Valley, seeing more giraffes that allowed them to approach as they nibbled the treetops, “almost prehistoric in their associations.”89 In the book Dream Animals, Hillman would write: “In psychology, we might try to see the giraffe as a highly aesthetic soul-image, with docile, noble, gentle, virginal qualities of graceful awkwardness and heightened sensitivity, like a young growing girl.”90


  Through a contact with a hunter whom they’d met in the Sudan, James, Kate, and Doug were picked up at their hotel by Carr Hartley and spent three days at his large ranch in Nanyuki (where, over the years, thirty-eight movies were partly shot on-location). Hartley was the best-known big-game catcher in Africa. “The toughest man in the world,” as the American press called him, stood just less than six feet tall but was built like a heavyweight wrestler. While still in his late teens, he’d shot an elephant with the heaviest tusks ever recorded (over 160 pounds each). It had taken Hartley and his bearers two days to carry them back to his vehicle. He’d begun leading professional hunting safaris before he turned twenty, and then had a change of heart. Hartley pioneered the translocation of East African animals from threatened areas to wildlife reserves, in addition to dispatching animals to zoos around the world. In an era before anesthesia and darting methods were developed, he customarily caught his game using a lasso from a speeding vehicle. Several times he’d been severely mauled by lions, twice tossed by rhinos, and once trampled by a water buffalo.91


  As a boy, one of the early movies Hillman loved was Trader Horn, the true story of an ivory trader and big-game hunter (and the first non-documentary film shot on location in Africa, in 1931). Now he was encountering the real thing, while “pretending to be a free-lance journalist.”92 During the course of the visit, he “heard every sort of fantastic tale . . . C. H. catches his Rhino in his Dodge power wagon. He has a noose on a pole and runs alongside a Mother Rhino, separating it from the calf and they lasso the calf. Once one Rhino Mother charged and he stood on the truck and bashed its nose with a spade. He is absolutely fearless.” Hartley’s wife “has caught a giraffe by running alongside it in a car until it was tired and then just grabbed it through the window by the neck. They don’t catch full grown animals—mostly young. But he is the first ever to get two full-grown hippos.”


  Inside Hartley’s animal enclosure, Hillman encountered two rare northern white rhinos (Gus and Mollie, caught by Hartley in the Sudan), which had appeared in many films and were so tame that “we each sat on Mollie’s back... There are only 3 others in captivity . . . While talking to rhinos, ‘Brigand’ the elephant tried to break through to us, as he is lonely.” They walked past “all the cages full of leopards, cheetahs, lynxes, servile cats, civet cats, hyenas, jackals, wild dogs, wild cats, mongoose, baboons, monkeys, and of course, his three big lions. Every day we went out and talked to all the animals—it was just delightful to live in a zoo.”93


  Yet there was a shadow side to it all. One night, along with Hartley’s four sons, James and Kate stood on the back of the power wagon, “and we charged across the fields . . . to get rabbits for the ‘cats.’” Hillman worked the spotlight as they first chased Thomson’s gazelles and the sons brought down a pair for eating with a .22. As eight rabbits were shot, the sons “would hop off the truck and smash the thrashing rabbit with a hockey stick . . . Kate & I did not enjoy the slaughter and blood at all.” There were also the sick animals at the ranch that needed tending—like a hippo that needed “his back covered with sulfa salve” to keep from getting sunburned—and the unpleasant way that Hartley “shouts and curses at the Africans.”


  Upon their return to Nairobi from the Hartley ranch, at the New Stanley Hotel, Hillman fell violently ill with dysentery for the first time on the journey.94 The bush-baby he’d bought at Hartley’s to send his parents “died just like that.”95 And he wrote presciently to them: “On the surface, for a short term, Kenya is marvelous but it shall all explode someday.”96 The Mau Mau rebellion that would eventually kill 200 British soldiers and police, and at least thirty settlers, was only a year from commencing.


  If there was any single thing that Hillman took away from Africa, one that would remain a lifelong theme in his work, it was the importance of the animal. From playing “Animal Lotto” and collecting stamps of African animals as a boy, now in Africa he had seen them firsthand—and they fired his imagination. Jung in East Africa, “touched only by the breath of a primeval world . . . felt then as if I were the first man, the first creature, to know that all this is.”97 That was about witnessing and consciousness, whereas for Hillman it was about imagining differently.


  He would later write: “We need the animals, says Laurens van der Post, because animals are reflections of ourselves. We can’t know ourselves unless we see ourselves reflected in them.”98 A quote that Hillman often came to cite is from Aristotle. “Man is by nature a political animal” is the translation, but in Greek the phrase was “zoon politikon,” meaning “a living organism which exists in society.” In short, an animal force. “It was not only what Carr Hartley was doing,” Hillman said, “but here was a man who lived with animals so deeply and so intensely, embodied the animal force that was something I was probably unconsciously looking for.”99


  In later years, Hillman would develop a psychology based in part on the work of Swiss biologist Adolf Portmann and Cornell University psychologist J. J. Gibson. In his book, Animal Forms and Patterns (1939), Portmann dismissed the then-standard idea that the way to study animals is by dissecting them; rather, you needed to look at them. Gibson, in The Perception of the Visual World (1950), rejected behaviorism and set forth a theory of direct perception through his studies of animals; the habitat itself is the repository from which the animal acquires information, rather than its vision being limited to what its eye and brain perceive. Hillman drew a comparison with how, in baseball, an outfielder learns to catch a fly by the baseball and not from memory.


  Hillman, in a 1982 lecture given at the Eranos conference titled “The Animal Kingdom in the Human Dream,” spoke of how Portmann’s “radical insight into the biological necessity of the aesthetic explodes the sheerly functional notion of animals, struggling to feed and breed . . . Psychology has refused to see that the animal kingdom is first of all an aesthetic ostentation, a fantasy on show, of colors and songs, of gaits and flights, and that this aesthetic display is a primordial ‘instinctual’ force laid down in the organic structure.”100


  In 1951 James and Kate had driven into the great plains on the Kenya-Tanganyika border “and saw thousands of Thomson’s gazelles, sixty giraffe at varying range—some very close. We got out of the car and walked towards a group of seven wildebeest and got within 100 yards before they fled.” Before leaving Kenya, they would also spend some time in a Masai nature reserve. “The Masai are tall, arrogant, cattle people—like the Dinka and Nuer of the Sudan they eat blood & milk and are still quite fierce, having speared a D. C. [District Commissioner] just a year ago.”101 The Mandari and the Masai, Hillman said later, “embodied something crucial that appeared when my analysis began in Zürich [two years later], in the sense of a buried power in myself.”102


  THE NEXT PORT


  As early as mid-March 1951, Hillman had written his father: “My future is vague, but I think Kate and I will stay . . . somewhere for a while together. I am beginning a novel. The point is that during the past two months, I have been going through a difficult crisis about myself and my life—and I feel I must write and must stay with Kate and must keep out of Europe where certain conventional fears upset me (war, money, place to live, what to do). I must again beg yours and mother’s tolerant understanding for what may be a protracted wandering both physical & spiritual. The farther away I get in space, the closer are my feelings for the family.”103


  Within a month thereafter, they had decided on their next port-of-call. Hillman had never been one to shy from opportunities. As we saw earlier, when his older brother was making a cross-country school trip and Hillman went to say goodbye, ten-year-old James was told he could squeeze into the car’s front seat—and he did. When an aunt read in the newspaper that Georgetown University needed students because everyone was going off to the war, he successfully applied without even completing high school. When his father was told he could bring the family over to Europe after the war, Hillman used the move to Germany to talk himself out of further time in the Navy. When he spotted an out-of-place beauty in a Paris nightclub, he walked right over and introduced himself to Kate while her date was in the bathroom. In his paper, “Notes on Opportunism,” Hillman would equate the seizing of such moments to “an archetypal aspect of existence” characteristic of the youthful puer quality.104 “Opportunities are not plain, clean gifts; they trail dark and chaotic attachments to their unknown backgrounds, luring us further . . . We feel called to create new schemes, new forms, and new visions.”105


  They had been in Kenya for almost a month and didn’t really know what to do next; only that no one wanted to go home. Hillman, now twenty-five, had been offered a job with some British settlers who lived in the highlands, but he didn’t care that much for them. The country that most intrigued him still was Ethiopia, but it was “too wild and dangerous to go there overland from Kenya without your own private army.”106 Then, walking down the street in Nairobi with Kate and Wilson, Hillman saw an advertisement in a hotel window saying that you could take a British steamship all the way to Bombay, India for thirty pounds (then the equivalent of ninety dollars). As Wilson recalled it, “Jim had found out, in creating the options, that if we flew to Addis Ababa [Ethiopia’s capital], it would cost the same as taking a ship to India.”107 So Hillman simply said: “Let’s go to India!”108 He would recall Wilson saying sardonically that he’d like to come, if for no other reason than to be disillusioned with all his ideas about the East. Hillman hoped, as he wrote his parents, “to absorb some of India’s sensual refinements and a philosophical detachment.”109


  Hillman wrote his father that Kate would be getting 500 pounds and he still had six hundred dollars saved in a bank account from when he’d worked for the radio station in Germany. They planned to live on about seventy-five dollars a month apiece over the next eighteen months, “extras to be provided for by Kate’s extra money and the money she owes me now which is about 250 dollars . . . In the Sudan I paid for both Doug and Kate—in the Congo, Kate and I used her Swiss francs, here in Kenya Doug is paying for all three of us; and now Kate was to pay for our tickets to India.”110


  He was forthright with his parents that “you must not count on my returning for a long, long time... I am far slower and calmer than ever before in my life. Please, please do not regard my trip as a pleasure jaunt which is how most of my letters sound. I’m still a most devout student of life and human activity and all my accumulation of experience is not for its own sake, but in order for me to become a solid and good man. Ishak [Sharif] tells the tale of his grandfather who wanted to study 100 years, live in the world 100 years, and contemplate 100 years. I’m still studying....


  “My life with Kate is intensely difficult at times. We have known each other for so long and so well that we have passed through already the blissful honeymoon years and face all sorts of emotions. These produce a maturity in feeling in me that I would never discover otherwise.”111


  Above all, Hillman was looking for a place of retreat to work on his novel. For her part, Kate was still telling her family that she was traveling with a British doctor; Hillman’s name was never mentioned. The trio took a train to the port city of Mombasa, where tropical fish proliferated on a coral reef. “Oddly enough, Kate has been embroidering a silken pillow with tropical fish the design and colours of which she got from the museum in Nairobi. That day she saw the very fish she had been sewing.”112


  It seemed a good sign. As they prepared to board a ship bound for Bombay, James elaborated in another letter that he and Kate “are growing together and finding a deep harmony . . . We do not shrink from responsibility – it is only that marriage is just not for us, yet. Both of us have such a long way to go in discovering our identities – finding out just who we are and what we want. Kate has been extremely close to her Swedish atmosphere and cannot move into a marriage that would mean a total reversal of her Northern ways; before she has felt herself free of these influences . . . Being so opposite in soul we have worlds to give each other.”113
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  VIII


  JOURNEY TO THE EAST


  “I attribute to the ‘East’ my attempts at precision of image, attempts at subtlety, mystery of the unsaid, perversity and terrifying imagination—all antidotes to... vitamin-fortified, sugar coated American modes of psychology.”


  —James Hillman, Caro Hillman, 20041


  In mid-May of 1951, Hillman, Kate, and Doug Wilson set sail from Mombasa on the British India RMS Amra along with 400-some others (mostly natives of India), an all-second-class ship that still provided “lovely cabins on the promenade deck with plenty of room.” They made stops at the Seychelles Islands and Portuguese Goa and then, after “nine days of luxurious travel on the Indian Ocean,” landed in Bombay.2 Hillman immediately felt the city had “more grandeur than anything except Vienna or Paris.”3 But he’d been told by Ronald Buxton, the Britisher they’d toured around with in Africa, that Kashmir was “cool and pleasant.”4 Except for Hillman’s mother, who’d traveled with her parents through India as a teenager (but never reached Kashmir), Buxton was the only other person Hillman had met who’d been to India, and he knew the country well. “I didn’t investigate, but Kashmir sounded romantic,” Hillman recalled, “the idea of living on a houseboat.”5


  Located in the northwestern corner of India almost 1,500 miles from Bombay, Kashmir was a semi-autonomous state where a permit was required to visit. When British colonial rule had ended with the partition of India and Pakistan in 1947, logically Kashmir (which was about seventy-five percent Moslem) should have gone to Pakistan. Indeed, Pakistan tried to take Kashmir by force, enlisting tribesmen to invade. Accounts vary, but thousands were apparently killed in Jammu Province and considerable infrastructure destroyed, before India sent in troops and the United Nations imposed a cease-fire in 1949. Jawaharlal Nehru, India’s first prime minister, was originally from Kashmir; the state’s Hindu maharajah and pre-eminent politician Sheikh Abdullah both had pro-Indian sympathies. Thus did about seventy percent of Kashmir pass into Indian hands, although the state retained a significant degree of autonomy.6


  It took James and Kate several days to obtain their permits for travel to Kashmir. Wilson decided to remain behind in Bombay, “join a [Vedanta] yoga group and study one of the four yoga systems—that of concentration.”7 They bid him farewell at the Bombay train station, “five months to the day after he and I left Dublin.”8 It was to be a brutally hot rail voyage, Kate keeping a wet handkerchief to her head as the temperatures crossing the plains and desert proved higher than any they’d seen in Africa. The train came to a halt where the valley of Kashmir opened to the west: “That is now Pakistan and is closed,” Hillman wrote home. “So India has paved a substitute road over two ridges of mountains which winds along for three hundred miles from the last railroad stop.”9 Sikh drivers took over from there, taking them through numerous army and customs points on the border of India and Kashmir. They climbed as high as 9,000 feet before reaching the valley level of 5,200 feet at the Kashmiri capital of Srinagar.


  “If there be paradise on earth, it is here!” a seventeenth century Mughal emperor had reportedly described the unearthly beauty of the Kashmir valley. Indeed, it is believed by some that Jesus survived the crucifixion and spent the rest of his life here, and that his tomb yet exists in a section of the old quarter of Srinagar,10 whose history dates back to at least the third-century B.C. (Half a world away, Hollywood is on the exact same geographical latitude as Srinagar, as Hillman once noted.)11 Sri is a Sanskrit word meaning abundance and wealth (Nagar means city). Crowned by the jagged snow-peaks of the Himalayas, it was located on both sides of the Jhelum River, which as it meandered through the valley amid dozens of houseboats had given rise to a reputation as “the Vienna of the East.” Nine bridges connected Srinagar’s two halves, with the labyrinthine roads, bustling bazaars, and burnt-brick buildings lining the riverbanks providing a medieval-feeling charm. There was also a large lake (called Dal), numerous gardens, and dozens of shops known for traditional handicrafts.


  It was another of those remote locations of “notorious beauty”12 to which Hillman would be drawn all his adult life. There had earlier been Lake Garda in Italy, and the fabled Irish countryside. Later would come Kate’s family’s summer place in Sweden, and Lake Maggiore in southern Switzerland, both places where his writing output was prodigious. At twenty-five, in Kashmir he would remain “continuously longer than I have been anywhere without moving since I left America” five years earlier.13 Srinagar was a place, like the others, that nourished his aesthetic sensibility.


  “At last we come to rest,” Hillman wrote his parents. “We really do look like farmers as we move around; Kate has worn the same pair of American loafers and the same two white nylon blouses, and I have worn the same two pair of second hand khaki trousers continuously since we left Khartoum. I have a great straw hat now and Kate wears her white sun helmet.”14 They struck quite a contrast to the Moslem valley people, the men dressed in cotton pajama-like trousers, slippers and fur astrakhans or embroidered capes, the women in their wide robes.


  Due to the northerly geography and nearly mile-high elevation, Srinagar’s was a much cooler climate than prevailed in much of India. After spending their first few days quite chilly on a houseboat, Hillman struck a bargain early that June to rent a two-story wooden house on Gagribal Road, about a mile from the center of town. Its eight rooms, plus a porch, had been empty for four years, ever since the British left. The house had no running water, no indoor toilets, and no heat. But each room had a fireplace, and out back was a walled-in garden area with fruit trees and a large vegetable plot. The cost would be 750 rupees for a year, equivalent to about 160 dollars.


  James had written home from Bombay: “Fortunately Kate received her 300 pounds [from her family in Sweden], and we will be able to be quite well fixed for many months.”15 Here, in fact, they would be able to afford a “charmed life . . . two servants, a man to empty the toilet pots, odds and ends of gardeners and launderers.”16 James set up his typewriter in a room on the second floor overlooking the garden, and prepared to “see if I can write everyday for a long period.”17 Only two weeks after they settled in, he described this as “just the life I have longed for.”18 He was, he later mused, “sort of a colonial—with three servants and Aidoo, the houseboy.”


  During that first month of their stay, Prime Minister Nehru came to Srinagar. James and Kate went to a public event where he appeared, “sitting right up close on carpets on the grass while he spoke.”19 Nehru, mentored by Gandhi, had been a principal leader of India’s independence movement and was imprisoned nine times for political activity. They had been listening to another speaker describe having been jailed and beaten by the British during the last years of colonial rule. Upon hearing the other man’s bitter animosity against the colonialists, Nehru said something that Hillman would never forget: “Gold is refined in a crucible of fire.”20


  “MARRIED” LIFE WITH KATE


  Much would transpire, on a personal level, over the months that Hillman lived in Kashmir. His grandfather, Joel Hillman, would die, his brother, Joel, and sister, Sybil, would each get married, and his parents would uproot from their home in Hofheim, Germany, and rent a place in Italy. For James, this period marked the start of something he’d wanted badly for a long time—a life with just Kate. “There we were,” he said years later, “two young people with all our troubles, really beginning a married life together without realizing it. That probably occupied our psyches as much as being in India, when we locked ourselves into this valley and our little conjugal nest.”21


  In the early 1950s, living together unwed was not something that “normal bourgeois couples” did, even the young ones. “The whole time we were in India, no one in her family knew with whom she was,” Hillman remembered. “She still pretended she was with an English person, not with me.”22 Hillman also found himself compelled to cover up their lifestyle “experiment,”23 in terms of explanations that his parents could make to more conservative family members like his grandmother or to their friends. He wrote his mother attempting “to put your mind at ease when people ask about ‘that boy.’” He suggested “you can say Doug [Wilson] is interested in Eastern Religions and Kate in Handicrafts and I am writing and we found it economical to take a house all three.” Which, of course, wasn’t the case, since Wilson hadn’t accompanied them to Kashmir. “We are not at all Bohemian and just doing things contra-society for youthful bravado,” James went on, “but face our lives with care and sincerity.” As for people who wouldn’t be able to comprehend Kate’s supporting him financially, the family could say that he was “gambling my savings in an attempt to prove myself, or at least examine myself.”24


  He and Kate agreed that he would handle the outside chores while she did the inside. The house came with “some dreadful furniture, which Kate is now working on cleaning.”25 They had a male cook, and food was largely brought to their door. “We put all our food in ‘Pinkie,’ potassium permanganate, because all raw food had to be washed in what was called pink solutions,” Hillman recalled. “It was pretty primitive—everything cooked on the ground, just squatting on the floor.”26 Their only meat came from sheep (mutton steaks), as the “Mohammedhans” prohibited pork and Hindus didn’t allow the slaughter of cattle. However, eight ducks and six chickens ran loose in the yard, “which we eat slowly.”27 James planted vegetables including rows of corn, and he and Kate tinned pickles, plums and other fruit that they put in the cellar. In the attic where they kept boxes of walnuts picked from the trees, large rats had a field day moving them around. “I’d trap them in big cages and we’d hear them thrashing around all night,” said Hillman.28


  Their first month, after Kate experienced some severe digestive problems, they were directed to a surgeon who turned out to be one of India’s very best, and she underwent an operation at the Civil Hospital. In a note, James wrote to her: “lie very still and sleep a long, long time, dream, and remember your dreams.”29


  While Kate was recovering, he explored some of the old city. It was about a half-mile walk from the house down a dirt road to Dal Gate and the closest tonga stand with its one-horse-carriages. Hillman rode to the central market, with innumerable shops “all called delightfully: Cheap John, Suffering Moses, the Rogue of Kashmir, Chuckling Charlie,” where he walked about “looking at medical men with herbs and amulets, tatooers, holy men, and thousands of people coming to pray, washing themselves first in the river.”30 He remembered: “Everything was done in terms of the nine bridges. When you asked where something is, they’d say, ‘by the seventh bridge,’ or whichever.”31 And each bridge had its own character, the First being the town center, the Third the section of the old Mosque and antique dealers, around the Sixth and Seventh the workshops of “Cheap John” and company.32


  When Kate felt well enough, they took a river excursion on a shikara (houseboat), “the world’s best transport as the seats are really beds on which you can lie, with spring seats, pillows, and all embroidered with wool; curtains flap in the breeze.” The servants, Rahmana and Ismalla, came along to make tea and cook supper. On the return trip, they passed by “the body of a dead boy floating toward the pink lotus [river blossoms].”33


  While “living as married without enthusiasms from our parents,” as Hillman wrote in September to Wes Hiler, his friend from Navy days, “the purpose of it all is discovery of each other and of ourselves and we plan to stay away as long as we can . . . Kate and I are trying to build on each other, and on our common trust and love and ideals, which puts a strain on ourselves. We find life beautiful just now knowing no one but each other and being in each other’s company constantly. I have lost so much of my irritable self, and she of her citified ways, but the fight to drop down from the ego to the self is a hard one, and only rarely attained.”34


  Years later, Hillman remembered that, while he wasn’t reading Eastern thought during his first months in Kashmir, he was studying Jung and Western symbolism. The last line of his letter to Hiler—about “the fight to drop down from the ego to the self ”—was very much a Jungian idea, that there is a deep inner quality that transcends the ego, and which Hillman would one day adapt and refer to as “soul.”


  Life with Kate was expanding him, both inwardly and outwardly. “She was much more physically confident than I was,” Hillman said in 2007. “She’d had her luxurious life as a girl, but she was absolutely full of physical bravery. I rode horses as a kid, but I was afraid of it. I developed that with her.” His letters from Kashmir reflected this. Writing his parents about going three hours on horseback through rice paddies and fording streams was the “first time I ever enjoyed riding.”35 And two months later: “Under Kate’s promptings I now canter and trot, and the ponies can’t go fast enough to suit me.”36 By the next spring, Hillman was able to stay in the saddle for two full days.


  WRITING


  Looking out his “office” window at a pink-and-yellow cherry tree, James hoped to fulfill the longing that had been in him since he left the U.S. five years before. He quickly found, however, that full-time writing “demands far more from one than I had thought necessary to give.”37 He couldn’t answer his parents’ question as to when it might “pay off,” indeed “it may never at all. The point is however, that I am willing to face that major failure and even accept it if it comes, because I know that the test is what matters.”38 He confided to Hiler that “it requires all myself to be able to put one word down on paper which has any meaning.”39


  He’d had nine short stories planned but could only manage to write one. He sent to the New Yorker a “Letter from Kashmir,” with scenes of local wool-making and a tale of his table-boy catching a poultry thief, as well as this passage that might as easily have been written sixty years later. The Pakistan press, wrote Hillman, makes “its daily call to Jehad [sic], or Holy War . . . This call to rise, arm, and conquer in the name of Islam strikes the Westerner’s ear lightly unless he has also heard the response in the heart of the Moslem, who often finds the only way out of lethargic fatalism and poverty by deeds of fanatical religious violence reminiscent of the glories of the invading Moghul Emperors.”40


  In rejecting his piece, The New Yorker asked that he try them again, “but I am discouraged, because when I sent it off it was the best I could do, in that sort of thing.”41 A literary agent trying to place the piece then received turn-downs from Look and the Saturday Evening Post. James considered submitting to the Irish Times, with whom he’d occasionally published when in Dublin, but the article was never printed.42


  His planned novel was, as he initially conceived it, “about Europe and its affect on Americans43 . . . about four people touring France who go through every sort of intimate emotional relation.”44 He wrote his mother: “I fear you will find the style difficult and involved, which is my aim just now, rather than that abrupt terse prose which is so prevalent.”45


  Then, “on an idea of Kate,”46 he set out to achieve something far more complex than his original conception. The setting remained France and the overall theme one of “interplay between Europeans and Americans,” but he now conceived telling three stories of roughly the same length, dealing with three different subjects: love, politics, and family relations. The same four people would appear in each story. They would “metamorphose in age and looks and nationality but retain their individual essence so that by the end of the three stories, or the ‘novel,’ you see the values of different sorts of people,” he explained to Hiler. “This will give a three dimensional view of character, rather than the more narrow one of seeing people under only one form of activity.” For example, one whose “determined narrow puritanical view” gets expressed in the first two stories “is shown to be a failing when it becomes selfish narrowness.” A Jewish male would metamorphose from “polished urbane and Europeanized American” to a liberal “old-school grand man” in his seventies until, shorn of all that, he “becomes sniveling weakness of a twenty year old son” when all four people become part of the same family in the last story.47


  As Hillman put it in a letter to his parents, “The purpose is to show that certain character traits can be, in one situation, constructive, while in another situation destructive . . . You might call it a theory of relativity in writing, showing that characters are what they are in relation to the others around them.” This was more than a “highly involved love story,” it was dealing with “psychological meanings in terms of individuals.” The moral of the book “is that one must continually fight against egocentric selfish constraining habits, but try to continually expand, to be ‘more’.”48


  The idea that one’s basic character does not change—no matter what age you are or job you have, no matter the circumstance of rich or poor, young or old—would be the subject that Hillman took up almost fifty years later in his book, The Force of Character and the Lasting Life. This work is a psychological study about the meaning of growing older, in which Hillman wrote: “To make some sense of later years and the often absurd predicaments and ridiculous degradations congruent with age, we do well to return to one of the deepest questions human thought has posed: What is character, and how does it force us into the patterns we live? What ages is not merely your functions and organs, but the whole of your nature, that particular person you have come to be and already were years ago. Character has been forming your face, your habits, your friendships, your peculiarities, the level of your ambition with its career and its faults.”49


  The novel began with a prologue in which Hillman informed his potential readers that we didn’t actually live “within those brackets” of birth and death. Rather, “we live between . . . both in and out of time and in and out of space. Memory wakes in us, making past as true as present, making the place we may be in only incidental, only setting for recollection or anticipation.”50


  Clearly he had taken on a huge task seeking to hang all this together as a piece of fiction, especially considering his stylistic ambitions: “I now write involved sentences with strained words, striving after an enrichening instead of the poverty of American pseudo-realist fiction.”51 He managed to complete the first two stories—“Tour de Force” and “Conversion”—and by mid-December had “begun the third part of the book, after much dread, for to begin the last round makes you afraid you won’t bring it off. It’s like winning two hands and staking it all on the last hand. But now it is begun, promises intricacies which I hadn’t foreseen, demands a certain inventiveness which, as a challenge, makes it all more interesting.”52


  He’d become friends with Gerald Hanley, an Irish-born writer who lived in Srinagar at the time and “a very humorous journalist type.”53 Ten years older than Hillman, Hanley had gained success with a memoir of fighting in Burma during World War II (Monsoon Victory) and recently published a novel about East Africa called The Consul at Sunset that had been lauded by Hemingway as one of his favorite books of the year. Hanley read the first part of Hillman’s novel and was enthusiastic, opening the door for him to send it upon completion to a Vice-President at Macmillan.


  As 1952 dawned, Hillman wrote his parents that: “work is just now going famously for I have come right into the heart of the last story, after futile attempts again at rewriting the second one.”54 But, within a month, a harsher reality set in: “I am now scrapping about three months work—the entire center story.”55 Instead of shooting for May, he now hoped to be finished in July.


  “My book has bogged,” he next informed his mother in March. He expressed the wish that Doug Wilson, coming soon to visit, “will be of some help. Hanley is of none, since his writing is so different . . . My worries over my book have me greatly disturbed, and these worries stem backwards from various unresolved conflicts. But this present state of Asian inertia may be a good thing. Ramakrishna one of the last Hindu saints said ‘as we advance nearer and nearer to God, He gives us less and less to do. Never fear.’”56


  PSYCHOLOGICAL GLIMMERINGS


  Unlike his friend Wilson, and unlike many Westerners that would follow in the 1960s—the Beatles, Allen Ginsberg, Gary Snyder, and Richard Alpert (Baba Ram Dass) among them—Hillman had not come to India in search of spiritual enlightenment. Nor was he aware that Jung, who he was studying at the time, had given seminars on Kundalini yoga and subsequently spent three months touring India in the 1930s. “The trip to India constituted a decisive point in my life,” Jung had said.57 In an article titled “What India Can Teach Us,” Jung saw India’s religion as embracing “the whole man from top to bottom,” unlike the Western variety that separated the rational from the natural human being.58 India helped Jung define individuation as “a mystery one will never understand,” a “lonely search” perhaps akin to the “process of dying,” for you had to give yourself “over to the impersonal” to seek it.59


  For Hillman, that same mysterious process was slowly evolving, surfacing occasionally in letters that foreshadowed a growing interest in the psychological. After almost a year in Kashmir, he wrote his parents: “I record my dreams, and have been for fourteen months and I find they went through a phase in Atlantic City which stirred my interest in the Breakers Hotel and the old relatives.”60 A number of letters to his grandmother, Sybil Krauskopf, expressed fascination with ancestral documentation. In one of these, he said: “When one writes a book—just as when Grandfather wrote his Lectures— one needs concentration and singleness of intent and vision.” He thanked her for sending along Rabbi Krauskopf ’s “letters on Tolstoy—or were they lectures? I have been very interested in Tolstoy’s approach; his notions of renunciation which he tried so hard to believe, but could never get his whole soul turned that way. I suppose these things must have interested Grandfather. I look forward, in years to come, of reading through his lectures and sermons.”61


  Early on from Kashmir, he wrote his father: “Dad, I dreamt, flattering for you, last night. Joel [James’s older brother] and I were ‘trying on your shoes,’ but they were too big; also I tried to lift you, ‘but you were too tall,’ yet you could lift me all right.”62 Years later, Hillman expressed wonderment that he “would write such a dream to my father— and so many letters to him about what I was thinking in those days.”63 Another missive to his father insisted he shouldn’t be concerned about whether James’s writing was producing, but should instead ask, “Are you learning where your weaknesses and faults lie?”64


  Scott Becker comments: “In hindsight, Hillman’s comment to his father becomes a form of confession: he is not actually writing the novel to have it published; rather he is engaged in self-exploration, soul-searching. To those of us without trust funds, this may seem to be the highest form of self-indulgence—the dilettante, surrounded by servants and natural beauty, gazing into the mirror and calling it art. But if we focus on the process rather than the outcome, and if we acknowledge that this is not an amateur novelist but rather a nascent psychologist, then the valley of Kashmir becomes an alchemical vessel, Hillman’s novel becomes the prima materia, and the process of reflecting on the novel (and not the novel itself) becomes the goal. Ironically, Hillman’s letters are a better record of the work than the stories he was writing.”65


  In that same letter, Hillman said he was glad that his younger sister, Sybil, was changing her college major out of psychology because he feared it only “added to her complicated introversion... Psychology is not like mathematics or History or French, but has a self-relating referent, which, unless your own psyche is in good shape, is bound in the long run to throw you off somewhat. Sybil, who is so far away from having a strong identity—due to having been adversely influenced by mother and me [author’s italics; in itself an interesting, if unexplained, psychological perspective]—was quite thrown by this whole new psychological world, especially in America where it is taught too intently and sometimes I fear, unintelligently.” Sybil, he believed, “needs to have time to find her own way and make her own mistakes.”66


  Hillman also urged his father to contemplate retirement, since “holding onto a government job after your period of necessary service is completed, is a bit soul-destroying . . . God knows I have enough trouble with my own problems, but I have given these matters thought and have read into those psychologists and philosophers who have given these matters special attention.”67 His father would, within the year, retire from government service.


  There was also this from Hillman, in regards to himself: “I can’t tell you how splendid it has been for me to live as we have been living. I expect the change you would find might be for the worse, for I have lost the facility of expression in conversation and writing and have to fight my way through shyness and awkwardness when meeting people. It certainly is strange, but is of immense value to me, for with the loss of the polish I am discovering something of, perhaps, my more mature self.”68 In Kashmir, he was re-finding—and perhaps deepening—an introverted part of himself that he’d experienced during those long Atlantic City winters, his hours alone in the Navy quiet rooms while attending the blind, and during his recovery from TB in the Swiss sanitorium.


  The onset of winter in Srinagar brought the cold realities of life there into fuller focus. “It is well to live in the East if for no other reasons than to lose your glorious illusions about it,” Hillman wrote after attending a wedding feast and witnessing the “corruption and degeneracy” of the wealthy Kashmiris.69 After describing a frantic fight with a wood delivery man who was trying to cheat him, he said: “Living in the East requires all the absurd displays that one reads of in books. I loathe it.”70 And later: “I came out to the East loving it, innocent, without prejudice, full of love. Now I hate them all! It’s fine to have servants, but to have to think for them every day, and to be in a state of war with them, and all the rest is exhausting; but somehow it seems better for character-building (to coin a phrase) to battle servants and the intricate affairs of daily personal lives, than to battle electric washing machines and toasters.”71


  But if his “glorious illusions” were being shattered, and his writing soon “bogged,” Hillman’s sense of the aesthetic was in process of being vitalized. “Is the calling,” he wondered aloud in 2010, “the combination of the aesthetic and the therapeutic? Actually, the calling was in the aesthetic, because that was the underlying change in the therapeutic that I tried to initiate.”72 Amid the exotic beauty of the Kashmir Valley, the aesthetic and the therapeutic were bound together.


  This was evinced in an encounter he had with the Guja people, “the nomads of Kashmir” who followed the weather up and down the mountains “and live in tremendous log huts built into the mountain slopes. They speak Urdu and go wandering from Tibet to the Punjab in India.” As any Europeans who journeyed up there were either missionaries or doctors, “at the next settlement everyone came forward and stuck out their arms for me to take their pulses.” He said he wished he knew how to pull bad teeth. “I wear khakis and puttees and leather gloves and look just like a medical inspector.”73


  Hillman observed long afterwards that his letters did not customarily describe landscapes and the physical appearance of things. “It’s like the spirit of the place that I pick up, and need, or get fed by. I must absorb something of the beauty of places like Kashmir—something to do with the beauty being part of that spirit.”74


  In his unpublished “Letter from Kashmir,” he had begun the article: “Here, under trees in the sun-light or in attic rooms around a water-pipe, sit individuals, families, or a gathering of artisans producing the woolens, the paper-mache, the silver and jewelry, and the wood-carving and wicker-ware.” He devoted several paragraphs to Srinagar’s shawl industry and “Shah Tosh” weaving. His letters also described visiting embroidery factories and attending an auction at the Maharajah’s palace, where he was “deeply impressed with the oriental quiet and beauty . . . This was the East, the true East, where wise men examined treasures.”75


  A passion for gardening developed—dormant since youth, but destined now to be predominant into old age. “In the garden I was in the psyche,” Hillman would write about a visit in later life that he made to Kyoto, Japan. “I realized that psychology was all around me, everything spoke psychologically . . . The garden makes the interiority of soul more intelligible and more beautiful.”76 A stone wall had surrounded his garden in Kashmir, enclosing four tall pear trees, five cherry trees, an apple, plum and an almond tree. Hillman dug up half the grass lawn, turned it over, added horse-manure and charcoal ash, and planted a vegetable bed of tomatoes, melons, cucumbers, beets, and more, all irrigated by its own well. The front part was reserved for flowers and provided shade from many old trees, including two small firs by the house, a honeysuckle over the wall, and some rose bushes. Hillman collected egg shells “a la granny for roses.” He wrote his mother, “I amaze myself with my own proficiency gleaned from watching you and from the little plots I had in Atlantic City.”77 Here he realized that “in the East the love for flowering trees is the core of their nature art, while we in the west are more appreciative of cut flowers. But in our garden, one by one, the flowering fruit trees will bloom.”78


  From his home to the not-so-distant forests, nature abounded. “You would love the birds,” he wrote his mother. “When I sit here typing, out the window I can see doves and ravens and hawks by the dozens; but also a pair of large vivid yellow birds with black wings, a pale blue white bird with a tail a foot long that flutters like a mermaid in the bushes, and then many woodpeckers and we hear cuckoos often.”79


  For eleven days, James and Kate had stayed in the hills south of Srinagar on the western side of the valley. The forests were filled with baboon-like monkeys that visited daily. “Hordes swung down through the trees to the stream bed where the waters flow through willows to enter the lake. There they chased each other, chatted and quarreled, carried babies on their backs, stole corn and ate rice from the six little paddies below our house... on our last trip—a ride of about fifteen miles up and down the valleys— we came across about 100 or more watering at a hole fifty yards down a slope directly below our path.”80


  In 1967, Hillman would close a lecture on the senex and puer, with a section that sought to redeem the lowly ape from our Western misconceptions. “Chinese and Hindu stories of the monkey . . . place him above us, winged, at the tops of mountains, with the sun and the wind and the sky. For all his mercurial shiftiness reminiscent of the puer, he is at the same time of the earth and the peasant, most alive on the popular levels of the collective psyche where monkey cults and worship of this figure still exist in the villages. He is a God and a Helper of the Gods.”81


  Hillman addressed the shadow aspect of living in Kashmir in an unpublished short memoir titled: “BEGGING: The Question.”82 This traced his experiences with being accosted by bums and beggars, starting with his childhood and moving on through his trips to Mexico and later in post-war Germany and when living in Ireland. It was, in fact, a psychological study of the questions that arose in the different kinds of situations— questions that most people prefer to avoid—and it concluded with the painful reality he came upon in the East:


  “Landing in India, I thought I would give a rupee a day away to beggars as a way of letting my money flow into the country from the bottom . . . yet another way of avoiding the question of how to feel when you are asked for money. I stopped giving. I come out of Lloyds bank with a thousand rupees and pass... the beggars . . . ten feet from the paying teller. They are professionals. They don’t have to beg... They worm their way into a man’s conscience via guilt and fear... So I stopped giving, resolved to give should someone appear who was really needy.


  “And the outcome? Is the Question solved? No. Otherwise I would not write this... If one gives, one must give out of acceptance . . . A feeling of awareness of the complexity of begging, of poverty and wealth, of duty and of God... And one’s own feelings, one’s own views, one’s own principles should not intercede between the act of giving. To give when one can afford is not giving. To be kind when one can afford to be kind is not being kind.


  “Yet, one must not be proud or righteous.


  “Giving is a sign of awareness of the common sin” There the piece ended but without a period at the end of the last sentence, as if there was yet more to be said.


  Hillman’s relationships with his two servants, who were brothers, brought the Eastern shadow to the fore in a personal way. They spoke little English, and Hillman spoke little of the two native tongues (Urdu and Kashmiri), making communication difficult from the outset. Having profited himself off the European black market, and in Srinagar using his wiles (and outdated Armed Forces Network ID) to talk himself into the local PX for cheaper and hard-to-get foodstuffs, Hillman was no stranger to striking a good bargain. Here, however, stealing and cheating were almost an art form. “This masculine pride of the Kashmiri has its underside,” he wrote in the “Letter from Kashmir,” “in a notoriously crooked chicanery which travelers record along with their memories of scenery and handcraft. The Kashmiri in Eastern legend is said to out-do the Armenian, who can beat the Greek, who can worst the Jew.” As he quoted a neighbor in one letter, “People come from all over Asia to study their methods!”83


  When Doug Wilson arrived to visit in the spring of 1952, he wrote to his parents: “Servants, stealing wood and plotting steadily below stairs, nevertheless bring everything, buy everything, and do everything.”84 Such was the dichotomy. Many years later, Wilson reflected: “They were poor Shiite Muslims and communicated in a language that was impenetrable, and Jim was concerned they were cheating him. At some point I remember him telling me he’d followed them around town when they went shopping—checking on the prices!”85


  Things reached a low ebb when Hillman discovered that he was being defrauded on wood and bazaar purchases, and that items in the house were coming up missing. The cook “makes the others steal for him,” and Hillman fired him,86 after which the cook’s older brother also departed and filed a complaint with the Visitor’s Bureau. Hillman responded that the complaint “with its elaborate lies and fantasies and misrepresentations was prepared in order to prevent me from carrying out my threat to ‘black-list’ them.”87


  Approaching the point where he would have to renew his year-long lease, and with his novel stagnating, it seemed that Hillman’s time in Kashmir might be running out. He would recall: “I got more and more neurotic, and I began to study my dreams. Energy was always going away from what I thought I was there for, to write a novel; it was going into myself.”88 In his horoscope, which he would begin to study in the near future, the planet Uranus in transit was about to cross his natal Pluto—an alignment that typically occurs only once in someone’s lifetime. An astrologer would read this as a time of upheaval, catapulting Hillman through deep inner turmoil and transformation.


  AN UNCERTAIN FUTURE


  Only after he’d been there for nine months “without much interest in the Hindu world” did Hillman begin reading Indian philosophy and history.89 As he studied the writings of Ramakrishna, simultaneously his Europe-based novel began to diminish in importance. Or so he said, although Kate wrote his parents that “Jim has been rather lost not knowing what to write the middle part of his book about.”90 A week later, Hillman wrote: “My dreams are negative and in consequence I cannot think of a thing to write about. I am trying now to break the habits, the discipline of writing each day which I had established and which has led to this inability to turn out mechanical prose. I am beginning to read into ‘Hinduism.’”91


  By mid-April, the book having “petered down into slick mechanics,” he’d become “more or less uninterested in it. It is in abeyance... I have no particular plans, but I am now beginning to be aware of India, of myself, of philosophy and psychology and other experiments, which the writing of the book, which is a directed conscious effort of will, of striving, of egocentric activity, have prevented.”92


  Was he realizing, in the Hindu sense, that what he’d been doing was all illusion? The replies from his parents are no longer extant, but clearly they were troubled by his sudden lack of resolve. Hillman urged them not to worry about: “my interests in India or Indian philosophy, or my lack of ambition . . . you must understand that my interest in philosophy is abiding, perennial . . . I did do my degree in it . . . and to come to India without at least looking into it would be rather absurd.”94 And just what was that philosophy? “I wish I could give you samples of my Indian philosophy, but at long distance it gets distorted. The main thing, or so it seems to me, is to deal with each thing in a practical way, and realize that what is lost, wasted, or mistaken doesn’t really matter.”94 Hillman would later remember that “letting things go without Western will power especially upset my father.”95


  Hillman’s explanation might seem more a young Westerner’s self-justification than an understanding gleaned from Indian philosophy. But as he put it in 2005: “All my reading about philosophy and Jung and other things did seem to be more interesting in a way, and I don’t think I had the courage to be a novelist. I didn’t have the gift—because I don’t think about people that much!” With that, Hillman laughed and then added: “I regard that as a failure on the one hand, but on the other hand it saved me—because I don’t think I would have been a great fiction writer.”96


  While Hillman finally immersed himself in Indian philosophy, his friend Doug Wilson was leaving it all behind. He’d “existed on a dollar a day most of the time, with a servant who took care of my clothes by beating them on a rock,” Wilson later recalled. However, within weeks after James and Kate left him in Bombay, Wilson was writing home: “The inward East! No wonder India’s been conquered by anyone who wished.”97 By November 1951, he’d broken with his yoga group and a sage who sat for hours contemplating his own image in the mirror, and begun traveling around in the teak forests and jungles of southernmost India.98 He’d been drawn back to the philosopher George Santayana, and also to depth psychology: “Jung posits a constant self-balancing tendency in the psyche,” Wilson wrote home, “always tending to restore a positive relation with that center, that principle of unity which he terms (not in the ordinary sense) the Self (as against the ego).”99


  By the time he met up with James and Kate again in April 1952—after taking a small commercial plane whose wings “appeared constantly to be touching the edge of the valley we were in, and then suddenly broke free at 16,000 feet, and you looked up at the highest range and down at the Vale of Kashmir and this watery world, absolutely dramatic!”100 —Wilson was ready for anything. It was, as Hillman described it, a “house party atmosphere almost continually—staying up late, smoking and drinking, sightseeing, people for tea, party-going, and so on. It has been delightful after our long months of missionary atmosphere.”101


  One of the parties was for the visiting violin virtuoso, Yehudi Menuhin. According to Wilson, Nehru’s daughter, Indira, had written to Gerald Hanley and a neighbor of Hillman’s, Mrs. Freda Bedi, seeing if they might rescue the Menuhins “from the incompetent clutches of the Visitors Bureau and allow them a little rest and real holiday after their tour of adulation and success through India,” proceeds from which the Menuhins had contributed to the Prime Minister’s Fund.102


  Hillman had known Freda Bedi for nine months. She was originally from England, before marrying an aristocratic Sikh, Baba Bedi, whom she’d met at Oxford. He eventually “attained mammoth size tilting the scales at 300 at least,” according to Hillman. At their first meeting, Baba had “talked at length filling his giant mouth and padding his slow moving tongue with cake after cake, while Kate and I hungrily watched.” Freda had spent six months in jail for fighting to gain India’s liberation, and Baba was credited with being the prime mover behind the “New Kashmir” manifesto of 1944. One of their several children was a little boy named Kabir, who later became an internationally acclaimed Indian film star. Freda, who would become close with the Dalai Lama, was made famous as the first Western woman to take ordination in Tibetan Buddhism.


  Thus did James and Kate, and Wilson as their guest, end up invited to the party for Mr. and Mrs. Menuhin—“a mountainous banquet of Kashmiri dishes”103 which, to the violinist’s chagrin, did not commence until his customary bedtime of 10 p.m. Wilson wrote: “Jim had prepared the fruit with lemons, oranges, pears, apples, cherries, mangos, apricots (wonderful here), whole plums. He’s quite an artist in these things.” Having heard Menuhin play two years before in Dublin, Wilson found the man “completely without inflation... generous in feeling, responsive, almost innocent in manner yet not devoid of irony.”104


  Hillman remembered in 2007: “Here’s this man—and I put him in my book, The Soul’s Code—who already had a violin at four. Menuhin told some stories that remained in my mind. One was about standing on his head to get blood flowing into it, which he did every day. Another, that he changed his fingering completely at a certain point in his life, which really impressed me, because that meant he had to re-learn the violin.”105


  In Kashmir that spring of 1952, it wasn’t only Hillman’s novel that seemed to have gotten stuck. He’d taken a ten-rupeea-week job being an English-language “voice” and writing some dramatic programs for Radio Kashmir. He and Hanley had gotten “involved in the Indian film world briefly,” working up several synopses and treatments before the producer left without giving any definite commissions.106 He’d been offered a teaching post at the Mission School, a job that “would enable me to penetrate through the veil, into homes, and into souls, and into English language.”107 But none of it panned out.


  By the spring he was fed up with “the fantastic ingrown atmosphere of British clubs in foreign parts, and this one here is the last remnant of the old empire.”108 Attending a dance at the local “club,” where most attendees were dressed less formally than he, Hillman was told by a retired Brigadier: “You can’t come to these things dirty, Hillman.” Doug Wilson, as Hillman wrote his parents, “had the good fortune of being in India, which has a less salubrious, but more radical effect on the mind and spirit than Kashmir with its echoes of the British Empire still sound[ing], ghost like, in the club.”


  The extraverted several weeks spent with Wilson provided a respite. His friend made it all sound romantic if not idyllic, visiting gardens and festivals, fingering local gems, and partaking in sumptuous feasts at Hillman’s: “wild bird, delicate teal, rich geese, chukar, partridge, or ordinary chicken or lamb in a Kashmiri curry... House-boatmen, traders and pirates of all kinds are out of their winter dens smoking their hookahs, imagining tourists swarming towards the Happy Vale now that the pass is open again over the mountains.”109


  In a psychological observation about their different characters, Wilson continued in his letter: “Jim has an inflationary effect on me, as I a deflationary one on him. I get carried away by images and textures of pleasure which he lives and savours and knows so well though the approach and attitudes are so hereditary and habitual with him that he feels cramped in them and is caught by sentimental images of liberation and transcendence. I should hardly write this letter in this way but for that naïve, unconscious response to Jim’s world and tastes which has by long association become an undercurrent in myself not without their own liberation.”110


  “I hope Doug has come and given you news of us and of himself,” Hillman wrote his parents that spring. He had. In a postcard to his own parents from Paris, Wilson wrote: “Visited Hillmans to explain their son’s demise, vagrant for vagrant.”111


  What next? Hillman told his family that he and Kate were depositing their clothes and surpluses in Stockholm, in anticipation of an autumn wedding. He’d now begun to feel “that Europe may be my home—or at least is my center just now.”112 But where in Europe, he gave no inkling. While, in earlier correspondence, he had several times mentioned perhaps going into the antique business (like his mother), that possibility no longer came up.


  All that seemed certain, of the year in Kashmir, was that Hillman had little desire to return home to America. It wasn’t only the politics, although he felt “the fact that Washington can’t understand Nehru shows their bigotry,”113 and wondered “why does our State Department lack understanding that [Communist] China is a fact?”114 It was also what he saw as the “cult of little boyism,” that which he would in later years refer to as America’s “addiction to innocence.” In one letter, he wrote: “Shallowness is one of our greatest faults and it comes largely from the fear to take the plunge into the unknown areas of yourself.”115 And in another: “Now the whole American system, economic as well as philosophic, is based on the stimulating of desires and then their satisfaction, only to stimulate more. It fails every time, and it is this, which I think is the root of America, which turns me against it and makes me want to live away from it.”116 Hillman believed that Europe better suited his temperament: “the life I have chosen and into which I best fit is one of reflection, and intellectual and aesthetic activities. I look at Henry James and Whistler and T. S. Eliot as examples of Americans who chose Europe.”117


  Was he done with the East and, after a year-and-a-half away, prepared to settle again somewhere in the Western world? Despite the lack of any real direction in Hillman’s life, (now that his novel was blocked), it certainly seemed so. Still, in June of 1952, he and Kate planned to make one last trek: through the Land of High Passes, and into the Himalayas.


  For the past couple of months, a Dutchman named Tontyn Hopman had been staying in a downstairs room of Hillman’s house. Hopman was an artist and astrologer who’d been living in Srinagar, off and on, for fourteen years. Hillman appreciated his “good sense of humor”118 as well as that “one gets immediately onto an easy, truthful level with him so that there is never any strain at all.”119 Hopman’s wife Clara was a well-known portrait sculptress, commissioned to do the only life-sized statue from the life of Gandhi and later a bust of Nehru (done over breakfast in eleven sessions—“she could not get his jaw right, as he was always chewing”).120 She had recently left Kashmir for an Alpine village in Switzerland, so that their three children could get a decent education at the Ecole d’Humanite.


  Hopman planned to join her soon, but meantime his interest in the esoteric teachings of the East had been piqued. “Hopman had a mystical side,” Hillman said in 2005, “and he told me that down at the Third Bridge by the Jhelum River was a man who could speak all kinds of languages, and that these simply came to him. He said, ‘Let’s go look for him in the bazaar, and you can see what it’s all about.’ And I said okay, why not?”121


  It was to prove a fateful encounter, one that in an unexpected way would ultimately shift the course of Hillman’s life and work.
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  IX


  OF PEAKS AND VALES


  As Tontyn Hopman recollected in some “autobiographical tapes” recorded in 1997, it was Hillman who said to him one day: “There is a guy in the bazaar, who writes poetry in languages he never knew. He is a Kashmiri Brahmin. I have an appointment with him. Do you care to come along?”1 Hillman wrote in a Psychological Commentary to the book Kundalini: The Evolutionary Energy in Man (published in 1967): “We had come upon the work of Gopi Krishna at a local fair, where a pamphlet of his poetry and a brief account of his experiences was distributed by one of his followers.”2


  In whatever way the subject was first introduced—whether by Hillman or Hopman—one very hot day toward the end of June 1952, James and Kate, accompanied by his writer acquaintance Gerald Hanley and by Hopman, went to see Gopi Krishna, who lived with his wife in a modest home within the busy bazaar. Hillman later recounted: “I went on the visit out of curiosity, skeptically, critically, expecting a mountebank, ready to argue, disprove, and later perhaps laugh. I recall the heat, the flies, and my shirt stuck with sweat to the back of an old leather arm-chair. He sat on a cot, reposed, round-bodied, in white, smiling. The look of his skin seemed different from others I had met during the past year in Kashmir; then I thought he looked healthy, now I might say he glowed. I remember the simplicity in which our conversation took place. Above all, I remember the eyes of the man: friendly, luminous, huge, softly focused. They attracted and held my attention and somehow convinced me that what was happening in this room and with this man was genuine.”3


  Gopi Krishna had been born in 1903, in a small village about twenty miles from Srinagar, and lived most of his life in the Kashmir Valley. Always an avid reader, he’d learned English as a teenager. He explained to his Western visitors that he’d begun practicing meditation at seventeen, after failing an examination for entering college. Having developed an ability to sit for hours in concentration without discomfort, he was in his mid-twenties and visualizing “an imaginary Lotus in full bloom, radiating light” at the crown of his head, when “suddenly with a roar like that of a waterfall, I felt a stream of liquid light entering my brain through the spinal cord.”4 He next felt himself slipping out of his body, completely enveloped in a halo, and soon was inside “a vast circle of consciousness in which the body was but a point, bathed in light and in a state of exultation and happiness impossible to describe.”5


  However, the initial euphoric experience had soon turned into one of constant torment, after he desired to repeat it again and forced things. This led to about six weeks of hell, in which he thought he was going mad or dying. “The moment my head touched the pillow a large tongue of flame sped across the spine into the interior of my head.”6 Repeatedly over the next dozen years, he struggled to stabilize his consciousness. The phenomenon of “super physical energy”7 that had seized him is known in the yogic tradition as Kundalini. This is a Sanskrit term for the primal energy of human consciousness, represented in the form of a serpent coiled around the spine. When awakened inadvertently or through ritual practices, it is believed to “unwind” across the various chakras, or energy centers, of the body. Gopi Krishna’s experience led him to believe that our brains are evolving and that his experience foretold for humanity “the emergence of a consciousness of the transcendental type.”8


  Hillman would remember Gopi Krishna “telling about the Kundalini rising . . . and about how these various languages came to him—he could speak in fifteen different languages. Then he said something about the spirit. And I, in my American practical side, said how spirit emerges from the body, and the body produces the mind which is more or less squeezed out of the brain; your basic Western, material, scientific thinking. Well, this shook him. He almost went into a trance, it shook him so much.”9


  Spirit, or Kundalini, did not emerge from the body, said Gopi Krishna. Rather, it could be understood as an internal biological mechanism. And it was responsible for creativity, genius, psychic abilities, religions and mystical experiences, and certain kinds of aberrant mental states. At the time, Hillman found Gopi Krishna’s response “a fantastic idea, revelatory. This was a big moment for me, that somebody could think the opposite of the Western approach. Not that I’m choosing between two points of view, but it was an important relativization of my point of view, which I had simply assumed. And this actually turned out to be so close to the theory of neo-Platonism in Ficino [a Renaissance philosopher] that it did in fact still bear upon my later thinking. It was as if it rang a bell that was in my own philosophy, but hadn’t been awakened.”10


  Jung had recounted once having a young female patient “who suddenly came out with the statement that she had a black snake in her belly. Well now, that is a collective symbol. That is not an individual fantasy, it is a collective fantasy. It is well known in India. She had nothing to do with India, but though it is entirely unknown to us we have it too, for we are all similarly human. So I even thought in the first moment that perhaps she was crazy, but she was only highly intuitive. In India the serpent is at the basis of a whole philosophical system, of Tantrism; it is Kundalini, the Kundalini serpent. This is something known only to a few specialists, generally it is not known that we have a serpent in the abdomen. That is a collective dream or a collective fantasy.”11


  In his first book, Emotion (published in 1960), Hillman would give “some attention to the history of the idea of psychic energy as a circulating flow within the organism”12 and note how the “ancient and complex model of the spirits of the soul finally broke up over the modern split between mind and matter.”13 In his commentary for Kundalini, Hillman would outline Gopi Krishna’s description of “the flow into the head of a living liquid light . . . called in Greek, Arabic, and medieval thought the ‘breath,’ ‘the animal spirits,’ or ‘spirits of the soul.’”14 Elsewhere in the commentary he writes: “Outstanding in the work as we go through it is the importance of the body. In spite of the seventeen long years of discipline, the author suffered a severe disorientation of consciousness . . . In this our author is a modern man, for it is the problem of us modern men to connect the body again with the spirit, rather than identifying spirit with soul or mind, to the detriment of body.”15


  Hillman went to see Gopi Krishna again for talks before departing Kashmir. “So then one afternoon I was over at his place and the heat, Jesus, tremendous heat, and I was sitting on this sticky chair with flies all around.” Hillman told him that he and Kate were planning a pony trek into the Himalayas, as high as fourteen thousand feet. And he remembered Gopi Krishna telling him, “Go high in the mountains, that’s very good to go high in the mountains, because that’s where man meets God.”16


  In 1967, Hillman wrote: “Because . . . unusual events occurred to me in the high mountains after meeting with Gopi Krishna, I tend to regard him as an initiator and a signal person in my life. Our meeting went deeper than I then realized. His eyes first led me to trust my own sight, my own convictions, beyond my trained skeptical Western mind. This was itself an initiation into actual psychological work which I only later took up.”17


  HIGH IN THE MOUNTAINS


  A full year before the meeting with Gopi Krishna, almost from the moment James and Kate arrived in Kashmir, the lure of Ladakh—also known as Little Tibet—had been beckoning. This was where the fine Pashmina wool came from, which the Scots copied for what the West called cashmere sweaters and cardigans. “The wool comes by caravan from Little Tibet and has a mystical origin,” Hillman wrote, “some saying it is found in birds’ nests; others, that it is picked from the snow goose; while a third story has that it comes from the downy throat hairs of the ibex.”18 Later, Hillman sent his mother “the poshest thing made in Kashmir,” a feather scarf said to be made from either the down of an unknown Tibetan bird or the ibex.19 In late September 1951, Hillman wrote his parents that he and Kate planned a two month long trip to Little Tibet. That December, en route to New Delhi, they “met accidently a German who drove us to the Ladakh border on Sunday before we left Srig... Most thrilling to be right in the Himalayas on old border of Tibet!”20


  The romantic idea of a trek could in part be traced to a man named Eric Shipton, a legendary climber who had been involved with most of the early attempts to reach the peak of Mount Everest during the 1930s. While Hillman was in London before he set out for Africa, by chance he had met Shipton at the Explorer’s Club. “He had these incredible, almost glacial, blue eyes. He was like the [Richard] Halliburton figure from my youth, the adventurer. And I had fantasy about the climbing—how can they do it?”21 In Kashmir, Hillman read some of Shipton’s books and kept up with his exploits through a neighbor, Helen Stavrides, who knew him. 1951 marked the year of the pioneering Everest reconnaissance expedition, on which Shipton took a famous photograph of “yeti” tracks (also called “the abominable snowman”) on one of the Himalayan glaciers at about 19,000 feet. The paw prints were thirteen inches long and eight inches wide, too large for a bear and too fresh to have been enlarged or distorted by melting. Shipton reported: “What really made my flesh creep . . . was that where we had to jump crevasses you could see clearly where the creature had dug its toes in.”22


  Hillman’s own “expedition” into the Western Himalayas commenced in early July 1952, after the winter snowpack had dissipated. He and Kate first took a day-long bus ride northeast out of Srinagar to Pahalgam (“Valley of the Shepherds”), accompanied by two servants. Waiting at their first stop were two “pony-men,”23 with a pair of saddled mountain ponies, to whose backs would also be tied the cooking equipment, china, pots and the rest. It was a day’s trek along the Lidder River, to a small shut-off valley base camp called Chandanwari. Beyond that lay the mountain chain of Sheshnag, meaning “Land of the King Serpent,” whose elevation reached 14,000 feet. The mountain inherited its name from its seven peaks, which resembled the heads of a mythical snake.


  To reach Sheshnag, James and Kate followed steep inclines up the right bank of a cascading stream, the spectacular and primeval pine-scented surroundings untouched by civilization. “We had to cross a couple of rivers on the ponies, which were flowing pretty quickly, and on ice bridges which were really dangerous,” Hillman remembered. “It was the melting time, and with the intense sun, these ice bridges could give way at any point.”24


  Sheshnag was the highest point on a pilgrimage route to the Amarnath caves, one of the holiest of the Hindu shrines. It overlooked the greenish-blue waters of Sheshnag Lake (“Glass Snake Lake”), frozen over until June. There, according to Hindu mythology, Lord Shiva—destroyer and transformer— curled snakes around his neck. Perhaps reflected from the nearby glaciers, sometimes it was possible to witness a brightly illuminated light “blinking” within Sheshnag Lake.25


  In 2004, Hillman would recount in his book, A Terrible Love of War, “in the 1950s, while I was pony-trekking from the valley of Kashmir north into the high mountains, a tribesman, probably from Gilgit, or a Pathan, came down the trail on his horse as we were climbing. Thin, hawkish, black beard, a lot of red in his blanket and dress. This single fearful moment on a steep trail remains vivid. Again the fierce gravitas, the distinguished highheld head and observing, yet diffident, look. We passed each other in silence.”26


  James, Kate, the servants, and the pony-men got as high as 12,000 feet on the rocky mountainside, where they decided to camp below the snow-line. James and Kate stayed in a wooden hut that had been built by the British during colonial days and was still used by pilgrims en route to Amarnath. There they remained for several days. “In the rare air, it was only cold at night,” Hillman recounted. “We took some little expeditions into the valleys, which were glacial. We wore dark glasses, but one of the pony men didn’t and got snow-blind immediately when the sun struck the glacier. The pony-men and the servants were all drugged out of their gourds, smoking whatever the hell they smoked. Every day, Kate and I got weaker from lack of oxygen. We’d go off in the morning to poop somewhere, but every day this was closer and closer to where we were staying.”27


  They were right at the edge of Ladakh, the “Land of High Passes” that had so intrigued Hillman, but venturing onward across the tortuous Zoji-la Pass was forbidden in those years to travelers without a military permit. “It was closed, you couldn’t proceed farther legally. And we couldn’t have proceeded farther physically. It was too hard.”28


  Hillman had come high in the mountains to be “where the spirit speaks,” according to what Gopi Krishna had suggested.29 As unsure about his future direction as he had ever been, here Hillman waited—even expected—to receive a vision. And there, in a little camp near the top of the world, on their last night at Sheshnag, “up so high you couldn’t breathe . . . I had a nightmare... It was a very simple dream, but it was actually a terrifying nightmare.”30


  In his Psychological Commentary to Gopi Krishna’s Kundalini, he would say only that “one or two unusual events”31 which he did not further describe had happened on the mountain. “I think that was a rhetorical device, saying ‘one or two’ was in order to make it seem to have less weight,”32 Hillman said years later.


  The “terrifying nightmare” proved so embarrassing to him that he was never able to relate it to anyone. Finally, more than fifty years later in December 2005, he was willing. “It’s still embarrassing,” Hillman said. “It was my mother and my grandmother lying in bed, like in double bunks. That’s all it was. This was to be where the truth, the revelation, would happen. But instead of Krishna coming down and telling me I’m saved or what a genius I am or I will get my novel done, I’m dreaming of my mother and my grandmother! That’s what was in my psyche. It shook me. I awoke in a state of huge anxiety . . . .33 I hated it. For years that’s what you get, dreams that you don’t want.”34


  “In the nightmare repressed nature returns, so close, so real that we cannot but react to it naturally, that is, we become wholly physical, possessed by Pan, screaming out, asking for light, comfort, contact. The immediate reaction is demonic emotion. We are returned by instinct to instinct.”


  —James Hillman, Pan and the Nightmare, 197235


  He and Kate had packed up to leave the next morning and slowly began winding their way back down the mountain. It was, internally as well, a descent. “That’s what it did to me—it made me go back, and down. That’s one way of seeing it. It’s also the dream of the mothers, which could be seen as what you encounter when you go to the top in India; in the high Himalayas, you run into the Indian mythologies and the importance of the mothers. But the mothers are also of the puer, the young man’s problem, getting freed from the mother. I have always considered this a very important dream and you can interpret it in many different ways. But the reaction is always a component when interpreting dreams. How did the dream affect the person, how did they emerge from it? And my emergence was horror and descent. As if to say, this is no holy place for me, this is a nightmare up here. Why? My day-world Western psyche was still defended against a mother-complex.”36


  Scott Becker commented on this pivotal moment: “Hillman’s reflections on his dream are instructive in that they draw out the stark contrast between the dreamer’s expectations (for a paternal blessing; a knighthood; a burning bush; a spiritual vision) and the actual image encountered in the dream (a maternal curse; a humiliation; a Freudian punch-line; a seemingly banal nightmare). We might add that a bed can be not only the scene of Oedipal desire, but also the cradle of birth and death; the sickbed of infirmity and convalescence; the place of fitful sleep and fevered dreams, and of madness. The dream says that despite the wish for transcendence, there is no flight, that we are fatefully embraced, embedded. (Perhaps this nightmare has an ironic sense of humor.) Another weighty pun: the bed is doubled, a double-bunk that debunks the dreamer’s adolescent fantasy, that says all thoughts of heroic escape are bunk. So the curse of Hillman’s dream is also its gift: the humiliation that brings a soulful initiation into humility and humanity. There is a parallel in the fairy tale, Rapunzel, which is well-known to Jungian analysts: the prince, climbing up to meet his bride, is met instead by the witch who holds Rapunzel captive. Horrified, he falls from the tower and is blinded by a thorn-bush that breaks his fall. James and Kate were making an equally naïve ascent, climbing too high and too soon, unaware that the witch must also be invited to the wedding, that the peaks include the vales. As Wallace Stevens wrote and as Hillman would later be fond of quoting, ‘the way through the world is harder to find than the way beyond it.’”37


  PEAKS AND VALES, SPIRIT AND SOUL


  His trip up the mountain and descent again into the valley remains a powerful metaphor for some of Hillman’s most important later insights about psychology. In his book on Kundalini, Gopi Krishna would write: “But for the care taken of me by my mother in my childhood and youth, under adverse circumstances and in the grip of poverty, and thereafter by my wife through all the critical phases of my transformation... I could never have emerged from the terrible ordeal alive and intact.”38


  Hillman responded in his Psychological Commentary to the book: “He admits that were it not for his mother and his wife, he would have died long ago.. . . Is he not just where he started: in the mother-complex, a victim of mother-matter, passive, delicate, dependent? . . . However, within his tradition, this dependent relation to the Mother archetype is inevitable. Ramakrishna, for example, was always the devotee of the Mother, while the Indian Holy Man is ever her son in the sense of drawing sustenance from life and earth which is the cow that must never be harmed. Only in the West is this attitude questionable, for we tend to view negatively the realm of the Mother and to call that inevitable dependence upon the material limits in which we are set a ‘complex.’ We in the West are often too quick to condemn the ‘Mother’ thereby cutting ourselves off from our own ground.” Yet Gopi Krishna “lives the opposites. On the one hand he is involved in the bold spiritual adventure, requiring the masculine virtues of endurance, courage and individuality, while on the other he acknowledges without shame his weakness, sensitivity and physical limitations. He accepts the feminine root, not only of the Kundalini, but of life itself, thereby showing us a positive relation to the maternal archetype.”39


  It had taken years, but Hillman had clearly come to terms with the mother-and-grandmother image that haunted his sleep in the Himalayas and for some time afterward. Gopi Krishna, recalling a time when he was unable to eat and reached a near-death state, wrote of “a vivid dream in which I saw myself seated at a meal with a half-filled plate in front of me, containing boiled rice and a meat preparation common in Kashmir which I ate with enjoyment.” Upon awakening, he had called his wife to his side and “in a weak voice I asked her to serve me nourishment every two hours that day.”40 Hillman wrote in the Commentary that he was “enormously impressed that our author was saved by a dream, and such a simple one: a dish of meat.”41 In the simplest of dreams, it seemed, could be salvation.


  However, Hillman would part company with Gopi Krishna when it came to the importance of going “high in the mountains... because that’s where you meet the spirit.”42 In a widely read and well-received lecture he gave in 1975 called “Peaks and Vales: The Soul/Spirit Distinction as Basis for the Differences between Psychotherapy and Spiritual Discipline,” Hillman described how “peaks have belonged to the spirit ever since Mount Sinai and Mount Olympus, Mount Patmos and the Mount of Olives, and Mount Moriah of the first patriarchal Abraham . . . the clamber up the peaks in search of spirit is the drive of the spirit in search of itself.”43


  The word “Vale” came from the Romantics, and Hillman took a “passage from Keats as a psychological motto: ‘Call the world, if you please, “The vale of Soul-making.” Then you will find out the use of the world.’”44 Hillman went on to note that “vale in the usual religious language of our culture is a depressed emotional place – the vale of tears; Jesus walked this lonesome valley, the valley of the shadow of death. The very first definition of ‘valley’ in the Oxford English Dictionary is a ‘long depression or hollow.’”45


  That is certainly what Hillman experienced when he left the peak and came down into what was known as the Vale of Kashmir. It could be said that this was his time of “awakening,” but not in the sense of Gopi Krishna’s ascension to spirit, rather of Hillman’s immersion in Keats’ realm of “soul-making.” As he wrote in the same essay: “From the viewpoint of soul and life in the vale, going up the mountain feels like a desertion. The lamas and saints ‘bid farewell to their comrades.’” But the viewpoint of soul “appears in the long hollow depression of the valley, the inner and closed dejection that accompanies the exaltation of ascension.”46


  Hillman continued to elaborate the distinction between spirit and soul in his landmark work, Re-Visioning Psychology, published in 1975. “Oriental transcendence,” as he put it, “once uprooted and imported to the West . . . urges: rise above psychological hassles and tangles, be wise—not snared, court bliss—not affliction . . . In the East this spirit is rooted in the thick yellow loam of richly pathologized imagery—demons, monsters, grotesque Goddesses, tortures, and obscenities. It rises within a pathologized world, chained by obligations, agonized.” But in the West, “it arrives debrided of its imaginal ground, dirtfree and smelling of sandalwood, another upward vision that offers a way to bypass our Western psychopathologies . . . By turning away from its pathologizings they turn away from its full richness. By going upward towards spiritual betterment they leave its afflictions, giving them less validity and less reality than spiritual goals. In the name of the higher spirit, the soul is betrayed.”47


  Harkening back to that early talk with Gopi Krishna about mind-and-body, in “An Excursion on Differences Between Soul and Spirit,” Hillman continued: “Today we have rather lost this difference that most cultures, even tribal ones, know and live in terms of. Our distinctions are Cartesian: between outer tangible reality and inner states of mind, or between body and a fuzzy conglomerate of mind, psyche, and spirit. We have lost the third, middle position which earlier in our tradition and, in others too, was the place of soul: a world of imagination, passion, fantasy, reflection, that is neither physical and material on the one hand, nor spiritual and abstract on the other, yet bound to them both.”48 Hillman situates psychology between science and religion.


  Jung had presaged what Hillman saw about the East-West divergence, writing in 1923 that “nowadays far too many Europeans are inclined to carry Eastern ideas and methods over unexamined into our occidental mentality . . . What has emerged from the Eastern spirit is based upon the peculiar history of that mentality, which is most fundamentally different from ours.”49 Jung had given a seminar titled “The Psychology of Kundalini Yoga” in 1932 and described it as “a model of something that was almost completely lacking in Western psychology—an account of the developmental phases of higher consciousness.”50 Jung believed that “the bizarre symptomatology that patients at times presented actually resulted from the awakening of the Kundalini.”51 Yet he had also seen a danger for people outside of the Eastern tradition: “The European who practices yoga does not know what he is doing. It has a bad effect upon him, sooner or later he gets afraid and sometimes it even leads him over the edge of madness.”52 (Hillman later said he had “Jung to thank” for his not “going East” like so many of his generation, “especially Americans and American Jews... ”)53


  WEDDING IN SWEDEN


  After their experience in the Himalayas, James and Kate departed Kashmir in style that July of 1952. Baba Bedi, their neighbor in Srinagar, was driving to New Delhi and offered them a ride in his long canvas-topped convertible “that had been used in the past by Gandhi,”54 (the Bedis had worked with Gandhi for India’s independence). Having shipped most of their possessions on to Sweden in burlap bags, James and Kate were driven across the extra tires on the side,”55 and onto the Indian plains to the Sikh holy city of Amritsar, and then New Delhi. From there, they flew to Tel Aviv to visit James’s former girlfriend Batia, who was now married. He and Kate traveled all over Israel with Batia and her husband Martin Strauss, “where I was using old style energy without any direction,” Hillman recalled, and “stayed three weeks.”56


  At the time, Gershom Scholem was a renowned lecturer at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem. He had emigrated from Germany in the Twenties, when Israel was still British Palestine, and become the first professor of Jewish mysticism at the university, founding the modern academic study of the Kabbalah. Scholem was also an ardent and articulate Zionist, and Martin Strauss held him in the highest esteem. So when Hillman decided to call up Scholem from the house “to ask him some question about Jewish studies or what I should study,” Strauss couldn’t believe his nerve. Hillman didn’t recall anything more about the conversation, but reflected in 2006 on “the fact I did this without any background!—Martin told this story again and again over the years. I mean, I didn’t know one word of Hebrew nor had I read one of Scholem’s books! Today I’m ashamed even remembering it.”57


  Yet, twelve years later, Hillman would come to meet Scholem at the prestigious yearly gathering of multidisciplinary scholars called Eranos, which Jung had been instrumental in starting and where Scholem had been a speaker for years. Hillman soon joined Scholem as one of the Eranos lecturers, getting to know and appreciate the man and his work before Scholem’s death in 1982. As Hillman later realized: “For the young man of the time to phone Scholem was such chutzpah. But for the daimon, if we don’t read these things historically, it’s not—somehow, I knew that’s where I belonged.”58


  Following their tour of Israel, James and Kate took a boat from Haifa to Genoa, Italy, and then onward by train to nearby Zoagli, where his parents were staying, having rented a house on the Riviera coast for the past four summers. But James and Kate felt distant from them, and the tension was palpable. “We’d come from almost two years of living in the colonial British world, whether Africa or India,” he recalled. “And Kate and I had grown cold, without realizing it.”59


  They traveled with his father to Hofheim and “spent our days in Germany quite efficiently,” James wrote his mother.60 Then he and Kate had taken the train on to Stockholm. There, with her parents long since separated, her mother Naima had remarried and retained a large apartment. Early in September, Kate’s father, Erik, who now lived in northern Sweden, greeted them at the station. It was the first time he and James had met. The planned wedding was still more than a month away, scheduled for October 10.


  “I don’t even know how Kate informed her parents that I was ‘the one.’ What they knew of our life together, who knows? But the mother especially didn’t want this marriage to happen, and had been studying English in order to discuss all this with me. (She and I had the same birthday, April 12). At the same time, there was this kind of closed rigidity going on in Kate and me.”61


  Unable to push his novel to completion, Hillman had become introspective and filled with questions and foreboding. “Was I actually going to get married? Did I love her enough? Did she love me? Did we really belong together?”62 He rented a temporary room not far from Naima Kempe’s apartment and wrote his mother an upbeat letter. “Everything here is going beautifully. We spent our first day driving around examining churches (we can be married in one and I do not need baptism). I am having a tail-coat made at Erik’s tailor at his wish. And we are going through the traditional maneuvers prior to weddings. Priests, music, wines, dresses, and relatives.”63


  Toward the end of September, he wrote again to his parents: “We have been having a busy time—mostly parrying people’s questions about our future and our past. All highly amusing. Tonight, we saw ‘South Pacific’ in Swedish of course. Not too amusing. Heard Yehudi Menuhin and Marian Anderson... Tomorrow is the big day when everyone calls to pay respects. We all dress up... Wedding presents pour in, mostly ‘things’ of assorted taste and uses. Everyone is elaborately kind and I feel quite humble.”64


  Years later, Hillman recalled: “Kate’s mother had to pick the church. She was extremely phobic and couldn’t go beyond a certain perimeter where she would be ‘safe.’ So we would get in the car and look at churches within the perimeter that we’d all approved of. We picked a very old, very beautiful church called Bromma.” A so-called round church, Bromma kyrka was among Stockholm’s oldest buildings, parts of it having been built in the twelfth century. “There had to be discussions with the Lutheran Bishop of Stockholm, who was going to officiate this very formal affair. This was going on all through September.”


  Hillman also remembered the “incredibly traditionally formal” atmosphere of Sweden in 1952. “We went to see one of Kate’s relatives, Torsten Friis, who was the protocol manager for the Swedish king [Gustav VI Adolf]. We all joked about Torsten Friis. But what was he? He was the man who established the formalities of what goes on at a dinner or banquet. So we made a trip out to his country estate for a dinner party. His wife was a marksman who would go out and shoot moose, and Christ knows what else! The women in the Kempe family were very strong. This was already winter, dark. Fucking miles away from anything. Dinner was precisely at 5:30 p.m., and you had to be there precisely two minutes before or two minutes after that. Kate and I went to the Friis household with her father, and got there too early. So we waited in the car in the cold, until the time came when you could ring the doorbell.


  “Then there was the whole business of toasting. Keep in mind this took place a half-century ago so my memory may not be completely accurate. But the way I remember it was: to begin with, a younger person may never toast an older person, you may only re-toast them within three or four minutes after you’ve been toasted. You look in their eyes, and you drop the glass to the second button on your shirt, it has to be right. Another thing was, you cannot toast the hostess because that’s a signal that you’re having an affair with her—unless it’s a smaller dinner party of maybe only six people, then it’s all right. Also you’re fourteen or so people milling around before dinner in the living room or salon, and the hostess tells you who you’re going to have sit at the table with you. Then suddenly a woman comes up to you, or I go to her, and one of us says, ‘Hello, we’re going to be together.’ We walk into the dining room in pairs. We’ve never met before, but she’s my companion for the evening—so I can toast her. It’s enormously elaborate. I actually enjoyed it. It also fit that cold part of my personality, the part that had been living colonial. I mocked it, but I was attracted to it.”65


  That was life on the surface of things. But as the wedding drew closer, beneath all the pretentiousness, the strain increased. Certainly this seemed like the next proper step in the bourgeois world (especially after living together for twenty months), and the parents were approving. But Kate, upon finally returning home to Sweden, “was pulled back into her old ways, her old style— under her mother’s influence, which was terribly strong. The Swedish world of the Kempes was comparable to being dukes in England, with so many rigidities: the formalism, the servants, how you dressed. It was like entering Europe of the nineteenth century, Freud’s Vienna, where everything is suppressed. So there was this incredible psychic tension. Suddenly, where Kate and I had been and our life together seemed like a fantasy. We’d been living as a married couple, and now we were like little children again—with this constant feeling of being completely awkward and unable.”66


  To attend the wedding, Hillman’s parents took the train to Stockholm from Frankfurt, where they had recently moved. They were accompanied by two close friends who had come over from America and had known James since he was a boy. The four of them had arrived in time for a fancy dinner two nights before the ceremony, where Julian and Madeleine Hillman met Erik and Naima Kempe for the first time. Madeleine had traveled with Kate in Italy and, according to Hillman’s sister, Sue, “my mother adored Catharina, thought she was just right for Jim.”67 Hillman would remember his mother uttering a “remarkable sentence” to Kate’s mother: “It’s so nice to meet you, the only Swedes I ever met before were servants.”


  “We got laughs out of some of this, so pretentious!” Hillman said. “We weren’t humiliated by it, because we were very close, Kate and I. But we were young, and you don’t have the weight, the depth, the size to carry everything. So it explodes. It exploded in Kate by running away at the last minute. That was her way of saying, do I want to go through with this or not? And with me, it was—what am I doing, I’m going crazy!”68


  They had gone from the Himalayas to the cold, severe atmosphere of Stockholm. It would be five years into the interviews for this book before Hillman could bring himself to describe what transpired immediately before, during, and after the wedding: “Kate’s former boyfriend was still around and he was an anthroposophist [a belief system based on the teachings of Rudolf Steiner]. Before she went off to Africa with me, she had been moving towards his spiritualism. Kate’s mother was also involved and I think her younger sister, Tonie, sort of. It wasn’t a big deal, but it was there—this world that Kate had left behind. Three days before the wedding—my family was about to arrive— and I realized Kate had gone off to see her former boyfriend.”69


  In Hillman’s “Notes on Calling to Psyche,” written for the author of the present work in 2010, he added: “Back in Kate’s room in the flat where she grew up, a day before the wedding (and in the midst of so much external trappings and duties), we were on the bed talking of him and her feelings—and I must have felt as if she was cutting out, or all was collapsing. Suddenly, I felt lifted off the bed. I had the sensation of extreme heat in the sacrum. Starting from the base of the spine came an upward movement, all the way up the back of my neck to the scalp. My voice shot up high, my scalp stiffened and rolled back, pulling my eyes up, lifting the eye sockets. It almost knocked me out.


  “I was terrified. What happened is, I had the kundalini (experience), but at once damped that idea down. I wanted no part of it! For the next day and a half, I was in that state. My eyes strained wide, my scalp pulled back. I went through the motions of everything, but I was not quite physically present. Just before the actual wedding, dressed in complete formal ‘frock,’ I remember feeling sick and went to the bathroom. I was on the floor, my head against the cool toilet bowl, thinking I was going to vomit. I remember looking in the mirror and seeing another face, a demonic face, like a possession.


  “I held onto the wedding. I wanted it. I believe we both did. The gold wedding rings we’d had made said inside ‘all shall be well’ in both. But it was all a tremendous strain for Kate, who looked absolutely beautiful. She had a fantastic dress and it was a wonderful ceremony. We knelt on the altar. There are some pictures of me at the wedding where my eyes are way up in the back of my head. It was a feeling in my whole body that I was going to go—or was—out of my mind. I was performing everything properly, but that was the inner feeling.70


  “I don’t remember who was my best man or Kate’s maid of honor. Basically, I was alone. I should have had one of my friends from Dublin, or Doug Wilson, or my brother as best man. But nobody came! So I was very unattached and unsupported, which contributed to what was happening to me.”


  After the ceremony, they went back to her mother’s apartment for a reception and dance. James and Kate spent their wedding night in a hotel and, the following day, took his parents along and they all traveled with Kate’s father to the Kempe’s family place in the north of Sweden. Then, returning to Stockholm, James and Kate settled into an apartment within walking distance of her mother’s “and set up housekeeping. It was a very large single room, which you could panel off, so we had our bedroom and a little place to cook apart.”71 There was a rug and an old-fashioned bathroom. Restoring the Stockholm style was an attempt at covering over the madness that pervaded the wedding period.


  “Good and evil was part of the fantasy,” Hillman remembered. “The American presidential election was taking place at the same time, the year that [Dwight D.] Eisenhower and [Adlai] Stevenson were running. I had a total identification with Stevenson, and the feeling that Eisenhower was like a demon. When Eisenhower was elected, I had terrible dreams of forebodings, very curious and really upsetting. He was a much milder figure than what I’d projected on him, but it seems that psychology was at work already, even if it wasn’t overtly spoken about.”72


  Hillman wrote his parents at the time: “The election did not please me one bit. Soon the whole lot will be in power. McCarthy, MacArthur, Dulles, Dewey, Taft... and Nixon. A strange collection of demagogues, and narrow protestants, with all the vices of the Mid-west and none of the virtues . . . I expect the worst fear, fascism, war. Fortunately, perhaps, people do not listen to dark prophets so because of secondary issues like scandal and corruption people think they have a change for the better. Well, we shall see, we shall see. Eisenhower at sixty-two is reverting to Kansas type having passed his hey-day. He is not the type of man who expands as he goes along like Churchill. The only mitigating factor is the Office itself which lends dignity and responsibility even to the worst. Nixon, tho’ is not far removed from Father Coughlin and Huey Long—and only death would give him dignity.”73


  Along with Hillman’s prescient foreboding about the new Vice-President, Richard Nixon, James was unable to shake the frightening experience that preceded his wedding day. “I couldn’t trust myself,” he remembered. “I didn’t know what I might do. There were fears that I would lose control of myself, or do something violent to Kate—fear of the knife we used to cut bread.” He suffered terrible stomach aches, which turned out to be ulcers. Kate wrote his mother that “Jim has bought seventeen small tropical fishes with which he is delighted and we have a fine aquarium with heat and light and plants.”74 The truth was, according to Hillman, “I spent hours and hours sitting in that room just watching the fish.”75


  With James’s ongoing instability during those dark Swedish months of November and December, finally he and Kate went together to see a Hungarian female psychoanalyst that someone had suggested, “to see what was wrong, what could be done. As soon as I got there, I had to get to a toilet to crap. We only saw her once. And the symptom I presented to her, I had for months afterwards. Whenever I went into a bookstore, I had to leave because I had to rush to a bathroom. It took me a long time to understand that I had to express my own shit.”76


  That was surely tied in with what he could not express in his blocked novel. Later, Hillman would write in The Dream and the Underworld: “There is a long association in our tradition between the bowels and insanity, even ideas of the bowels as the seat of the soul . . . Like death, diarrhea strikes when it will and all alike. Shit is the great leveler. We are crossing a border. Diarrhea signals the daylight order at its ‘end... ’ It feels like mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, and the wish is for nothing more than an enclosed and private space to take down one’s pants.”77


  All during this period, they were busy meeting Kate’s relatives as well as making plans to return to India. “I was going back to study Indian dreams, to collect these and see what they dreamt up compared to what we Westerners dreamt up. To do a doctorate at an Indian university was my planned escape.”78 His parents didn’t like the idea, and Hillman wrote his father: “I presumed that our decision would upset you all, but you must recall that I promised to go back to India only if we were completely clear about it. Well we are. And we are no longer in the mood and state of last October—so you must no longer visualize us as so.”79


  That may have been a white lie but, as Hillman remembered: “In the meantime, Kate’s father was telling me that I could do something in Stockholm, maybe work for his paper company. I didn’t want to stay in Sweden. Kate was ambivalent but she also was desperate to get away because the family pull was so strong. She was twenty-four and an adult, and she had to be tough with her father because he managed the money she had inherited from her grandfather, which we needed in order to live. One of her points was, ‘You can’t deal with me, this is not a business deal.’80 He had the power to prevent us from leaving, but he didn’t. He was very decent.”81


  After her father relented on holding onto her money, James and Kate’s plans for the future seemed to be coming into sharper focus. They would stop off and see his parents in Frankfurt, then sail to America on the Brittania and, after visiting his siblings, likely “go trans-Pacific to India—in any case it is a seven week journey from America.”82


  James and Kate left Stockholm on January 21, 1953, taking a train down to Basel, Switzerland. They were en route to pay a visit on Tontyn and Clara Hopman. Soon after the wedding, Hillman received word that Tontyn, while in New Delhi to collect commissions for his wife’s sculptures, had suffered a nervous breakdown and given all of his money away. “I was down and under, in the end, in India,” Hopman reflected in 2005. So Kate had dispatched the air fare for Tontyn to rejoin his family in the central Swiss Alps, where he’d then landed a job teaching at his children’s school, the Ecole d’Humanite.


  James and Kate stayed with the Hopmans for a fateful three weeks. Besides books about India, Hillman was continuing to read Jung and other depth psychologists. Tontyn Hopman was also interested in Jung—and he happened to have a program of courses for the C. G. Jung Institute in Zürich. After perusing the program one day in early February 1953, James and Kate decided to go check out the Institute and perhaps “attend for a week or so.”83 The steamship tickets already purchased for their ultimate destination of India, after all, weren’t scheduled until May. Though he had no idea of it, Hillman was not to see India again.


  IMPACT OF THE EAST


  In his autobiography, Kundalini, Gopi Krishna would write: “I studied my condition thoroughly from day to day to assure myself that what I experienced was real and not imaginary... It would be a fallacy to assume that I was the victim of a hallucination. Subsequent events and my present condition absolutely rule out that possibility. No, the crisis I was passing through was not a creation of my own imagination... there was no escape for me from the storm of nervous forces which blew through my system day and night, released unexpectedly by my own effort.”84


  So it would be, in its way, for Hillman. “I was not interested in pursuing Kundalini on my own behalf,” he recalled. “What I wanted to go into analysis for was to find out about it, and make sure it didn’t happen again. It wasn’t fear of depression, but that I didn’t know what was wrong and could go crazy. What I now see is that the deeper strength of me was emerging. It was the breakdown into the deep. Or the up rush of the deep. It was also an initiation into depth psychology. The calling—if you follow The Soul’s Code—comes through the unusual, the strange things that happen. What’s so interesting is, these occur in the midst of where everything is so tightly organized [in Sweden]—I mean the church, the bishop, the tail-coat, the wedding dress, the party, the invitations. Everything so perfectly laid out.”85


  Historically, the emergence of depth psychology with Freud and then Jung had been paralleled by the translation and widespread dissemination of texts of yoga. As Sonu Shamdasani writes in The Psychology of Kundalini Yoga: Notes of the Seminar Given in 1932 by C. G. Jung: “Depth psychologies sought to liberate themselves from the stultifying limitations of Western thought to develop maps of inner experience grounded in the transformative potential of therapeutic practices.”86 In Memories, Dreams, Reflections, recalling his “confrontation with the unconscious” that began around the time of World War I (and is fully explored in The Red Book), Jung wrote: “I was frequently so wrought up that I had to eliminate the emotions through yoga practices.”87 When visiting Calcutta in 1937, Jung knew that he had “reached beyond the Christian world” but couldn’t bring himself to “cross over . . . I wanted to keep my head above it and save myself from ethics by taking refuge in morals.”88 Jung concluded, finally, that “in the course of the centuries the West will produce its own yoga, and it will be on the basis laid down by Christianity.”89


  Jung’s emphasis on Christianity was where Hillman diverged, although he “read Jung’s turning away from the East (tho’ not from Chinese psychology) in terms of my own separation of spirit from soul.”90 Hillman certainly seemed to be speaking from experience when he wrote in “Peaks and Vales”: “Sometimes going up the mountain one seeks escape from this underworld, and so the Gods appear from below bringing all sorts of physiological disorders. They will be heard, if only through intestinal rumblings.... ”91


  In his future psychology, Hillman would not in fact see the dichotomy between East and West as the key to understanding the intersection of religious disciplines and psychotherapy. While many “would draw that line spiritually—that is, vertically—creating East and West across the mountaintops... I would draw the line horizontally, as rivers flow, downward.” For Hillman, “the true passion is between North and South, between the upper and lower regions, whether they be the repressive Northern Protestantism of Europe and America on the one hand, and on the other, Southland, the oppressed Mediterranean, the Latin darkness below the borders, across the rivers, under the Alps.”92


  In the East, however, “there seems to be a way of understanding images, which is so fruitful for my work in psychology, particularly in Chinese and Japanese thought.” But he was “not so sure about Hindu—which is more philosophical it seems to me, more symbolic.”93 In his later years, Asia would speak to Hillman in other ways, most notably in Japan. His third wife, Margot McLean, had been born in Japan and retained a strong Japanese aesthetic that helped open new sensibilities in Hillman when they traveled there together. “Only when I went to Japan, one of my visits, and was walking in the gardens [of Kyoto], I realized that the psyche is not just, as we call it in psychology, something that sits inside my head, or in my history, or my feelings, but it is all around us. And that is a Japanese way of understanding the living quality of the psyche, that it is in the world.”94


  In a letter written in 2000 to his friend Kazuhiko Higuchi, Hillman said: “Japan has a profound effect on me; more than any other country I travel to. It somehow suits some very basic level of my mind and feeling: the relation to nature, the discipline of duty, the imagistic perception, the childlike enjoyment of small things, the continued sense of the underworld. These are components of my philosophy of life and they are basic to your language, your psyche, your country.”95


  Japan thus offered something that was not spiritual, so much as aesthetic. The latter was what Hillman had ultimately gained from his time in Kashmir as well. It was during this period that he had begun to recognize the distinction between spirit and soul. He could draw from the East, but he would always be a Westerner. Perhaps a “debate” Hillman had with Deepak Chopra in 2005 illustrates this as well as anything. Chopra, born in New Delhi in 1946, is a best-selling New Age author who runs his own alternative medical center with a focus on the mind-body relationship. They met to discuss “War, Peace and the American Imagination” at Emory University, not long after Hillman’s latest book (A Terrible Love of War) was published.


  Early in their dialogue, Hillman noted that “unfortunately we have images of peace that are passive, nothing happening, no trouble, white doves, olive branches... ” What Chopra was defining as peace in the Eastern tradition—as he put it, “the transcendence of opposing energies that allows one to dwell in the state of pure consciousness... ”—Hillman basically found “bloody boring... Peace where there is something to fight for or stand for or resist or believe in or find work in [is] not simply an absence of war, that’s the incorporation of war in something.” (Later, Hillman recalled this as being an idea first expressed by the American philosopher William James in his essay, The Moral Equivalent of War.)96


  When Chopra sought to draw comparisons from Buddhist traditions to the Jungian idea of psyche and “the sphere that differentiates into the archetypes and then into the personal development,” Hillman responded that he would “like to go back to the diabolic imagination. I’d like to come down. How do we account in our culture for the fertility of a diabolic imagination?... When the imagination has lost its cultural archetypal roots, when it is no longer fed with value... then it becomes a kind of self-destructive fantasy.” This could be seen in the video war games, and the real “war games” as well.


  Later, after Chopra spoke of the importance of shifting “our allegiance to the feminine archetypes,” (he named Hera, Demeter, Athena, Artemis, Persephone, and Aphrodite) so that we might “begin to tell ourselves these new stories . . . we will see the emergence of a new culture and use of language.”


  Hillman responded: “I said we were addicted to innocence, we’re also addicted to newness. Every bloody thing in America has to be new, why?... Why are we talking about emergence, evolution... Why are we talking about what’s coming. We don’t know what the hell’s coming, let’s face that right off the bat. We know what’s here, and it’s pretty bloody serious... we are in a very serious destructive phase, and it doesn’t do us any good to be wishful and hopeful, it does us a lot more good to be faithful to what is, what really is, and to struggle with it.”97


  That was his position on America in the early twenty-first century. It was also what James Hillman was examining in his own life—being faithful to the struggle with what is—at the time he arrived in Zürich and at the Jung Institute in the spring of 1953.
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  X


  ZÜRICH:THE EARLY STUDENT YEARS


  Switzerland had always proved a hospitable land for revolutionary thinkers. Nietzsche had lived in Basel, Einstein in Bern, Rilke and Hesse in the Alpine. One of the spiritual centers of the Reformation, Switzerland was already a democracy by the mid-nineteenth century, at a time when the rest of Europe remained more or less feudalistic. Located in the heart of the continent, and with a long history of neutrality and egalitarianism, it was among the first nations to allow mental patients out of asylums and admit women into practicing medicine.1 By the time that Carl Gustav Jung moved to German-speaking Zürich in 1900, Switzerland’s largest city was one of the most progressive international centers in the new field of psychiatry (primarily due to the work of Forel and Bleuler at the Burghölzli Hospital).


  In late February 1953, when James and Kate arrived in Zürich, Jung and his wife Emma had just celebrated their golden wedding anniversary.2 In his late seventies, Jung was a legendary figure in Europe and America. He had been born in 1875, the son of a Protestant minister and a mother fascinated by the occult. Once a student of Freud and his “crown prince elect” before a permanent rift between them occurred in 1912, Jung developed a new theory of the unconscious which acknowledged both personal and collective dimensions, the latter in part comprising archetypal structures common to all peoples and cultures. He was the founder of analytical psychology, so named to differentiate it from Freud’s psychoanalysis. And he had coined many psychological terms to describe aspects of the human condition: extravert and introvert; anima and animus; archetype, shadow, and persona.3


  By the 1950s, Freudian and Jungian schools were rife, and interest in psychology would hit a peak during those early years of the nuclear age. Across the Atlantic, Rollo May published The Meaning of Anxiety in 1950; Carl Rogers followed the next year with a major work on Client-Centered Therapy. In 1952, the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders (DSM) was first put into circulation by the American Psychiatric Association. B. F. Skinner outlined his theory of behavioral therapy in 1953, the same year that The Interpersonal Theory of Psychiatry by Harry Stack Sullivan appeared and a Code of Ethics for Psychologists was developed by the American Psychological Association.4


  But while America was leading the way in setting forth new psychological theories, Switzerland had its own unique “cast of characters.” For one thing there were the followers of Léopold Szondi, a Hungarian psychiatrist who had settled in Zürich after his release from a Nazi concentration camp. His Szondi test was a “projective personality” exam where the subject was shown a series of photographs depicting the faces of mental patients and told to choose the two most appealing and unappealing ones— supposedly a reflection of the patient’s own pathology.5 There was also the daseinanalysis of Medard Boss, who applied the philosophical constructs of his friend Martin Heidegger to an existential psychology (one of his most important suggestions for a patient was Gelassenheit, “let things go”).6 Freudian psychology was still big in French-speaking Switzerland, where the first psychoanalysts had practiced in the 1920s.


  Hillman would one day write that Zürich possessed a remarkable “emotional climate” for “an objective tradition in psychology which goes beyond the personal.”7 In that regard, the leading light was still assuredly Jung. Hillman, as we saw, was already familiar with the famed psychologist: his friends John Stern, Morris Philipson, and Doug Wilson had all fostered this interest in him, which had first manifested during Hillman’s recuperation at the tuberculosis sanitorium in the Alps. Most recently, in Kashmir, Hillman had read a number of Jung’s books. There was also a connection through his friend Valerie Donleavy, whose mother was a fervent Jungian and lived parttime in Zürich.


  Though Hillman didn’t plan to stay long, he was plagued with “a personal question I wanted to ask somebody, both a question about studies and about my neurosis—my own psyche,” as he put it in a 1970 interview for the C. G. Jung Biographical Archive.8 Specifically, Hillman needed to know about the breakdown that occurred shortly before his wedding and that he feared could surface again. So, after Tontyn Hopman showed him the pamphlet about the C. G. Jung Institute, James and Kate had shortly thereafter taken trains from the Alps down to Zürich, where a taxi dropped them at a small hotel “near the lake promenade, not far from the center of town, where we have a large comfortable room.”9


  The next day: “Mr. [Joseph] Stalin ‘went to his reward.’ The local papers report it only in small print. Very little stirs Zürich,”10 Hillman wrote his parents. He went to see Aniela Jaffé, the secretary at the Jung Institute, who suggested that he and Kate take in one of the lectures there. They attended a seminar given by Rivkah Scharf-Kluger, one of the leading female figures around Jung and whose specialty was Jewish scholarship. After it was over, Hillman turned to his wife and said, “Well, I’m glad I have been here, because I know this place is not for me.”11 He didn’t like the lecture, or the lecturer, or the students who attended. He got a few addresses and went to see some of the people involved with the Institute. “Oh God, this place is old fogies, old ladies,” he remembered thinking.12 It all felt “desperate” to him. Two days after they’d arrived, he and Kate left Zürich, not intending to return.


  They had already booked a return passage by steamship to India for May, and their trunks were packed and waiting for them back in Stockholm. Yet during another stop-over in Frankfurt, Germany, where his father was still stationed with the military, Kate went to see a skin doctor for a painful skin affliction. Hillman would recall “sitting alone on a park bench in a little square, and making up my mind to postpone India, stay on in Zürich, and go into an analysis.”13 He couldn’t explain the decision, beyond the lone surety that he was “a mess.” Though Hillman was not aware of it, Jung had written something perhaps apropos in a 1934 essay titled The Meaning of Psychology for Modern Man: “Even if the whole world were to fall to pieces, the unity of the psyche would never be shattered. And the wider and more numerous the fissures on the surface, the more this unity is strengthened in the depths.”14


  THE JUNG INSTITUTE


  “So there was a mystery in Zürich, there was more than cuckoo clocks. There was irony. There was rebellion. There was the Café Voltaire and the birth of Dada, right in the middle of the bloodiest war ever fought on European soil. . . . There was Zürich telling the blood-drenched, decaying, hypocritical world that sanctioned death in the trenches in the name of a higher rationality: ‘All that we see is false . . .’ Zürich as an urn of archetypes for the modern world? . . . Did not James Joyce sing bawdy songs at the Café Terrasse that played on words with the annunciatory glees of the forthcoming Ulysses? Did not Lenin constantly attend the Café Odeon prior to his departure to Russia in the famous sealed car?... Did not all of these ghosts walk on the waters of Lake Zürich?”15


  —Mexican novelist Carlos Fuentes, 1950


  Hillman found: “a very moral atmosphere in Zürich. Once Kate, who had beautiful feet, was wearing a sort of rubber-soled sandal with a silver strap between the toes. She got on a tram and somebody shouted: ‘Naked feet!’”16 Yet in this city famous for gnomes, chocolate, watches, and gold hidden away in bank vaults, Hillman would also discover “an inner core of thoughts and images,” and that the Swiss “have a very innate gift for the psyche.”17 He said in an interview in 1978: “There’s certainly a soul of a place . . . And surely Zürich is a place where people even come from all over the world to go and dream in... Big trade in dreams there, not only in gold . . . you could say there’s a psychic geography.”18


  Canadian novelist Robertson Davies set the second volume of his Deptford Trilogy (The Manticore, 1972) amid the Jung Institute’s psychic geography. It was the chronicle of a man’s inner growth as he learns that the world is about more than the rationalism his academic life has focused upon. “When did you decide you should come to Zürich, Mr. Staunton?” the novel begins. “When I heard myself shouting in the theatre,” the protagonist replies. Davies’ character goes on to describe how “the atmosphere of the whole Jung Institute, so far as I saw it, puzzled me. It was one of those tall Zürich houses with a look that is neither domestic nor professional, but has a smack of both. I had had to ring the bell several times to be admitted through the door, the leaded glass of which made it impossible to see if anyone was coming . . . I think I expected something that would combine the feeling of a clinic with the spookiness of a madhouse in a bad film. But this was – well, it was Swiss.”19


  It was the latter part of March 1953 when the Hillmans returned to rent a one-room apartment in the heart of the city. Again at the suggestion of Aniela Jaffé, James began undergoing a Jungian analysis with Carl Alfred Meier, considered “the most important man around Jung, who was surrounded by many women disciples.”20 “Fredy,” as his friends had called him all his life, had been appointed the first president of the C. G. Jung Institute five years earlier. Born in April 1905, Meier had met Jung as a boy, been through analysis with him in the 1920s, obtained a medical degree from the University of Zürich, and started his own private psychiatric practice around 1930. During World War II, he’d served as Jung’s private secretary. “Fredy Meier was an extremely welcoming host, who liked his Scotch, Campari, and good French wines,” wrote Thomas B. Kirsch in The Jungians. “He loved to read Homer in Greek and was a gifted classical musician. Before attending an opera he would always go through the score first . . . he would spend at least a month a year on an island off the Italian coast diving and swimming.”21 In 1948, Meier had taken over Jung’s professorship at the Federal Polytechnic Institute, and become president of the Analytical Psychology Club as well as the newly-formed Jung Institute.22


  Jungian training centers in London and San Francisco had opened right after the war, but Jung had initially opposed the idea of an Institute bearing his name. Still, it came to seem a necessity when many British and Americans who had been in analysis with Jung before the war returned to Zürich with the hope of resuming, or at least studying his psychology through a formal program. A fight had ensued among Jung’s followers over how best to organize the Zürich Institute. Eventually Jung had proposed a governing board called the Curatorium, with the initial five (later seven) members elected for life or until they chose to step down. Jung insisted that Dr. Kurt Binswanger, part of a renowned medical family in Zürich, serve on the Curatorium;23 Binswanger, as it happened, was a distant cousin of James Hillman.


  The Institute’s classes were taught in the same Gothic, ivy-covered building of gray sandstone as the original Analytical Psychology Club that Jung had organized in 1912. The Club itself still existed, with Jung’s female followers each having their designated chairs in a living room on the first floor. Just above that, the Institute lectures were held in a large room.


  According to The Jungians: “The Institute was set up along the lines of a European university, with many classes and non-compulsory attendance, the only requirement being that students pass a test in a given subject at the end of the year. Admission requirements included the minimum of a master’s degree in any field, along with a personal biography and interviews. The lack of specificity in a clinical discipline went along with Jung’s idea that a non-clinical background could be an appropriate foundation for becoming an analyst . . . .via theology, economics and philosophy, just as readily as through the traditional disciplines of medicine, psychology, and social work... The Institute was created to be international in character and offered tracks in German, English, French, and Italian. The vast majority of the early students were either American, British, or Swiss. For many years the number of students hovered around thirty at any given time, and the atmosphere was lively, intimate, and the discussions intense.”24


  Jung had taken an active role until 1950, at which point he’d decided to resign from the Curatorium due to aging health so that he could devote his time to writing. The Institute’s teaching then fell to his “disciples” and, according to Hillman’s recall, “Meier had all kinds of gestures that were like Jung. He smoked like Jung. [Marie-Louise] Von Franz was also imitative of Jung, spoke with a certain affectation in her voice.”25


  Hillman’s first semester at the Institute lasted from the end of April through early July 1953. Before classes started, he and Kate had spent a couple of weeks alone in his parents’ rented house by the sea near Zoagli, Italy. Upon return to Zürich, “last week we went to many lectures and have chosen our program and I am already engaged in some research,” Hillman wrote his parents.26


  “There were a lot of very weird people at the Institute in the Fifties,” he would recall in 2005, “old ladies and Jungian fanatics, young gay men who had escaped [out of the closet], a prince from Sweden and a prince from Italy, really quite a mixed group!”27 Yet, despite his initial reluctance, Hillman quickly became an eager initiate into what he came to call “the cult of Jung.”


  “I use the word ‘cult’ correctly. I was always aware that there was a kind of dogmatism about the teaching. [But] there was the feeling of being special because there were so few of us [students]. We were all deeply involved in our own analysis and listened carefully to these teachers... We learned symbolism, history of religions, primitive rituals, and Jung’s psychology along with the history of psychiatry.”28


  The classes were university-level lectures, and each had anywhere between seven and nineteen students. The first courses Hillman took were Marie-Louise von Franz’s popular “Archetypal Patterns in Fairy Tales,” Carol Baumann’s “Great Mother and Her Symbols,” Victor White’s “Catholic Beliefs and Practices,” and Rivkah Scharf-Kluger’s “The Idea of the Chosen People in the Old Testament.” That summer, he would add Jolande Jacobi’s “The Self and Its Symbolism.” Kate also enrolled at the Institute for a time and, since some courses were in English and others in German, both she and James commenced night study of the latter at a Berlitz school.


  It was heady stuff, new territory unlike anything Hillman had ever explored. His education had been broad. He had traveled widely, spoke several languages, and had read a great deal. “But now I was confronted with mysteries beyond my ken... I found the ideas very exciting and difficult—real ideas that took a lot of work.”29


  He wrote his father: “ . . . the borderlines of many fields touch Jung’s views of psychology. Prof[essor Wolfgang] Pauli who won the Nobel prize for Physics, and [Adolf] Portmann a famous biologist, and Catholic and Protestant theologians are all connected to the Institute so that it is stimulating for a young man interested in the contemporary ideas and contemporary problem of modern research into mental events.”30 That Hillman mentioned Portmann is noteworthy, in that the biologist would play a major role in bringing Hillman to lecture at the prestigious Eranos conferences in the mid-1960s. Another lecturer Hillman heard at the time was Karl Kerényi, a Hungarian scholar of Greek mythology who would be a mentor for Hillman in putting together his first talk for Eranos. And, in another premonitory moment, Hillman would go alone “for a few days sun and rest” to Lake Maggiore in Italian-speaking Switzerland, the site of the Eranos conferences where he would lecture for many years.31


  Hillman wrote his father that his first paper at the Institute was “concerning aspects of an Indian goddess and their psychological implications.”32 It was titled “Notes on the Meaning of Kali Symbolism,” Kali being India’s goddess of terror who, “with a kind of wisdom of the blood... is associated with the Kundalini Yoga.” It was as if Hillman was striving to come to terms with what had happened to him during his final days in Kashmir. As he wrote, in what might be seen as an oblique reference to his experience awaiting the “big dream” in the Himalayas: “There is always one difficulty in dealing with the Indian pantheon. The Gods don’t stand still. They merge, blend, shift. One becomes the other. They turn into just what they rationally shouldn’t.”33


  And in a passage that subtly recapitulated what had happened to him on the Himalayan mountain and presaged his later work: “This descent into matter to find spiritual liberation is a rather recent aspect of Hinduism. The motive is: ‘the way up is the way down.’ This idea is one of the principal concepts of analytical psychology. Kali is the mother who contains our buried instincts, our orgiastic emotionality. She is, in short, in this aspect, the unconscious, or the ‘deep sleep of all creatures,’ as she is called.”34


  Kali, he concluded, “embodies more than the mother archetype. She has anima qualities and shadow qualities as well. And above all she is the collective unconscious itself, for she begins where our consciousness stops and that is why she appears so inhuman, so insane, so autonomous.”35


  Hillman was unraveling the threads of the mother-andgrandmother dream and the Kundalini moment that had terrified him just before his wedding.


  ANALYSIS


  James and Kate indefinitely postponed their planned return passage to India. That summer of 1953, they moved into the second floor flat of a white stucco pensione called Tiefenau, right around the corner from the Jung Institute. Out one window was “a huge cherry tree, like in Kashmir, which we can reach with our hands,”36 James wrote his parents. The rent included breakfast in their room and one meal with the other boarders; among them was Frances Wickes, one of Jung’s early pupils and an analyst whose books included The Inner World of Childhood.39 Though lacking an oven, Kate made dinner in their little kitchen. They had no car, nor even a radio. Hillman wrote in one letter, in what were for him unusually declarative sentences: “We eat very well . . . We go to the movies. We go to concerts. I drink wine with all meals. We bathe a lot. I have been ice skating and horse riding. We meet a lot of people, young, from many places.”38


  The Institute’s courses were combined with what was called “training analysis.” Each student needed to have two weekly “hours” (sessions would last precisely fifty minutes) with both male and female analysts, for a minimum of 300 hours over a period of thirty-six months. Besides Meier, who lived just up the street from them, in May Hillman began seeing Rivkah Schar-fKluger. Kate began weekly analyses with Emma Jung, whose book Anima and Animus was a classic within Jungian literature— and also, despite what might have been considered a “conflictof-interest,” with Meier.


  The Hillmans lived, as they would so long as James was a student, on Kate’s inheritance from her grandfather (she also received an annual stock dividend from her family’s pulp business). Attending the Institute didn’t cost all that much, and the fee for a session of analysis was 40 Swiss francs, the equivalent of nine dollars.39


  James was “four months or so” into his analysis when an image came that he would still be able to describe vividly more than fifty years later: “I saw in a dream a Christ figure on a cross, or at least pinned upright, with the point of a spear coming out from his side. (The traditional image shows the wound in the side of Jesus where he had been pierced by the spears of the Roman soldiers.) Together with my dream image was the dream sentence: ‘See (or get) the point from the inside.’ I was then young, neurotic, and complaining of a duodenal ulcer. I got the message: I had to become more introverted, feel things more deeply, pointedly, precisely inside myself. My understanding then suited my Jungian ideology of that time, and it suited my identification with the suffering servant of the analytical process, the suffering Jesus, nailed between all sorts of opposites and pulled in different directions.”40


  Besides the Christ image, he would also “recall the film High Noon [a 1952 Western] figuring intensely in psychological conversations and my personal analysis. The hero: does he stand or leave? I remembered then the initiation rite of a Plains Indian tribe where the young brave drives his stake through his bison hide, pinning him onto one spot on the earth, letting the stampeding herd crush him into the earth or divert around him as he stands his ground.”41


  The Indians in one dream were red, and he was afraid of them. “In another dream very early in my analysis, people were digging a huge surface mine, a pit, in red earth. And the location was in Zollikon, a little village outside of Zürich near Küsnacht [Jung’s home-town]. If you play with the word Zollikon, Zoll is the German word for border, so you go through the Zoll with inspection. And Ikon means ‘icon’ [image]. So, along with the image of the red earth, this was clearly the border between two levels of the psyche.”42


  In Kundalini, there is discussion of two currents, the white and the red. Hillman would write in a letter the following spring of 1954 that he had “harmonized the opposition between red and white which was my problem for a year . . . and now I am struggling with opposition between blue and white and have to face the problem of thinking.”43


  Physical ailments plagued both James and Kate all through their introductory period at the Institute. She continued to be afflicted by a severe skin rash: “Her whole head was inflamed— it was like dandruff but it wasn’t—she had to wear a greasy medicine in her hair and was really suffering.”44 After his wedding, James had been told by a Swedish doctor that only “a life without stress” would permanently cure the ulcers he had developed.45 He wrote his parents at the end of July that, after being bothered by stomach cramps, besides parasites “a duodenal ulcer has also been discovered and the appendix may still be involved as it is somewhat involuted and abnormally placed.”46 “The doctor in Zürich recommended more rest and more food.”47 He remained “so neurotic I couldn’t get up until 10 in the morning” (classes began at 10: 15). “Dreaming like a whirling dervish,”48 he dutifully recorded every nocturnal event.


  A particular human image in his dreams haunted Hillman during those early months in Zürich. His friend from Trinity College days, J. P. (Mike) Donleavy, was then finishing his first novel in Ireland and “must have appeared in my dreams ten or fifteen times. He was the writer, and was in my psyche constantly. I dreamt of him wearing black and white clothes, or a black and white checked suit. And I’d try to figure that out.” 49


  That summer, Mike and Valerie Donleavy paid the Hillmans a weekend visit, after which Donleavy wrote to James: “Pity we couldn’t have stayed longer in Zürich . . . but it was pleasant to see you again and meet Kate . . . I thought you had changed a bit—more fluid about humanities. Also you don’t resolve conversation as often... You must get your hands on as much money as possible and become as rich as you can—writers must be immensely rich . . . I think you ought to move out of that room and Zürich and Suisse and move to England.”


  Donleavy also wrote, partly in reference to his motherin-law Nora Heron’s attraction to Jungian psychology: “Before you leave sabotage the Jungians—there are two of them staying with Mrs. Heron—the tedium—sneaks—all Jungians take guilty second helpings of food. Have fastidious table manners which apply only to themselves—they never pass me the salt or sauce and hide soft boiled eggs under the napkins but they sit up straight and take the utmost care not to enjoy their food.... ”50


  It may have been his friend’s attempt at humor, but Hillman was not particularly amused. Later that summer, he wrote Donleavy that he’d not be taking up his invitation to come visit on the Isle of Man due to “a few stomach complaints and am having a holiday now.” And why did Donleavy send him news of all the characters they had known in Dublin? he demanded. “Voices from the past only obsess me with guilt, fear, and make me concerned with your own freedom. Regeneration requires death every day. Love, Jim.”51 In a subsequent letter he added about the English that “their myth is not my myth anymore.”52


  It was a classic example of two young men lecturing each other on where and how to live and what they should be doing. In another letter, Hillman wrote his friend: “After hanging around your mother in law [Nora Heron] you seem to have got some old women’s ideas of psychology.” Then he grew melancholy and apologetic about his own failing: “Writing it seems wasn’t for me. I saw it as literature. Besides I haven’t the guts or the economic pinch to do anything further. You seem to have. I hope you give [it] a chance... ”53


  Hillman reflected years later: “The fact that I wasn’t able to write was huge—a sickness—and so I was ‘writing my analysis’: endless dialogues, self-examinations, introspections, active imaginations, dreams and dream interpretations.” In one letter to Donleavy, he wrote about his attempt to leave behind Ireland’s hold on him: “You evoke Ireland. I dream of it still always in one particular theme—or rather two themes. The first I used to dream a few years back: the Irish were tricking me, swindling me, torturing me . . . Now the theme is: moving, packing, trying to get out of Ireland. So you see, if we take the dream one way, even I the jew, without a gene or plasm of the Irish in me except what I got from Mr. Power and Mr. Jameson [both Irish whiskies], have the same hideous nightmare, as all you sons of the sod.”54


  At the time, C. A. Meier’s influence was crucial for Hillman. Early in his analysis, Hillman remembered saying to Meier “that I felt I was an extravert. And he said, ‘I’m not so sure about that.’ Which was a good answer, because he left it uncertain. I think you go through phases in your life when you are more extraverted or more introverted, so I could not classify myself one way or the other that easily.”55


  Hillman also remembered: “Meier contributed very little verbally to my analysis. He was, I think, very passive. But he was a model of physical presence, and that’s what I seemed to need the most. He carried the projections of an earth spirit—rather than a head or heart spirit—a tough man spirit. It was, for me, about being in my own body, and being present.”56


  His female analyst, Rivkah Scharf-Kluger, was an Eastern European Jew, and she would open Hillman’s mind to a deeper understanding of that particular Judaic tradition. Hillman’s Jewish ancestors had emigrated to America from Germany and Hungary; his rabbi grandfather and, more importantly, his snobbish mother, had always looked down upon the Jews who came over from Eastern Europe. “She [Scharf-Kluger] spotted my mother’s attitude in me right away,” Hillman recalled, “so that was a struggle I worked out with Kluger, and a very important one.”57


  Among Hillman’s first friends in Zürich was a handsome, brilliant Greek a few years older named Evangelos Christou, about to become one of the Institute’s first graduates. He’d been born and raised in Alexandria, Egypt, of an upper-class family that owned a chocolate factory. Before coming to Zürich, Christou had studied with philosopher Ludwig Wittgenstein at Cambridge University in England. Because he and Hillman each had similar academic backgrounds, international savoir faire, and shared an analyst in Meier, they had quickly connected. “He was a slightly older psychic brother for me,” Hillman recalled, “and the first one to say about analysis, when I was finding it so difficult at the beginning: ‘You just have to submit, go through it, the whole way is through submission.’”58


  But submission to what exactly? After Hillman’s father suffered a heart attack while in Italy that spring, James and Kate had paid a visit in July on his parents. “To go back to living in the family household was a tremendous strain,” said Hillman. “My mother and Kate didn’t get on at that point. She called Kate cold and said it happened ‘all too soon’ after our marriage, blaming Kate for the distance she felt from her son. A natural thing, but that’s where the tensions began.”59 He had written his father after the visit: “I don’t know why you charge me with cruelty, selfishness, madness, ill-breeding, having a psychoanalysis, being anti-social, unloving, etc., etc. It leaves me at a complete loss to try to communicate with you, for you don’t give me a chance.”60


  That November 1953, in addition to analysis and classes at the Jung Institute, Hillman decided to enroll at the University of Zürich and work toward a doctoral thesis in psychology. But as he signed his name into the registry, he “broke into a tremendous sweat, the whole body... My grandfather on my mother’s side was born in eastern Germany, and I could hear all that seriousness coming back.” It felt “grim... and ancestral.”61


  Ancestral questions continued to be very much in play. The following spring, when Kate was away on a visit to London, James wrote to her: “Dad writes a letter and says he is ‘getting forgetful.’ I suspect he will fall into the same thing he fears: my grandfather’s [Joel Hillman] pattern. God help us redeem ourselves!... I dreamt that my brother gave a lecture about the ‘myth of our father’ and then the dream gave a myth of what happened to my father and why he was a failure. And at last I realize that my drive towards spirit is not just my mother’s animus, but even more as the son of a grandfather and father who succumbed to their projected anima and failed to establish themselves in logos.”62 (In Jung’s psychology, animus was an inner masculine part of the female personality and anima the inner feminine part of the masculine personality; logos was first used by the Greek philosopher Heraclitus to mean the principle of order or knowledge.)


  Hillman continued in his letter to Kate: “If I can win through in logos, no matter what occupation, I will have overcome the ghost of the ancestor Hillmans. You cannot imagine what a task it is for me to get established correctly within Logos, and what it means if I can do it, for then there is real redemption. You see Joel [his older brother] cannot do it. At last, in a new way, I recognize the real value of the inner world and what it means to me and you and our [future] children.”63


  Years later, Hillman reflected: “I felt I had to incorporate in my life the failed lives of both my mother and father. My father was a softie, he did not really have ambition. I had fiery ambition, but it was utterly unfocused. My mother meant for me a woman with spirit, who wasted it in her ambition for her husband and her children, and her social snobbery. Very early in my analysis in Zürich, I dreamt that she was either a mountain herself or gliding along a vast mountain range that had all kinds of ores in it. But she never could reach them, as if there were treasures in her earth that she didn’t mine or refine. Somehow I inherited those ores, it was my job to get them out of the mountain.”64


  During his first year in Zürich, he had his astrological chart drawn up by Jung’s daughter Greta Baumann. Hillman had first seen the symbols for the planets when living in India. “We had our horoscopes cast and the results were extraordinarily factual,” he wrote his parents. “The Symbols of Astrology are interesting psychologically—tho how it works only the Devil knows.” 65


  He was told by Baumann that not a single one of the twelve planets in his birth birth chart appeared in a zodiacal sign with an earth element, and most were in fire or air signs. “Meanwhile all about me was Swiss earth: rocks and mountains; cows and heavy soil; fields steaming with dung; solid old buildings; enclosure; stability; scholarship; banks and concrete; ancestors and coats of arms. I myself was a floater, born and raised on the sandbar of Atlantic City, no place higher than ten feet above sea level. This is what was most difficult for me in Zürich.”66


  His first astrologer also told Hillman something about a tendency in himself that he would reflect upon into old age: “You plant seeds, but you’re not there for the harvest.”67


  JUNG


  “Nevertheless the return to the dim twilight of the unconscious does not mean that we should entirely abandon the precious acquisition of our forefathers, namely the intellectual differentiation of consciousness. It is rather a question of the man taking the place of the intellect—not the man whom the dreamer imagines himself to be, but someone far more rounded and complete. This would mean assimilating all sorts of things into the sphere of his personality which the dreamer still rejects as disagreeable or even impossible.”


  —C. G. Jung, Psychology and Alchemy, 194468


  Sometime during the winter of 1953-54, while Hillman was taking Meier’s class in “Psychology of Dreams,” Emma Jung’s “Psychologie de Anima,” and Linda Fierz’s “Symbolism of Individuation,” he also went to a meeting of the Psychological Club, which the Institute students were occasionally allowed to attend. The lecturer was Mircea Eliade, the world-renowned Romanian scholar of religion and mythology. Hillman later wrote in a letter of how Eliade “talked about the Dogon [a West African ethnic group known for mask dances and sculpture] and primitive philosophy. His face was red, he spoke fast, and I saw an image of the passionate head, the passion of intellect, and it had a tremendous effect on me.”69


  This was the same night that Hillman saw Jung for the first time. “It was a big event for Jung to appear. I remember the tremendous impressiveness of his stature, and everyone whispering that he was present. Like the chief of the tribe or the Holy Man has come in.”70 For Hillman, the initial image of Jung that remained was of “a large physical man with huge feet.” Indeed, a big part of Hillman’s attraction to Jung was not only his intellect but what he called the man’s “animal vitality.” Jung was born under the astrological sign of Leo, symbolized by the lion and the Sun. “He was over medium height, had a strong frame which suggested peasant stock, and walked with a rather heavy gate. The soundness of his shape was matched by his strong gaze,” wrote the British art critic and historian J. P. Hodin after visiting Jung in 1952.71 Hillman, in his book Inter Views (1983), would recall not only “the scope, the freedom of his mind,” but Jung’s “chutzpah—to take on anything, the entire cultural problem in which the modern person is set.”72


  For Hillman, Meier represented something of the same male vitality, as did Mircea Eliade, as had the poet Patrick Kavanagh in Dublin. “They gave the impression of being physical men, while I was Jimmy. Still Jimmy, even though I’d been through a lot of things by the time I was twenty-seven. I couldn’t just become a tough physical guy. But by accepting the excitement of the mind, I was beginning to get emotional. The importance of those people was that they were emotionally intellectual. And that was really the essence of my early analysis.”73


  When the moment came for Hillman to “present” himself to Jung, he chose an unusual way to do so. Toward the end of February 1954, Hillman wrote to his parents of a forthcoming pre-Lenten carnival similar to Mardi Gras: “Fastnacht is this weekend and the Institute is giving a party in the oldest Guild Hall in Zürich. We are going in costumes and I have been writing a skit the last few days.”74 The skit would be “a satire of our institute and the lecturers and all the jargon of our brand of psychology.”75


  A precocious, even wicked, sense of humor was nothing new for Hillman. As a boy, in a skit he wrote and performed for his family, he had lampooned his parents: “This is Dad as you can see—since he’s been married he’s never been free... Mother is a main factor—for she is a fine actor.” And about the family’s servants: “Anna cooks and carries trays—up and down the stairs all day. She never knows how many for dinner. And she never gets one ounce thinner.”76


  Now, for the Fastnacht in Zürich, the Guild Hall at the Zuntfhaus Meise with its elegant French-style décor and parquet floor was full by early evening. Jung and his wife were in attendance. So were all of the Institute’s instructors and their spouses. Onstage, Hillman played the part of a naïve young American applicant looking to study there. The prospective student wonders about where they keep the maze for the rats and “the differential personality projective techniques,” while instead there are a resident alchemist, several astrologers, and a course in the I Ching. “And for Fairy Tales, we are the last word!” the Institute’s tour guide explains. Yes, the place suited everybody except “19th century materialists.” As for the courses, they bore names such as “Earthly Mysteries of the Lower Eros.” There was a free colloquia by “Various Lady Lecturers” called “Reflections on My Analysis with Dr. Jung.” The visitor then proceeds to meet with the various professors, all of whom are lampooned further. Toward the end, he is asked, “Will you pay in gold? Professor Jung always needs gold for his alchemy tricks.”77


  From the audience, at various intervals throughout the skit, Hillman could hear a laugh “both Olympian and intensely human at the same time,” as Laurens van der Post once described it.78 It was Jung. “The old man,” as Hillman referred to him in a letter, “never stopped laughing,” which “set the tone for the rest” and made the evening “a roaring success.”79


  There had always been an irreverence in Jung. On a trip that Freud and Jung made together to America during the early part of the twentieth century, as Hillman remembered the story, Freud said to Jung, “Did you just fart?” To which Jung replied, “Of course, you don’t think I always smell like this!”80 David L. Hart, one of the first Americans to attend the Institute (1948-1955), remembered Jung telling him “an anecdote about some woman, a great admirer of his, who had been sitting with great excitement waiting to see him. When he finally appeared, she was literally so bowled over by the vision of the ‘great man’ that she fell over backwards in her chair, revealing too much of herself. Jung told this with great gusto, giving his uproarious laugh.”81


  But at the Fastnacht in 1954, others were not so sanguine. “It [the skit] shocked the British,” according to Hillman. “A couple of the British analysts who were lecturing at the Institute came to the event, and they were appalled by the familiarity that the students had with the faculty, and that we made fun of them.” It would not be the last time he would clash with what he came to call “British clinical formalism.”82


  Hillman had grown a beard and, for the Fastnacht party, he wore a dark leotard with a Latin phrase across it: PRIVATIO BONI. His idea was to parody an ongoing debate over the nature of evil between Jung and Father Victor White, a Catholic priest/professor from Oxford and sometime lecturer at the Institute. White’s traditional theological viewpoint was that evil—the privatio boni—was the absence of good, having no substance in and of itself. Jung argued that such an explanation was inadequate, and that God himself was “guilty of being unconscious, having projected his shadow upon humanity, and of perpetuating a considerable amount of injustice and evil.”83


  Hillman remembered: “In the old images of the Devil from medieval times, the Devil had a second face down there between his legs. So I brought a face to the party made out of marzipan that they sold at the grocery stores—which I attached down at my genitals. [Franz] Riklin, who was president of the Curatorium, came over to me and said, ‘You can’t do that.’ It was too indiscreet.” Only in late life, looking again at a group photograph taken at the 1954 Fastnacht party, did Hillman notice that affixed to the walls behind were balloons in the shape of penises and testicles. But for his part, “there again was the same pattern I’d shown since my youth—taking something a little too far, a little against . . . That’s why I don’t belong in institutional situations, because somehow something in me wants to violate them.”84


  David Hart recalled thinking of Hillman as “the bad boy of the Institute. We students, as well as the teachers, were all rather obedient followers of Jung. In my personal experience, Hillman was the only one who was able to get up and make jokes—critical jokes even—about the events at the Institute. Much more than any of the rest of us, he was an independent spirit. He had this kind of daring which I couldn’t believe. And some people were a little bit shocked by it, as I was sometimes.”85


  But if Hillman often came across as rebellious and irreverent, inwardly he continued to feel like “Jimmy”: shy, embarrassed, self-protective. He had no desire for an actual audience with Jung, something most of the other students craved. There was “a kind of schizoid cut-offness despite how I seemed to be cocky and confident . . . I didn’t ask for an appointment. One of my fantasies was, if you got to close, you would get burned. I had thought that was what happened to two young men around our age. “They had both come to Zürich, Jung had received them with open arms, and it was as if they had shot themselves too close to the sun. They were never the same after that, I felt. It was very curious, this tremendous power that could come from Jung. . . .”86 “It was as if he was like a huge magnet . . . and you might lose your own connection to the North because of the force in him. So, to many of my Jungian friends Jung appears dead or dying in their dreams as time goes on, as if Jung has to ‘die’ in order for them to become whatever they are. The identification of the man with his ideas and with their ‘self ’ image has to come apart.”87 Hillman didn’t want to be overwhelmed in this way.


  What James once referred to as his “Icarus Complex” was reinforced by the atmosphere around Jung. “He was sustained by this aura or cult, at least toward the end of his life when I saw him. We students were told he was ill and we were told he was old and we were told he was busy and we were told that he didn’t want to be involved with the Institute and so on. Mostly we got gossip and rumors. People said, ‘Jung is always surrounded by all these women, and they don’t let anybody through.’ Well, it wasn’t that the women didn’t let anybody through—it was that they were seeing him. He was always having to see his circle.”88


  So Hillman pursued his Jungian awakening in proximity to, but not in direct contact with, the “old man” himself. He pursued it in his analysis: “My feeling problems with Meier and Scharf I work out right there with them,” he wrote in a letter. “Especially with Meier because I dream of his lack of feeling and then we talk about it. You see, his not having feeling doesn’t mean that I can’t work towards it, or that he and I together can’t work towards it.”89


  He pursued it in his classes: “Dr. [Esther] Harding’s lectures are very interesting . . . Dr. Harding told a tale of a vision from the 17th century in which a man saw someone with a big fire and another man trying to put it out with water, and far back was someone making the fire burn with special oil. Now, today we would think that the man trying to put the fire out was right and the devil was there with the oil. But no! The writer said that the devil was trying to put out the Fires of Grace and Christ was hidden and with his Holy Oil kept the fires burning. It’s marvelous to realize that passion and fire is holy!”90


  He pursued it in his dreams and astrologically: “I have had many dreams about people in a mediumistic . . . way and so by chance I was looking at my horoscope . . . It is amazing how accurate it all is.”91


  And, gradually, emerging from the cocoon of his total immersion, new insights began to arise. He wrote to Kate at one point when she was traveling: “I have had come to me, two very creative and original thoughts. The first is about the soul coming before the body or the mind and that the body and the mind are expressions of the soul and the soul cannot be known directly (except perhaps through mysticism) but only over the body or the mind, which means that one is always once removed from the soul. This is an ancient philosophical issue, which I have translated into psychological language. I have written it all down.”92


  TRIP TO AMERICA


  In late July 1954, with the Jung Institute and the University of Zürich in recess and Kate having just learned she was pregnant, the Hillmans sailed across the Atlantic, in second class on the Queen Mary, bound for New York harbor. James and two nuns won a contest among the passengers to name the authors of various novels.93 This was the first time Hillman had returned to America since setting foot on European soil eight years earlier; Kate had been there once before, accompanying her father on an East Coast business trip when she was eighteen. Now, in Atlantic City, James would see his own father for the last time.


  The trip’s overt purpose was for the Hillmans to scout out what Jungian groups they might want to join, or what university he might wish to teach at, once he completed his studies in Zürich. “I was way ahead of myself,” he said later.94 Traveling always by train, they visited Swarthmore College and Harvard, where Hillman walked brashly into the office of the renowned psychologist Gordon Allport and asked whether he could get a degree or be a professor there.95 They spent time with Jungian analysts in San Francisco and Los Angeles. They saw Hillman’s buddy from Navy days, Wes Hiler, then teaching psychology at the University of Nevada in Reno. The friend who’d first introduced Hillman to Jungian psychology, John Stern, was an anthropologist studying the Navajo culture in New Mexico. While Kate stayed behind in a motel, James paid a visit to the Navajo and Hopi reservations with him.96


  Altogether the Hillmans spent three months on their cross country rail journey. James observed in a letter to his parents: “What is most oppressive of all is the way America is built around the automobile. Everything is so spread out and in most places they no longer even attempt local transport.”97 Clearly Hillman felt more at home in the more contained space of Zürich.


  At the close of their trip, they were staying at their friend and traveling companion Doug Wilson’s place in Vermont, when A. K. Donoghue showed up for the weekend. Wilson had known Donoghue in Dublin. He and James had never met. Kenny, as he was called, was a diminutive fellow with a leprechaun’s smile, a red beard, and a blue glass eye. The son of a tailor who had emigrated from Ireland to America, he had grown up in a poor section of Cambridge, Massachusetts, where he’d lost the eye to a slingshot while playing in the street. He’d received a scholarship to Harvard and graduated with a degree in classical languages before heading for Dublin and Trinity College in 1946. There he’d ended up a classmate and good friend, coincidentally, of Mike Donleavy.98


  While at Trinity, Donoghue would often read over Donleavy’s shoulder while he sat at the typewriter, muttering “Punk, lousy, rotten!”99 Years later, Donleavy would write that Kenny “introduced a strange behaviourism in the land . . . Donoghue’s contribution was that of spoken honesty . . . Asked what he was having at Dublin’s bars, it was Donoghue who, when it was someone else’s round, was the first ever to order a sandwich instead of an alcoholic drink. He found himself as a result getting neither. But his principled, matter-of-fact approach to life defied rejections. And many beautiful women, who often caused him most grievous attacks of anxiety, found him unforgettably endearing.”100


  Now, in 1954, Donleavy was in the final stages of immortalizing Donoghue as the character Kenneth O’Keefe (the friend of Sebastian Dangerfield) in his soon-to-be published novel, The Ginger Man. Donoghue would write Donleavy after the book came out: “Everyone is reading Ginger Man. My reputation damaged beyond all repair. I tell them all, however, they are all Donleavy’s fantasies based upon a very few incidents of my life which Donleavy has distorted beyond all recognition for artistic purposes of course.”101


  Donoghue had left Ireland on a merchant ship the same month that Hillman arrived there in 1948. Yet his eventual meeting with James and Kate appeared fated, at least as Donleavy recalled it: “Over the years I would get odd letters from Donoghue stating, ‘I’m starving, I’m dying,’ from wherever he was at the time. So I would try to get someone I knew who could make contact and help him out. On one of these occasions, I think I wrote to Jim: ‘I have this friend who is down on his luck.’”102


  Hillman would have no recollection of that, but he certainly would not soon forget Donoghue. They hit it off immediately, taking long walks together in the Vermont woods and singing Irish songs. The beginning of a lifelong friendship was first chronicled by Donoghue in a letter to Donleavy, whom he addressed as “Guts,” postmarked from Boston on October 9, 1954. He wrote: “Have met J. K. Hillman and Kate. Hillman is one given to pronunciamentos Donleavy style. No sense of humor though a bit turgid. Kate seemed all right. All of them, Doug, Jim, Kate, very receptive to Sex Talk as delivered by A. K. Donoghue (psychologist).” The letter concluded: “Am relapsing into neurosis.”103 Donoghue was soon to be leaving for Vienna to commence a Freudian analysis. It wouldn’t be long before his path would cross that of the Hillmans again. Hillman would later write Donleavy of Donoghue: “He is a pixie, a man in a coracle, whistling, cooking and talking from place to place, a man from a myth... ”104


  BIRTH


  Upon his return to Zürich, by early 1955 Hillman had concluded his first set of examinations at the Institute, covering “the whole history of depth psychology in the last centuries . . . the theories of neurosis, Psychopathology which is a medical subject, and then vast amounts of comparative and analogous material from the fields of Religion and Mythology.” He continued in a letter to his mother: “Did you see Time Magazine of February 14? Jung was on the cover and the Institute was mentioned . . . it is pleasant to see that it is growing in importance. I am enormously satisfied with my life and work here.”105 That spring, Hillman would be taking Institute courses by Sir Herbert Read (“Art and Development of Consciousness”) and Victor White (“Problems of Opposites”).


  Above all, he intended to focus on his efforts toward obtaining the doctorate at the University of Zürich, where he’d put in three semesters taking courses in his main field (Psychology) and two minor fields (Philosophy and History of Religions). These were all in German, a language he had only begun to study upon arrival in Zürich. Thankfully, he no longer needed “to attend many more lectures.” Years later, he would describe the university as an ordeal. “It was all about submission really— to the university as well as the process of the Jung Institute, to my physical symptoms, to the Swiss way of life. The whole thing was really hard for us, psychologically hard.”106


  In March 1955, came the Hillmans’ first child, a baby girl. He wrote his parents that she was born in “the same hospital where I had my appendix out last year—a very splendid place, the best in Zürich.”107 James stood at the bedside, assisting the delivery by holding a breathing apparatus to ease some of Kate’s labor pains. He also carried a stopwatch to record the exact birth time for casting the newborn’s horoscope. A Pisces, they named her Julia. James’s original name, it might be recalled, was Julian, after his father. In the same letter to his parents announcing the birth, he requested “anything you could find out about Grandpas family... I don’t suppose that the Memphis City Hall has records dating back to the Civil War days . . . too bad.”108 The ancestral heritage was holding its ground in his psyche.


  In a private ritual he would continue after the births of each of his children, Hillman went to dine alone at a famed Zürich restaurant called Kronenhalle.109 Paintings by Picasso, Braques, and Chagall (all friends of the owner) graced the walls. Thomas Mann and James Joyce had feasted here on a regular basis; indeed, Joyce had savored a “last supper” at the restaurant before he died from a bleeding ulcer.


  For Hillman, his first child’s birth had coincided with his first exams at the Institute. The conflict between family and calling was already constellated. It was “the weight of it” that he felt: “the doctorate, the analysis, the German, the children—like great lead weights holding a balloon down—and it was as if I needed to replenish myself.”110 Almost immediately, the Hillmans would hire a nurse to assist with the child raising


  A few weeks after Julia’s birth, Emma Jung and Meier wrote Hillman that he had “satisfied the examiners in all subjects of the Propadeutical Examination for the Diploma of the C. G. Jung Institute. Your average grade was: 1.57 (very good). But the Curatorium emphasizes that this in no ways qualify you to practice analysis.”111 This had been merely a preliminary theoretical exam. If Hillman wanted to graduate from the Institute, he would need to begin seeing patients; at least 250 hours of supervised “control analyses” were required. It was a decision he would wrestle with all that year. He hadn’t really ever intended to be an analyst. “I didn’t think that I was able,” he recalled. “I didn’t want the feeling of being trapped in a little room seeing people all day long. I think I was afraid of the people, afraid of the psyche, afraid of myself, of not knowing, afraid that I wasn’t in shape to do it, too sick myself.”112


  Indeed, he’d already had his appendix removed, a hemorrhoid operation, gall bladder problems, sinusitis and an ongoing ulcer, and now in 1955 would come an attack of infectious hepatitis with jaundice while he and Kate took their first vacation from the Institute, on the Spanish island of Mallorca. But, as James wrote his parents philosophically, “Hippocrates says ‘there is some good hid in all disease,’ and I can say that the ‘father of medicine’ to coin a phrase knew what he was talking about. There is profit even in illness if it can be garnered— not easy though.”113 Since they couldn’t leave due to his illness, the Hillmans ended up spending five weeks on Mallorca, in a house by the sea where James could sit outside and write every morning. There he put together a paper for a seminar class at the University of Zürich on the work of Karen Horney, whose major book was called Neurosis And Human Growth. Hillman titled his paper “Neurosis As Human Growth”114 (This anticipated his chapter on “Pathologizing or Falling Apart” in Re-Visioning Psychology, in which Hillman writes: “Were we able to discover its psychological necessity, pathologizing would no longer be wrong or right, but merely necessary.”)115


  Also in late July 1955 came the celebration of Jung’s eightieth birthday. There were to be three major gatherings, all at the Dolder Grand Hotel, including a small, select dinner for those connected with the Institute, teachers as well as students. “Dear Mother,” Hillman wrote afterward, “we had lots of excitement in Zürich for Jung’s 80th birthday with a big international reception at the Dolder, and then a boatride on the lake with him and with his disciples and associates from all over the world; and then some of us went to his house a few days before the birthday to give him a present.”116


  Jung’s home in Küsnacht was about a half-hour from Zürich along the main Seestrasse that runs through the various shoreline communities. Down a long, villa edged road, passing through white gates at the end of a short avenue of trees, stood an imposing, but dignified, house built along the lake in early baroque style. Over its front doorway was a quote from Erasmus that Jung had had carved into the stone: Vocatus atque non vocatus, Deus aderit (“Whether called or not, God will be present”). Hillman and the others passed through a large entrance hall and were ushered up a gracefully curving staircase into Jung’s spacious library, with its parquet and Indian carpet. It was here that he customarily saw his patients. The picture window looked out upon extensive gardens leading toward a lakeside boathouse where Jung moored his sailboat and rowboat.117


  The students took afternoon tea with Jung. Their present was a little mimeographed book collecting all their dreams in which “Jung” appeared. “The idea,” according to Hillman, “was to give him an indication of how his image was appearing in us who didn’t know him. In other words, the manifestation of Jung as a psychic figure in the psyches of his students.”118 In one of Hillman’s dreams, Jung had appeared as an old alchemist in a tower, working with salt.119 It would still be some years before Hillman embarked on his own study of alchemy, and learn that the salt crystal forms either as a cube or square and is completely solid and non-flammable. Thus, salt in alchemy represents stability, and is called the “principle of fixation.” More than once did Hillman dream about salt during those early days in Zürich and, long afterward, he would write an entire essay about the element.120


  Of that dream, he came to believe, “It was as if Jung, or Jungian psychology, was going to keep me solid or get me ‘fixed,’ because I was both volatile—and inflammable. I might otherwise catch fire.”121
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  XI


  BREAKTHROUGH


  In the midst of his courses at the Institute, Hillman was beginning to make a mark in the Jungian world. A student organization had existed before Hillman arrived and, in 1955, he was chosen as its chairman. That same year, an International Association for Analytical Psychology (IAAP) was formed, to accredit and regulate all of the groups related to the profession based around Jung’s work; the IAAP would also hold triennial congresses. When this organization first gathered in Zürich in honor of Jung’s eightieth birthday, Hillman was given the honor of being asked to collect the ballots for electing the organization’s first officers. His analyst, C. A. Meier, was chosen as pro-tem president. “I was twenty-nine years old, already a father, but I felt like a boy among presences!” Hillman would recall.1


  After first considering writing his doctoral thesis on “the contemporary failure of ethics,” Hillman had decided that his topic would be emotion, and a fresh way of looking at it. “My thesis followed in a way from a basic idea of Jung’s,” he said in 2009,“which is that feeling and emotion are two separate things. Also the method of going into history, doing all the research on what everybody else had said, seemed to me to follow Jung’s way of working with things.”2


  The subject of emotion was also very much in keeping with what Hillman had been wrestling with since going into analysis at the Institute: “I wake in the night and the emotions are there. I am afraid of the future, alone. I am tormented by my incapacity to meet what is expected of me.”3 Yet he would contend in the thesis that, “though they be felt deeply, and we suffer emotions physically and inwardly, this fact does not make them ‘yours.’ Rather, I believe that emotions are there to make us theirs. They want to possess us, rule us, win us over completely to their vision.”4


  When confronted with strong emotion—whether as a child from his mother, or from Kate as a young adult, or now from his female analyst, and perhaps especially when he felt emotions erupt from within—it frightened him. He had a problem getting hold of or “owning” his own emotional life. Recognizing that something was missing, it was as if he was trying to solve his problem with emotion by writing about the subject.


  Hillman traveled that October of 1955 to Cambridge, England, to gather research for his thesis. He would be there for about five weeks, doing “reading I can’t do in Zürich because of the German [language obstacle].”5 He wrote to Kate: “The library is heavy going. So many things to be read and be conscientious about. You know people have been writing about emotions for over 2,000 years and just to find the right books is a terrible job. My main problem now is getting a framework, or theory, or method of presenting what I want to present.”6


  His health, however, was “not yet right,” still with traces of the jaundice that had struck him while on Mallorca that summer. Sometimes he stayed in bed for twelve hours straight, and even slept in the afternoons. He would “sweat a great deal” and “I could weep with the restlessness, the inability to be calm and relaxed. Each function pulls its own way and will not tolerate the others. I suppress my feelings, because my thoughts find them inferior.”7


  In another letter, Hillman told his wife: “My health and my psyche are violent, but violence is a sign of life. Sometimes I am feverish just with ‘inspiration’ for I have many ideas and am very much ‘in’ my work... I dreamed of ‘enlargement of the heart’— something Mrs. [Rivkah Scharf] Kluger was lecturing on. And the way of the heart is simply loving things . . . Then I dreamed that my mother was ill with fever cold and diarrhea which is what I have been sort of battling with (though I am gaining weight at last). Well, and I told her in the dream it’s not so important, I am sick too. And I dreamt that not only is my mother sick, but my father, brother, grandfather haven’t got any ‘willpower.’ You see, it’s the bloody mother (my nature, my natural complex) that gets sick and tries to keep me back from developing . . . so instead of collapsing, I act wisely and carry on, neither straining nor giving in.”8


  To his analyst, Meier, Hillman would also write about his “inherited weakness” which “makes the road to my salvation very tough. But of course this ‘toughness’ is just the salvation.”9


  Hillman was entering the final month of what astrologers call the “Saturn cycle,” the return of Saturn to the place where the planet was aligned in the zodiac at the time of birth. Clearly Saturn was weighing on him, while simultaneously propelling him forward down an untrodden path. “Out of this, something must come,” he wrote to Kate from Cambridge. “Besides, I know something has already come. You know it is a vital step to begin a thesis. It is like an initiation into that circle of men of learning who rule the world of logos . . . It marks the professional man from the dilettante. It is a whole task of responsibility towards a piece of work, that it be done right and without cutting corners.”10


  And there was something else: He had been to Ireland to see the Donleavys, and seemed to have come to terms at last with his inability to follow the same literary path as his friend. “I had read his book during the week and it is really delightful,” he wrote Kate of Donleavy’s yet-unpublished novel, The Ginger Man. “I enjoyed it thoroughly and was even liberated by it. It is real comedy and full of human love and fantasy. My whole view of jealousy and contempt vis a vis them [the Donleavys] was changed by the book and by writing him a congratulatory letter.” The Donleavys, Hillman realized, had “not run from life,” unlike many of their other friends, and he saw that he was no longer afraid of life either. “The complex of his being a kind of creative shadow has faded and I felt that I had integrated him by being there. It was a very important day for me. It couldn’t have happened without the creativity of my work in Cambridge. This thesis is, at last, I feel, liberating the creative anima, the emotions, the interest and joy of working. It writes itself, or at least ideas come in my head day and night, I am being given insights and plans continually, just as if it were a novel and the development grew by itself. Of course I am not writing, but unless one knows what direction the writing of the thesis will be in, the note taking can be meaningless. It is all very exciting...


  “The vital thing is not to give up the fight, but to stay committed, married, to something whatever it is.”


  He longed to be back in Zürich with Kate and their baby. In closing, Hillman added: “We must both accept how far we have come. Sometimes I feel there is a rock under my feet— and yours too.”11 Through Switzerland, land of solidity, he was coming down to earth.


  * * *


  Upon his return to Zürich, Hillman wrote to Meier: “The main objective of this trip was ‘to get acquainted with the literature’ so that I might find out if this thesis-project suited me. I can say it does! I am deeply in it. I feel married to it; I love it, yes, even physically excited, interested. I had no idea that this would happen and it changes my view towards the doctorate from one of an ‘outer’ event done for the sake of ‘dignity,’ to something most vivifying. And mind you now, I am not writing in euphoria; the thing is a battle. I get ill, have had fever again, get exhausted, confused—but sometimes a pattern of insight emerges so intense that I can hardly scribble it down. This is the way creative work should go; I know, I was an editor [at Envoy in Dublin] and told people all about it. But it never before has happened to me.”12


  During his time in England, Hillman came to another realization. As he wrote to Kate: “I should like to be working with a patient. That is the touchstone of it all: the other person.”13 After more than two years of trepidation, he would proceed with seeing people in need of therapy, en route to becoming certified as a Jungian analyst.


  In November 1955, Hillman rented a second-story office with an anteroom, in a crumbling old house at Zeltweg 16 that overlooked a small courtyard. The influential Swiss playwright, Max Frisch, whose novels of the 1950s explored the problems of alienation and identity in modern societies, had previously lived there. Across the street was a block of houses where the composer Wagner once resided, as had Johanna Spyri, author of the Heidi series of children’s books. Nearby, too, had lived the American poetess who called herself by the initials H. D. (Hilda Doolittle was her real name). Founder of the imagist movement, she was a friend of D. H. Lawrence who had once written a book about going through analysis with Freud.14


  In this auspicious neighborhood, Hillman took on his first patients. They were primarily “cases who cannot afford to pay large fees and the therapy of whom is controlled by a trained analyst to whom one reports and by whom one is guided.”15 Hillman and the patients each sat on straw chairs, and he would see several people, one after another, in hourly sessions three times a week. He would later remember: “my colleagues, who were beginning at the same time, putting on suits and ties,” but for Hillman “it was just the reverse . . . from the beginning doing analysis meant not being professional.”16


  In a letter to Donleavy, he expressed bemusement about the process: “My office is a former servants room with an old iron and tile stove . . . The woman who cleans it is 89 and we do a lot of talking together. I have a little aluminum sign on the door about two inches by four inches ‘James Hillman, M.A.’” He went on to describe one of the patients, a wealthy and pretentious girl from Germany, whom he dubbed the “princess”: “knowing only important people, comes in the back way past the malfunctioning toilets, and after the third hour suddenly exclaims how wonderful it is to be in a place like this. In Switzerland, the spirit lies in the dirt and crud (perhaps everywhere?) thus a certain hideosity is required.”17 Years later, his reflections upon those early days practicing to be an analyst would be more stark: “I had in my training some very long and difficult cases... the Gods seemed to favor me with mainly older women, much older. One had been in a women’s prison during the war; one came from a family of suicide after suicide—by hanging and cutting the throat; one was so awful that no one in her family ever spoke to her. I had those cases at first; there I was, Hans Castorp, ‘life’s delicate child,’ [Castorp was the main character in Thomas Mann’s, The Magic Mountain] right in the middle of rough older women, and that made me more shaky about the whole business than ever.”18


  THE “UNDERWORLD”


  It had begun toward the end of 1954. Hillman had written his mother that he was “quite delighted with the two pictures of ‘ancestors’” that she’d sent him, wondering whether any others existed and adding: “I would be pleased to have someday those miniatures of your parents if that is possible.”19 Ten days later, one of those whose picture he’d requested, Sybil Krauskopf, his last surviving grandparent and “really the only grandparent I ever knew,” died at eighty-three. “She knew the value of tradition and the importance of maintaining a point of view,” Hillman wrote his mother.20


  A year later, in November 1955, he was examined by Emma Jung on “The Theory of Dreams and Interpretations.” At that time, though only a few intimates knew it, Jung’s wife of more than fifty years was diagnosed with stomach cancer. She was never able to finish her magnum opus on The Grail Legend and died a few weeks later. The funeral was held in the Küsnacht Swiss Reformed Church, and both James and Kate attended (she had been in analysis with Mrs. Jung). Hillman wrote his parents: “On the 27th of November Mrs. Jung died suddenly... People came from all over to take part in the funeral and the mourning was severe because she was so widely and deeply loved.”21 Later Hillman recalled: “It was a very moving thing for us. We were sitting in the back of the church, when Jung came in a side door with about nineteen members of his family, children, grandchildren—an enormous procession, the patriarch with his following, his great fertility, the old man and his tribe. There was this sense of such strength. It really was an archetypal vision.”22


  A few months after that, on February 20, 1956, Hillman’s father died at the Albert Einstein Medical Center in Philadelphia, after being stricken ill while he and his wife were visiting their eldest daughter. Since relocating to Orlando, Florida, several years before, Julian Hillman had often been bedridden, following the heart attack that occurred during his son’s first months in Zürich. Still, his death was unexpected; he was only sixty-one. James and Kate decided not to attend the small, private funeral. She was eight months pregnant with a second child, and they would have had to travel by ship. His father’s ashes were placed “under a lovely tree that will bloom in the spring,” Hillman’s mother wrote him, at the Farm School that Joseph Krauskopf had started.


  The very night of his father’s death, James and Kate had traveled to Basel to witness the city’s famous Fastnacht parade. They rented a hotel room overlooking the main square. There, at four o’clock in the morning, the bands accompanied masked performers in costume, all marching through the streets with torches. When Hillman finally fell asleep, a series of nightmares began. He recalled years later: “I don’t remember the dreams, but there were eight of them—mixed with the drumming going on in the streets, all tremendously violent and powerful. A kind of riot of the underworld. When we got back to Zürich the next day, there was the telegram about my father.”23


  Could his father’s death—an easy-going but rather passionless man—have freed Hillman in some respect? In Greek mythology, Dionysus is the liberator of inhibitions and he presides over communication between the living and the dead. Already in writing about emotion, Hillman was in a sense seeking to recover something of the Dionysian spirit. And Dionysian themes would remain an important element in both his later writing and the festival-like atmosphere of gatherings he held for friends and colleagues. “Dionysus was called Lysios, the loosener,” Hillman wrote in a 1972 essay on “Dionysus in Jung’s Writings.” “The word is cognate with lysis, the last syllables of analysis. Lysis means loosening, setting free, deliverance, dissolution, collapse, breaking bonds and laws, and the final unraveling as of a plot in tragedy.”24


  By 1956, Hillman’s Greek friend Evangelos Christou had graduated from the Institute and returned to his native Alexandria, Egypt, where he was a Jungian analyst. They continued to correspond periodically and, in one letter, Christou wrote him: “emotions cannot be talked about but only handled as the artist handles clay or paint. Of course there is quality in the handling but it cannot be evaluated by thought . . . I would like to talk to you about time and synchronicity but reserve this for later.”25 They would never have that opportunity. That year, while driving through the desert, Christou was killed in an auto accident. The thesis he was working on, “Logos of the Soul,” was scattered everywhere. Christou’s brother, Jani, a prominent composer who used myths for his themes, somehow gathered up the pages and pieced it back together. He would entrust it to Hillman for safe-keeping.26


  Christou was not the only friend Hillman would lose during his years at the Jung Institute. Peter Strauss, who preceded Hillman as Chairman of the Students Association, also died young. So did the friend from Atlantic City, John Stern, from whom Hillman had first learned about Jung. In 2009, Hillman reflected on these three deaths while going through physical travails of his own: “Without realizing it at the time, this was the appearance of the underworld beginning to shadow my life— not just as breakdown and fears. If they all died—and Christou and Stern were sort of older-brother friends—maybe I’m going to die young, too. It was a kind of counter-balance to all the hard work in Zürich and the feeling of moving forward and up. Already there was the sense of depth, the hounding of the underworld.”27


  “We may also understand our resistance to dreaming as a resistance in our ‘natural’ nature to Hades. We ‘can’t remember,’ go vague, forget to jot it down, or scribble it beyond deciphering, and excuse ourselves by pointing to the obvious slipperiness of dreams. Yet if each dream is a step into the underworld, then remembering a dream is a recollection of death and opens a frightening crevice under our feet.”28


  —James Hillman, The Dream and the Underworld, 1979


  WRITING


  A second daughter, whom they named Carola, was born in April 1956, an Aries like her father. Anticipating the arrival of another child, the Hillmans had been looking for a larger home and soon moved into a “grand house, big, with trees and garden.”29 That description in his letter to Donleavy was inflated. But compared with the usual spartan accommodations of Institute students, what they rented was a two-story house built in 1930, with three upstairs bedrooms and a single bathroom. A nanny slept in a room with the two baby girls. The house was a few hundred yards away from the simple gravestone of Hillman’s literary idol James Joyce, which became a special site where he always took visiting friends. The house was also directly across from the Zürich Zoo, so close that the elephant compound was clearly visible. The noises of the animals permeated the family’s life. “I took the children to the zoo a lot, and used to feed the the rhinos celery stalks,” Hillman remembered.30 He would later conduct a long study of animal imagery in dreams.


  The same spring of the move, Hillman drew up a list of questions for Jung, for the most part related to his university thesis. “Why does psychology think emotion has a special relationship to feeling?” he inquired, among other things. “How did you do it? Manage work, family, and write?”31 As Hillman said later, “Jung would take up any question. There was nothing he didn’t think he could cope with somehow or other. I think his greatest skill was a speculative skill.”32


  They met privately for the first time on April 12, 1956, at Jung’s house overlooking the lake. That happened to be Hillman’s thirtieth birthday, but whether Jung knew of the occasion, Hillman didn’t recall. Jung sat in his big easy chair, with Hillman in a straw chair facing him. What James hoped to discuss concerned Psychological Types, the first book of Jung’s that he ever read.33 Jung’s first major work, following his confrontation with the unconscious, outlines two attitudes of consciousness (the extravert and the introvert) and four functions of perception (sensation, thinking, feeling and intuition). Jung suggests that each of us tend to exhibit a bias toward one of the attitudes and one of the functions, thus suggesting eight primary orientations to life.34


  Hillman’s initial idea for the subject of an Institute thesis was on “Time and Types.” In preparing some notes to discuss this with Jung, Hillman wrote: “Time is in the way the soul functions. There is feeling-time, sensation-time . . . and we create time in the way we experience it. Time is not outside us in the spatial sense that we are contained in it. But is this true? What about history? Memory?”35 If time was a way of functioning and experiencing, what might Jung have to say about it? But when Hillman brought up his insights, he remembered, “Jung was not interested at all in this way of imagining the types. He had imagined them only spatially.”36


  Hillman would forego the idea of writing on this subject while an Institute student, but would define his viewpoint in lectures given in the 1960s called “Feeling” and “The Feeling Function,” later published in a book, Jung’s Typology, along with an essay by Marie-Louise von Franz.37 There Hillman wrote: “Tact, or the sense of timing, is perhaps the crown of appropriate feeling. Ecclesiastes puts it simply: to everything there is a season. Everything has its time. Perhaps feeling is merely tactfulness, a matter of timing. Humour depends wholly on it, and music is the art of time. The feeling function perceives time as, for instance, when visiting a person in hospital, staying not too short or long, feeling the time to get up and go. The quality of time rather than the amount one gives another carries the feeling.”38


  After his first private meeting with Jung, Hillman had jotted down a page of “Jung’s points.” Included among them were: “Live the emotion, let it have its say. Thinking & Feeling only give you part. Not until you do it, in the body, is it real. And emotion makes things real. People [are] against emotion because they find they are not alone & ruler of their own house.”39


  Long ago, shortly before World War I, Jung had begun having numerous dreams and fantasies that seemed to spring “suddenly, spontaneously, out of nowhere.” He set these down privately in what he called The Red Book, leading him “to formulate the theory of active imagination, the process of concentrating on a single image or event long enough to allow it to develop of its own volition.”40 Hillman’s analyst, Meier, also practiced and taught active imagination. Although what Hillman wrote down is undated, it was around the time of his first direct contact with Jung that he conceived the following imaginative dialogue between the two of them:


  “I: Look. What you both don’t understand is that when I live in the garden, the house, my wife, etc., I don’t write my thesis. I don’t get bright ideas. My piece of work is something important. It is a sacrifice to have to waste time...


  “Jung: All I can say is: If you only knew how much time I wasted, and how fruitful that time was. The fruit on the trees is only there a few weeks of the year. The rest of the time the tree is growing, withering, etc.


  “Winter is half the year; night is half of the day. I can’t understand why you must want such an unnatural amount of fruit, of daylight.


  “I: I accept night, but only because it furthers day. I am impatient for it to be over.


  “Jung: It is a sin against creation.


  “I: It is a question of living closer to emotional time.


  “Jung: Now you come to the reason why this section of your thesis: The crux of your original contribution, you have decided to leave out.


  “Emotion is time.


  “Each moment is structured in a rhythm. The time we make with our minds is arbitrary and rigid. If you lived emotional time . . . the time to sleep, the time to eat, the time to waste and the time to work feverishly . . . then you would be living, be healthy and be happy.”41


  Around the time of his first visit with Jung, there occurred what Hillman remembered as “an absolutely crucial moment.” He was walking from the trolley stop, up the road past the zoo, toward the house that the family had recently moved into, “when there came a sudden flash of realization.” For several years, as part of his analysis, Hillman had been writing down his dreams and their interpretations, as well as dialogues of “active imagination” with imaginal figures such as the one above. He had also embarked on preparations for writing his thesis. But in his mind, this was not “creative writing” in the sense of doing short stories or a novel as he’d tried in the past. That seemed to Hillman a separate path from the one he was pursuing in psychology and philosophy. But as he walked up the hill, in a burst of insight that he would never forget, it came to him: there was really no separation at all. “I could be a psychology writer. Beyond merely the academic, I could do books.”42


  * * *


  Twice in 1956, Hillman went back to Cambridge. On the first occasion, Kenny Donoghue came along to help with the research. Since their meeting in Vermont—and Donoghue’s subsequent move to Vienna to enter Freudian analysis, they had seen each other several times. Hillman recalled Donoghue once being undisturbed when he had to pay his Vienna analyst for a missed session: “Kenny said to him, ‘It’s all right, I just wanted you to spend the hour in that room—thinking of me!’”43 Kenny and Kate enjoyed listening to the Rosenkavalier together and, for a short time, he had a “very ardent affair—hammerand-tongs” (as he put it) with one of Kate’s friends in Zürich. Glin Bennet, a friend from Trinity College days who visited at the same time, remembered Donoghue “demanding the best champagne—Roederer—was what he liked, not mere Pol Roger, or Heidsieck. I remember him sitting there taking his morning coffee, I think, from a silver set... That was Kenny’s way.”44


  Donoghue provided more than comic relief. As a classicist, he was familiar with three modern languages and two ancient ones—French, German, Spanish, Greek and Latin. In the early phase of researching his thesis, Hillman had written down numerous quotations by hand from dozens of books. Donoghue, joining him in Cambridge, was to help do some factchecking against the original texts. “The work has occupied us both most of every day,” James wrote to Kate. “So many, many errors! Terrible.”


  They stayed at the Blue Boar Hotel, a small inn where you put shillings in a meter to generate heat. It served fabulous cuisine—pigeon, venison, soused herring—and the head waiter remembered Hillman from the year before, when he’d still been recovering from jaundice and worked only a few hours a day. “Ah yes,” the waiter said to them, “this gentleman’s mighty fond of his food.” It was a line Kenny would enjoy quoting at James for the next fifty years.


  By that summer of 1956, the first chapter of Hillman’s thesis—which he’d been allowed to write in English, rather than German—had been accepted by a “notoriously difficult” professor. “My health seemed to have improved and I have put on a little weight,” he wrote his mother, “although with days that are sometimes sixteen hours long this is not easy to keep.”45 He wrote Donleavy: “Fevers, ills, anality, and the like of last year less with me but always lurk on threshold ready and happy to plunge the knife into some unexpected erogenous Zone or organ, to make me despair, to long for Kashmir, or something.”46


  With eight thesis chapters completed, that October Hillman returned again to Cambridge. He wrote Donleavy: “I am trying like a bastard to overcome all my miserable failures in writing by making this work up here have a result. It is a dreadful sweat, but I am happiest at the typewriter and doing this is essential for me.”47


  Hillman had two typists assisting him and thus needed “to work twice as hard to keep them busy.” He wrote to Kate: “Hard for me to keep myself limited to my single thesis topic . . . tend to read in all directions . . . ideas sometimes pour into my head at night; it is like a fever. This is what ‘creativity’ is.. . . I feel for the first time that it works freely, and that the ‘writing bloc’ has got free and that I can do other things in the future after this. I am trying hard with this, not just as a ‘thesis,’ but as a book, to be published because only with that aim can I ‘realize myself’ and overcome the Kashmir failure, etc.”


  He’d found a small “psychological library” at the university, amid laboratories and “places for running rats and cats and tests and [when I] see men in white coats, I get cramped and feel bad.” But he envisioned writing “a book that will STAND UP among works of that kind and to that kind of mind as well as the Keller mind [Wilhelm Keller was his professor at the university] and my own Jungian mind.” He signed this letter, in lower case, “jimbo the man.”48 By April 1957, he had sent Professor Keller another hundred pages and informed him that, while visiting England, he “was able to interest a very good publisher in the work.”49


  Esther Strauss, who lived in the same neighborhood as the Hillmans in Zürich and became a very close friend (Hillman would dedicate his second book, Suicide and the Soul, to her), recalled years later: “James certainly thought he would make a mark. Long before he started to write them, he said, ‘I see a bookshelf—all books I have written.’”50


  VISITS WITH JUNG


  During this period, Hillman was carefully studying a long “very complex, rich and extraordinary theory”51 set down in an essay of Jung’s titled On the Nature of the Psyche. This paper’s engagement with the idea that images can hold an energetic charge would be crucial for Hillman’s later thinking. Years later, at a 1985 symposium on “Awakening the Language of Soul,” Hillman reflected: “Jung spoke generously. He told myths, stories, rituals, and folktales. He had pictures in his office and showed them to patients. An enormous generosity of image-filled language came from Jung.”52


  The first private visit Hillman had had where he discussed with him ideas for his thesis on emotion was officially as chairman of the Student’s Association. “I went out to see him to ask if he would meet with the students. He was very willing, very pleased with the idea. So we began a series of seminars. We met once a year, or even more often, either at his house or at the Institute. It was like the Wizard of Oz—all the shielding and mystique—and then, there we were, about fifteen of us students, asking him our questions directly.”53 The first of these, in June 1956, was a seminar on dreams. He remembered “one time when Jung veered away from the main point of our seminar, and spoke about the necessity of working day and night at becoming conscious of things. He also said, there is a time when one becomes unconscious again, and then in the right way.”54


  That November, Hillman wrote Jung that, following a discussion among themselves, the students wanted to take up with him the “problems of counter transference.” This referred to what happened in analysis when the therapist became emotionally entangled with a patient. It was something Jung had personally experienced, especially with women, and something Hillman would be no stranger to in the future. The students, Hillman wrote, had raised specific questions about “how to recognize counter-transference . . . [and] one’s own limitations in an analysis . . . when and how the counter-transference can be worked out in the analytical situation, and when to refer a patient to a colleague . . . the further development of the analyst through the working of the counter-transference.”55


  In a subsequent letter thanking Jung for the seminar, Hillman wrote: “We came with many minds about an intricate problem, and left—so it seems from our conversations with one another— with the problem somehow more properly ‘placed’ within the general order of analytical experience. It was important for us to come to a fuller meaning of counter-transference, and also to hear from you technical hints useful for our just-beginning practices.”56


  At one point, Hillman asked Aniela Jaffé, the Institute’s secretary, if there might be: “any little things of Jung’s” that could be published by the Student’s Association. She said she thought a translation into English of Jung’s article on The Transcendent Function would be good. Hillman wrote Jung to ask his permission, noting that this would be “of considerable value . . . especially for those of us who have the intention of practicing” and “a printing . . . for those of us who have the intention of practicing” and “a printing... for limited non-commercial distribution should not interfere with the English translations of your collected works.”57 Jung gave his consent, Richard Pope of the Student’s Association did the translation, Hillman found a printer and even wrote a brief introduction: “A little bit of hubris in that,” he later reflected, “since instead of Jung writing an introduction to my book, I was doing one for his.”58


  Jung seems to have appreciated the effort. Writing Hillman to thank him for sending along four copies of The Transcendent Function, Jung added that it had remained unpublished because he didn’t think the essay could find any interested readers, and so he was even more grateful to Hillman and the students. 59


  That he was much impressed with Hillman is evident in a letter Jung wrote early in 1957 to Morris Philipson. Hillman’s friend and traveling companion from the early post-war years was studying at the time on a Fulbright scholarship in Munich, Germany. “I wanted to be analyzed by a Jungian,” Philipson recalled, “and I decided to write Jung asking his advice about who could do that. I said something like, ‘I’m going to be in Zürich this summer visiting with James Hillman.’”


  When I met with him in Chicago in 2007, Philipson still had Jung’s reply framed on the wall of his study. “I have read your letter with much interest,” Jung wrote. “I learned from it that you know Dr. James Hillman [even though Hillman had not yet achieved his doctorate], which is very fortunate inasmuch as he is capable to give you all the informations you may require [in terms of finding a good Jungian analyst]. The path you are planning is not altogether simple, and I am afraid that approaching it from the philosophical side you might find some snags, since my approach is just the contrary from philosophy, at least in the modern sense of the word. I am confronted with empirical problems and I try to keep as far away as possible from philosophical considerations. Thus far Mr. Hillman is excellently equipped to give you a good picture of the situation and will have to do so, since in the time you indicate, July 5 to 8, I shall be absent from Zürich, enjoying my very needed vacation. With much regrets, sincerely yours, C. G. Jung.”60


  Yet for his part, Hillman remained insecure in his relationship with Jung. As Hillman remembered of one conversation they had: “He was having trouble with a hat, and he said something about, ‘People’s heads aren’t made right anymore.’ He made some remark about skull shapes and then said something absurd about brachycephalic heads [the broad, short heads found in dog breeds like the pit bull, boxer, and pug]. I felt immediately that he was criticizing my intellectualness, that my head shape is not round, but I’m an egghead. It was part of this resistance to seeing him, I think, because it was like going to visit the guru in India—you’re so open, and very vulnerable, and feel that what he’s saying is directly connected to you, even if he’s talking about the weather! Because he represents wisdom, truth, the archetype of the ‘old wise man.’”61


  CASE HISTORIES


  In the spring of 1956, around the time of his first meeting with Jung, Hillman had begun working one day a week at the mental hospital in Burghölzli. This was the asylum where Jung had done the word association experiments early in his career. It was here that the terms schizophrenia and complex originated. Hillman sat in on the morning diagnostic sessions and was then given a key to the worst male wards, where he had to speak to the patients in German. “There I see what are considered to be the hopeless chronic cases,” he wrote his mother. “This kind of work is essentially beyond me, and yet I have learned a certain amount of patience which is perhaps the most important thing.”62


  Hillman later wrote: “One day, I watched a woman being interviewed. She sat in a wheelchair because she was elderly and feeble. She said that she was dead, for she had lost her heart. The psychiatrist asked her to place her hand over her breast to feel her heart beating: It must still be there if she could feel its beat. ‘That,’ she said, ‘is not my real heart.’ She and the psychiatrist looked at each other. There was nothing more to say. Like the primitive who has lost his soul, she had lost the loving courageous connection to life—and that is the real heart, not the ticker which can as well pulsate isolated in a glass bottle.”63


  Hillman was angered by the lack of rapport between doctors and patients, “this kind of crazy feeling that the psychiatrists were only giving pills.” He’d journey out to the hospital in the morning with an Italian prince named Francesco Caracciolo, who was also studying at the Institute: “When we went out on the clinical visits and saw cases, we would come back and have coffee and talk for hours about how ignorant the psychiatrist was because he didn’t see what was going on. Whereas we students saw what was going on, we saw the psychodynamics; we saw the archetypes; we looked for the dreams; we weren’t interested in the demonstration of the psycho-pathology. You could safely say that we students were naively inflated about our supposed understanding.”64


  Hillman was chafing against the system, seeing the flaws in orthodox psychiatry, even of the Jungian variety. There were supervision colloquia where the candidates for becoming Jungian analysts presented their cases, as they all sat together in a circle—“about ten of us, weekly, with an old-hand supervisor,” Hillman recounted. “I disliked these sessions. I disliked the kibitzing. I disliked the presumption of knowledge on the part of everyone about what to do, what not to do, what was going on in the patient, between me and the patient, and their suppositions about what was going on in me. Of course I felt exposed and inadequate. But especially, I felt something fundamentally wrong about one person reporting on the soul life of another. One time, when my turn was coming up, I proposed bringing the case itself to the session, that is, inviting the patient to present his own case. In the back of my mind was T. S. Eliot’s line: ‘You are not here to report.’”


  He felt that his own presentation “would be a fiction, a take, a spin, on the patient” and so, “why not get it straight from the horse’s mouth, the patient being the horse.”65 “Because I thought, everybody’s talking about somebody who isn’t here, it’s all fantasy. And if you talk about it well, it sounds like you’re doing a beautiful job with therapy—but you really don’t know anything. So, what does the patient think?” He’d already asked one of them if they’d be interested in attending one of the Wednesday afternoon seminars, and they’d said yes. But his proposal was turned down by Franz Riklin, who ran the gatherings, as being “too radical.”66


  Further indication of Hillman’s desire to break from psychiatric tradition came in a long letter to Donleavy: “A clinic was opened in NY City. In the first 31 months, 10,750 individual people came for free or cheap psychotherapy! Strain is the best thing we have. The breakdowns, strains, cracks are the ultimate answer to the big technological machine. The machine gets better and better and the people crack... either the machine will slow to a halt because the people can’t manage it any longer, or the machine will win and the fittest people (i.e. most mechanized and oiled) will survive. It’s a good fight.”67


  * * *


  In the summer of 1957, finishing up his required time at the Burghölzli asylum, Hillman “watched the psychiatric residents write up their case histories by hand, sometimes going on for 30 pages. A tremendous labor, and I had to submit a long detailed case report to the Jung Institute, plus a bunch of shorter ones for my finals.”


  By then, he had been pondering for some time about all such written material—“filed away, going back to Freud and Charcot and Bernheim, the thousands, probably millions, of pages of case write-ups, and dreams, and interpretations of dreams... stored away in analysts’ offices and attics and hospital archives.” What genre of writing was it, these case histories? They were “not quite medical reports, not quite recounting of dreams, not quite memoirs, not quite confessions—yet a bit of all this.”


  He came to realize that each case history was, “first of all a story that places the teller in a privileged position as the central figure.” It was all about the I: “I as subject of the plot become the victim of events and the agent of events,” with everyone and everything else only accessories to the I’s developmental journey. “Is this what case history then really is for?” James wondered. “Is it really a therapeutic technique for strengthening and centralizing that fictional figure that therapy has named Ego?”68


  This didn’t fit with how Hillman was starting to conceive his own approach to therapy. Following Jung and most spiritual disciplines, he did not see the patient at the center but rather “as a lesser light among the many other psychic figures, such as those who inhabit our dreams.” Hillman’s concern was with “the wider psyche—all the ‘little people’ as Jung has called the complexes, phantoms, and fantasies that inhabit the soul and appear in a life as symptoms, desires, wishes, regrets, and so on.” He was “moving from an ego-centered therapy to a soulcentered therapy. . . forming my own version of psychotherapy— strengthening the wider psyche’s imaginative and recuperative powers, the psyche as a field in which the ego complex was only one player among many.”69


  In 1975, Hillman would base an essay called “The Fiction of Case History” on this experience, in which he concluded: “Perhaps our age has gone to analysis not to be loved or get cured, or even to Know Thyself. Perhaps we go to be given a case history, to be told into a soul story and given a plot to live by. This is the gift of case history, the gift of finding oneself in myth. In myths Gods and humans meet.”70


  SPIEGELMAN AND STEIN


  While Hillman was fulfilling his case requirements, two American couples arrived at the Institute who would play large roles in his and Kate’s lives. The first were Marvin Spiegelman and his wife Ryma. Spiegelman was a month younger than Hillman. He’d been through analysis in Los Angeles, joined a Jung club, gotten a Ph.D., become an Army psychologist while serving in the Korean War, and come to the Institute on the GI Bill. Spiegelman and Hillman would take classes together, socialize on a regular basis, and share an analyst in Meier.


  “Jim was for awhile the patient in front of me,” Spiegelman remembered in 2008. “I could sometimes hear him, before I went in, making these deep serious comments in sort of hushed tones, as if he were in the presence of the numinous. Jim had decided by the time I arrived that this [psychology] was his calling. You could see right away that he was a brilliant fellow, and funny, and charming. Ryma was very good at providing a kind of salon, so we had lots of people over to our apartment. There was plenty of wine, talking, and pounding the table. We didn’t analyze each other, the way the early Freudians did. That’s one of the important things about the Jungians, in contrast. It was not a diagnostic finding of your way, it was going through a process together with each other. That made good ground for comradeship and friendships.”71 His wife Ryma recalled it as “a magic time, like the artists had in Paris in the Thirties and Forties.”72


  The Jungians’ annual Fastnacht parties continued, and Hillman coined some new archetypes for a satirical sketch in 1956: “Young Wise Man, Little Mother, and Patient Eternus.”73 Spiegelman recalled of the masked balls: “I came to my first one in an old Army coat, wearing a mask in front like a Don Juan with a mustache and another mask in back as an ape. Ryma came as a prissy Swiss lady. One time, I remember Jim came as a minister with a collar.”74 At other of these affairs, Hillman remembered, he dressed as an alchemy apprentice with false teeth, a hunchback, and “a high-society dandy, wearing the tails I’d had for my wedding and dyeing my hair blonde.”75 On one occasion, the Hillmans and the Spiegelmans went to an Elvis Presley movie, after which Hillman remembered exclaiming: “This is Dionysus, this is fantastic! Look at the way he moves his pelvis, his soft face and all.”76


  The other new couple, arriving a few months after the Spiegelmans, were Robert and Lotte Stein. Robert had already been in an osteopathic medical practice before Zürich and had come to the Institute under the auspices of the Jungian Society in Los Angeles. He would become “a very dear friend” of the Hillmans. “He had more hours of analysis under his belt than me,” Hillman remembered. “His children were older than mine. He had more depth. I looked up to him—so we fought plenty . . . We exchanged ideas, grew ideas, toppled them over, and put them together in fresh ways. His temperament was altogether different than mine. He was warm, personal, and could never get intimate enough, while his thought was abstract, vague, and lacked imaginative metaphors... He wrote all the time, always trying to work things out about the messes of love.”77 “We shared a passion for D. H. Lawrence. Stein was sort of an inspired sufferer, truly a man of soul; he used the term always. In our Jewish backgrounds, he had a Russian soul and I had a German soul. But Bob was a man who also had a wild spirit in him, and that’s where we connected.”78


  Because Stein, like his Jewish compatriots Hillman and Spiegelman, also entered analysis with Meier, they were considered a triumvirate. Lotte Stein recalled that, at Jungian festivities, “Bob and Marvin and Jim always had the feeling they had to liven things up. I remember them walking into a party and doing one of those Russian dances, very strenuous—Jim is so long-stretched—and then falling back.”79


  The attitude his friends displayed toward Jung was more worshipful than Hillman’s. Robert Stein later wrote of his first visit with Jung: “We had hardly sat down in his study when he plunged into a lament about the medical profession. Perhaps he did this because he knew that I was a physician. ‘Why,’ he said, ‘doesn’t the medical profession understand me?’ Even though he smiled and had a mischievous, knowing twinkle in his eyes, he still seemed pained that his ideas were not as understood and received by the medical establishment as were Freud’s. I had an incredible session with him as we sat facing each other with our knees almost touching. I said very little even though I had a list of things to talk about. Jung seemed to be in an expansive mood and, as he rambled on, I was amazed that he was speaking about all of the issues that concerned me, as if he had seen my list. I left elated and overwhelmed by this contact with the Great Man.”80


  Spiegelman had a similar experience during a visit with Jung, shortly after his graduation from the Institute. Sitting in his study overlooking the lake, Jung asked Spiegelman why he’d come. “I said, ‘Well, it was really as a ritual of ending.’ I said that I wanted to really see him. He then came up close and said, ‘Well, take a good look!’” When Spiegelman told Jung how much he’d gotten out of his books, but that some were very hard to read, Jung replied: “They are very hard to write.” Spiegelman said later that Jung spoke “right to my condition” and made recommendations that were “in a way, uncanny,” things that “ten years later, I’[d] really lived them. I think his connection with the unconscious was such as to make it seem that way.”81


  This was the syndrome—“a kind of magical projection,” Hillman called it—that he had himself resisted when he felt Jung’s comment about “bracephalic heads” to be personally directed at his “egghead” nature. “It had to do with the fear of influence,” Hillman recalled. “I was so into the Jungian world, but at the same time something in me was protecting itself from him.”82


  Perhaps to break through the “magical projection” in Spiegelman and Stein, Jung had expressed anger toward each of them in response to questions they raised. At one student seminar, Spiegelman asked something about “the symbol” and Jung blasted him, saying that the answer could be found in any book.83 At another seminar, Stein remembered querying: “how can an individual carry this new spirit of individuation back into a world that has no adequate vessels to contain it? Do we not need, as Jesus said, new bottles for the new wine? For some reason, Jung was obviously upset with my question because he responded irritably and cruelly by saying that I would not have asked such a question if I had understood the concept of the Self; and, for good measure, to really put me in my place, he made sure to let me know that in Biblical times they used wine-skins, not bottles. Apart from this put-down, what he said essentially was that the Self points the way toward new forms and rituals and that by remaining true to the inner process, changes in the outer world will emerge spontaneously. I don’t know why he reacted so strongly to my question, but I was devastated.”84


  Both Spiegelman and Hillman would long remember another moment at Jung’s home and his “getting derailed over Albert Schweitzer,” as Hillman put it. Schweitzer was the world-famous medical missionary who’d been awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1952. When Hillman was in Cambridge, England, in autumn 1955, around the same time that the Queen of England was due to arrive, he wrote Kate, “Albert Schweitzer is on his way too for some degree. You know how it is, we always get to places where the ‘great’ constellate.”85 (Walking back to his hotel, Hillman coincidentally passed Schweitzer on the road.)86 In the fall of 1957, a series of paintings by a twenty-four-year-old analysand were shown to Jung at one of the student seminars. “Picture No. 7 that he drew was ‘Dr. Schweizer’ (whom the analysand worshipped as a modern Christ figure) taking care of a negro boy.”87 That triggered a diatribe from Jung.


  “Jung couldn’t abide the piousness,” according to Hillman, “and Schweitzer’s escape from the European predicament by retreating into the white man’s colonial jungle where it is easy to do ‘good works.’” For Hillman, it was “instructive to see how one old wise man hates another old wise man, and that the hatred and showing it is exactly what distinguishes Jung from Schweitzer. It is great to see that when you are a student and trying to hide your shadow. It may have been in that same meeting that someone asked Jung about the shadow, and he said ‘It shows right here, in your face.’ He made the point by touching his cheek.”88


  Whether or not the anger Hillman witnessed in Jung helped enable him to better express his own, there is no doubt that he was beginning to admit his more martial side—with some interesting results. Lotte Stein recalled in 2005 that she and her husband “had lots of difficulties, because I was introverted and very ‘anti’ this whole analytical thing. Once I told him to just get out. I left a note for Bob that I didn’t want to see him. I had a date to go to a flower show with Jim. When he arrived and I told him about this, he said, ‘Don’t talk about it.’ The whole evening, I was devastated. But I had to walk along and talk about flowers or whatever was there. And it all changed. I was so clingy and so dependent, and Jim was very instrumental in me growing up — because he was so rude. He would just say, ‘Stop yapping, stop hovering over me.’ I was compulsively needing to fill any kind of quiet, and I remember him telling me how the Eskimos sit and sit until the spirit moves one, and then they talk.”89


  In 1957 her husband Robert, feeling that “transference work was being neglected in Zürich,”90 decided to spend six months in a Jungian analysis program in London. Hillman was furious when Stein returned “all but crushed by... the oppression of his spontaneity.”91 According to Lotte, her husband had called Jung on the phone from London, who told him to “come back at once.”92 Stein, “very shaken” by his experience, then went to see Jung and “with great passion I told him of my fear that the London school was moving regressively back into traditional Freudian ego psychology. He was very supportive.”93 According to Hillman, Stein “felt his soul was being violated by a kind of reason that was irrationally dogmatic. No spontaneous spirit. No trust of the zany ways soul works.”94


  On the one hand, Hillman held onto certain “cherished formulations” that had sustained him through a rough period. He was in search, sometimes desperately, for “that fixed center, called Self by Jung, and by many religious disciplines and philosophical traditions.” Looking back, Hillman wrote how he’d been “completely taken by Jung’s idea of individuation, of an immanent Self within the breast that urges each human being away from the collective fold into an individual destiny . . . What does one have when all is lost and the soul is in extremis? Alone. There is only one’s inner world, the individuating process in the soul unfolding the meanings of its destiny. Only your images remain. Only your inner voices, only the spirits that come to you in your cell. Nothing else can be trusted in that nothing else is authentically individually mine. Inside are the repositories that legitimate reason and justify action—an individualized center the only sustaining base when all else has gone. So was how I thought; such was my conclusion.”95


  Yet he had already begun to have “doubts about this individualistic ontology that was my faith and remains the silent faith of psychotherapy in general.” And these doubts were propelling him in a new direction. Years later, Hillman reflected to an interviewer that he worked from anger, “when something feels insulted.” He cited a number of examples from his student years in causing “fissures of faith in Jungianism”: Marie-Louise von Franz attacking in her lectures the puer eternus, the eternal youth who supposedly refuses to grow up; Esther Harding speaking moralistically about the importance of the hero being able to slay the dragon; Erich Neumann going “on and on about ‘Die Grosse Mutter’” [The Great Mother]; other lecturers assaulting Freud; “the whole atmosphere of the teachers promoting the earth and tradition and introversion. I would feel personally insulted,” Hillman said. “And this moralism offended the life I knew before, in India, Paris, Dublin, among all sorts of remarkable people.”96


  In a 2002 lecture he titled “Mother Earth: Nobody Knows the Troubles I Cause,” Hillman recalled von Franz once presenting a case where she’d sent “a young wobbly puer sort of man... to a farm to work for the summer to come down to earth.” He also made reference to the 1956 Hungarian revolt that was ultimately put down by Soviet tanks, “and the intense questions raised by the refugees fleeing into Switzerland: if the Russians were to come, would one flee, or stand one’s ground, in one’s own land?”


  Hillman suggested that “the sense of entrapment in these images and experiences evoked a savage rebelliousness, which led eventually not only to my writings on the Puer, on the Anima, and the White Earth or Terre Pur as it is called in Asian Buddhism, and to my book The Myth of Analysis. What was the rebellion against? The literalization of earth as an identification with farms and rocks and concrete appearances of history. Earth became the prime element for my imaginational pursuits, the first element to deliteralize, to see through, to turn into psyche, rather than have the psyche turned into earth. Yet, the problem remains through my life and all our lives how to connect soul and soil, how can the psyche itself be the ground? And not require a ground that is psyche, e.g. biology, genetics, sociology, race, class, etc. What I have been doing, it now seems after these many years, is Herculean after all: I have been trying to lift Antaios [a mythical giant] off his feet and find for him another earth from which to draw strength.”97


  There can be no fixed definition for terms such as “psyche” or the “unconscious.” Any attempt to succinctly define something fundamentally unknowable is clearly doomed to failure. As Hillman put it, “how can you be grounded in something that is just groundless? It’s very upsetting, especially to Americans, that you could be grounded in something that is not to be found in experiments, numbers, the tangible.”98


  GREECE


  “The Wirksamkeit of myth, its reality, resides precisely in its power to seize and influence our psychic life. The Greeks knew this so well, and so they had no depth psychology and psychopathology such as we have. They had myths. And we have no myths as such; instead depth psychology and psychopathology. Therefore, as I have repeatedly said, psychology shows myths in modern dress and mythosshows our depth psychology in ancient dress.”


  —James Hillman, “Oedipus Revisited,” 198799


  It was to Mike Donleavy—the compatriot from whose shadow he had emerged, and whose Ginger Man was about to become an international best-seller—that Hillman seemed able to express his darkest thoughts. “It is a curious life I lead,” he wrote Donleavy in July 1957. “Clean and sweet on the top of our hill overlooking the swept Zoo, where there is no savagery, but peanuts and carrots and sweet buns for the bears. While in town in my room and at the hospital, the parade passes of ruin. A case of homosexuality suddenly reveals the great night town world of Zürich (famous composer recently stabbed to death by his homo pickup) . . . then one of the doctors a man I talked with often at the hosp hangs himself . . . a woman with a wooden leg, young, who imagines men are following her. And then the material, the drawings and dreams and fantasies presented in the case sessions reveal the extent of evil, the devil himself, in the souls of the people we travel with on the trams.”100


  It was all becoming quite mythological, with Zürich a veneer behind which the many gods and goddesses could be seen at work. Fitting, therefore, that Hillman would make his first trip to Greece later that summer of 1957, as his clinical training was moving toward a conclusion. Since World War II there had been a surprising revival of interest in classical Greek scholarship. As Hillman would one day note, a “return to Greece” had been experienced in ancient Rome, during the Italian Renaissance, “and in the Romantic psyche during the times of revolution. In recent years it has been an intrinsic part of the lives of such artists and thinkers as Stravinsky, Picasso, Heidegger, Joyce, and Freud.” Why? Perhaps because such a return “offers a way of coping when our centers cannot hold and things fall apart . . . The ‘return to Greece’ is a psychological response to the challenge of breakdown.” The fantasy of going back to Greek polytheism “offers a model of disintegrated integration.”101


  In a letter Hillman recalled writing during his early days at Dublin’s Trinity College, he’d said he didn’t like Hegel and the rest of the German philosophers but really enjoyed reading the Greeks. While in Zürich, two pages of notes headed “De Anima” (perhaps for use in his thesis on emotion) begin: “PSYCHOLOGY: To discover the nature and essence of soul, and its attributes.” He then goes on to describe a number of Greek “predecessors” for advancing this idea.102 Hillman realized long after that “the period following the war could be imagined as another time of searching for models. So I was part of this spirit of the times that returned to the Greek world. In that sense, I’m a carrier of a contagion that infected the people whose daimon was a part of that.”103


  Leaving the two little children behind with their nanny, now he would travel to Greece with Kate. But not only with Kate. In an unorthodox thing to do, they were accompanied by the analyst they shared, C. A. Meier, and his wife Joan. Even more unorthodox, Kate paid for the whole trip. Her sister, Tonie, came, too.


  Meier, who in a résumé submitted that year when applying for a visiting lectureship in America had self-described his status as “generally acclaimed as the most brilliant disciple of Dr. Jung,”104 resigned as president of the Institute earlier in 1957 after a rift with Jung. They parted ways over the Institute’s first student from India, Arwind Vasavada. He was an older man who had been a professor of philosophy in India, and in 1956 obtained his diploma from the Institute. Vasavada was a good friend of Hillman’s, a “strong Vedanta man” with whom he “often talked at length.”105 According to Hillman’s recollection, Jung didn’t approve of Vasavada’s propounding “a completely Hindu religious point of view,” as a neophyte Jungian analyst. “As Jung saw it, ‘this guy didn’t learn anything.’ Meier [Vasavada’s analyst106] said, ‘Look, he’s from India and that’s the way he thinks.’ It was a tempest in a teacup, but Meier had resentments and I’m sure there were other things involved.”107


  At the time, Meier remained an important figure for Hillman. “I modeled myself on his way of doing analysis—which was dream analysis and active imagination as dialogue, which I did a great deal of. Turning to books and scholarship or symbol history for understanding your own dreams is very much a Zürich style— and was Meier’s style. Even though he wasn’t that intellectual, he used the word ‘scientific’ and he represented an intellectual approach.”108


  Meier, who like Hillman had once attended the Sorbonne, was “very big on the Greeks.”109 Meier had written a monograph called Ancient Incubation and Modern Psychotherapy, whose focus was a location of legendary healing in Greece, the Sanctuary of Asclepius. When James and Kate had first arrived in Zürich, they had studied German by trying (unsuccessfully) to assimilate Meier’s text.


  Arriving in Greece late that summer of 1957, the young Hillmans and the older Meiers rented a boat. Their destination was the eastern end of the Peloponnese island chain, and a place called Epidaurus. According to Greek mythology, Epidaurus was the birthplace of Asclepius, the son of Apollo and god of healing. The site later became one of the ancient world’s most important centers of healing; by the fourth century B.C., people were traveling from far and wide seeking cures at the sanctuary. The healing would come about through a visitation in a dream—either from Asclepius himself or one of his totem animals, a dog or a snake.110


  “The rituals of incubation, at the core of which was sleeping within a religious preserve for the purpose of receiving healing dreams and visions, are here succinctly described so that the perceptive reader can make the connections between the classical procedures in antiquity and the events of modern psychotherapy,” Hillman would write in a Preface to the American Edition of Meier’s book, published in 1967. “Besides extending the historical ‘origins’ of psychotherapy to at least five hundred years before our era, this work gives a new perspective to incubation and Asclepian healing. We see its psychological counterpart today, indicating that it may still be going on in analytical consulting rooms.”111


  “In 1957,” Hillman recalled, “you could still lie down outside the temple ruins on these flat stones called ‘clines’—from which the word ‘clinic’ comes—and wait for a dream. We all slept outdoors, expecting the ‘Big Dream.’” For Hillman, it was to prove an experience not unlike the one he’d had in the Himalayas. Hillman reflected in 2007: “This was, again, a humiliating dream. There was simply an aircraft carrier with this long, flat deck— and a plane landing and taking off. I think what embarrassed me was, once more I was presented with something about the flat, horizontal world. I’ve thought a lot about it through the years. Today I would look at it very differently—as carrier of the fantasy world, the airy world. But back then, all the work—the writing and the slaving—was about the dedication to flatness.”112


  Unlocking the significance of such a dream back then was not something Hillman received any assistance with from Meier. “His interest in Greece probably awoke my interest, but it didn’t come straight from him. On the trip he was particularly uncommunicative, never said a word about anything. He was playing the big, tough guy role, drinking lots of wine at lunch, and I was still the young apprentice.” The analyst spent the trip reading a second-century guidebook by Pausanius, “while his wife kept hounding him and saying, ‘Well, tell us what you’re reading!’ Meier himself was contemptuous, so that was a difficult part. He had a lot of trouble giving out, expressing.”


  Hillman’s sense of inferiority to Meier didn’t help matters. At the Institute, he’d begun learning about the various gods in the Greek pantheon, “trying to get the feel of which god belonged to which temple and why.” But he still felt largely ignorant about all that. “I started too high up in my attempt to connect. I thought I had to know more Greek, or get there through knowledge. And Meier was absolutely silent.”


  Yet the spirit of Greece permeated Hillman nonetheless. “It was a physical connection, through the architecture, the sunshine, or sitting and eating Greek food. Greece had an incredible effect on me, I was hugely emotionally affected by Greece. I’d loved what I saw of Egypt [in 1951], but Greece did something that Egypt or India did not do, something that was absolutely raw.”113


  Much to Hillman’s surprise, he would find himself seized by a feeling at a particular landscape or temple and with tears streaming down his face. He hadn’t read many Greek writers, this wasn’t a literary effect as it had been in Ireland. Nor, in later years, would he ever lecture here, and only one of his books would ever be translated into Greek. But, as he would state in Re-Visioning Psychology: “Greece persists as an inscape rather than a landscape, a metaphor for the imaginal realm in which the archetypes as Gods have been placed.”114


  The following August of 1958, James and Kate made a second journey to Greece, with his wife once again paying for the Meiers to accompany them. As Meier put it in a letter afterwards, they had been invited “free, which we could of course not refuse.”115 “He must have felt bought,” Hillman reflected many years later, looking back on the immense difficulties Meier would come to pose for him. “Analysts don’t do that any longer, but in those days people did everything.”116


  Meier wrote at the time: “I had some of the most exciting experiences there by making a number of unheard of discoveries.”117 What those discoveries consisted of, Meier never specified, but the two couples’ three-week sojourn had included a week on “a hired little boat, sailing & swimming” on the “island of Kos, where lived Hippocrates, the first healer, [whose] tree still stands,” Hillman wrote Donleavy.118 Hippocrates had called his followers Asclepians, after the sanctuary.


  They had not been long back from their earlier trip when James wrote a letter “To Kate, for her reading in private,” in which he said: “What is our religion? It is the way we live and what we do . . . I can’t think of it as Jewish or Christian or anything else. It is really only the belief in this process which binds us together and keeps us alive. That’s our symbol... One thing I can do is to try to point out that the traps and binds we are in everybody is in; but the process we are trying to follow and keep alive is not what everybody is doing. It is something special and something holy: it is incredibly difficult and there is nothing in our culture today that can contain it and be a measure of it. It is only through comparing what we do with ancient rites and eastern techniques and mysticism (I see this more and more in studying) that the difficulty of what we are trying to do dawns on me.”119


  ANALYST WITH A “SUMMA”


  As Hillman neared completion of his thesis, he visited privately with Jung again. “I had said something about heat, and Jung said, ‘Emotion isn’t always hot.’ He went on: ‘Emotions can be as cold as the wind coming off a glacier. In the East, they can split the emotional charge from the imagery.’ Which is why they can deal with such peculiar images in such a calm way—because they are able to cut off and repress the emotional charges in their meditation techniques.”120


  This may have filled in certain gaps for Hillman—not only about the East, but perhaps about his wife in her Scandinavian nature. “Marriage has its tensions,” as Hillman succinctly wrote Donleavy.121 In their Zürich circle, some referred to Kate as “the Ice Queen.” She could seem beyond reach, inaccessible. Anne Guggenbühl-Craig, who eventually became a close friend, remembers thinking the first time she saw Kate: “That’s somebody from another world, I could never have anything to do with her. There was a royal side to her, like a princess or something.”122 As a young beautiful Swede from a relatively well-off family, the mystique of the glamorous heiress image soon stuck to Kate. Partly due to her generous and intensely private nature, she was not able to cast off this misleading image in her lifetime.


  Lotte Stein recalled: “At first I felt very intimidated by Kate. She was tall and blonde, and I was dumpy and Jewish. It seemed her children were always crisp, white—and mine were California, sandals. I was very needy for some contact, but Kate was not someone who seemed available. She was so elegant. I was rather timid, and I would pretend I was Kate, walk into a restaurant like her. I mean, she was just unbelievably herself. I don’t remember how it was that I became very close to her, came to appreciate her aloofness, her Swedishness. Maybe it was when we went once later to the island place that her family owned in Sweden. You get up and have breakfast at this certain time, you don’t go into the kitchen, you don’t do this and you don’t do that. But she had a whole houseful of kids and people, and servants, and suddenly I realized: Kate organized all this. It taught me something.”123


  The Hillmans’ British acquaintance Glin Bennet said: “I always remember Kate’s rapier-like remarks in any conversation. She would sit quiet then without warning interject some intuitive thrust which brought one up short. I often found her comments instructive.”124


  Hillman wrote the Donleavys in mid-January 1958 that he was “still laboring” on the thesis after two-and-a-half years: “It is turning into a philosophy of emotion, a set of ideas and theories which back up—in my mind at least—the way people live and write today. No more system of space and time and bourgeois order. Emotions repressed into symptoms are breaking it all up. Each man doing his bit to maintain this strange system, dying as the second millennia after Christ slowly ends . . . Actually there are only emotions, discrete little events . . . but which the psychologists haven’t yet got hold of. Jazz understands what I mean. So does the Ginger Man . . . so does the new underground writing in the states which can’t get published . . . Jack Kerouac is interesting and some others too. Anyway, I am still at the opus... getting close to the end now.”125


  The first person Hillman asked to read his complete thesis was a member of the Institute’s Curatorium, psychiatrist Dr. K. W. Bash, from whom he was seeking “an objective opinion about some of the psychiatric and medical theories which I report on and criticize.” Hillman wrote Bash: “I have not given it to Dr. Meier (except part of the first draft and part of one chapter) because of various reasons—mainly because I wanted to do the thing ‘myself.’”126 Hillman responded to some criticism of the thesis from Professor Keller, writing him: “I have not held back from criticizing many established views and I have tried to formulate new ideas even if speculative and dogmatic—about emotion. I trust you will understand my approach in this light and see why I have not been able to make each change that you suggested.”127 Somewhat to Hillman’s surprise, the professor would accept his rationale.


  Hillman’s learning curve had been on a steep grade. He had made the journey to the East, discovered how very much of his temperament was of the West, and now sought to put forth “a brand of psychology different from what one might find in the American schools.” It was “full of comparisons of modern models of theory forming with ancient ones,” including Aristotle’s four causes as the basis for his thesis. Yet it was also borderless, open to influences however they might manifest.


  By the first of April, he had sent off the first hundred pages of the thesis to a publisher in London, Routledge & Kegan Paul, which had expressed interest in it. “Am now depressed, don’t think book is clear enough,” Hillman wrote Donleavy.128 On the contrary, the publisher would soon send Hillman a report noting that “style on the whole is clear, straightforward, and adequate.”129


  The indication was, they would publish it. The student years were drawing to a close, and the first moment of truth was the university doctorate. The university’s approach to psychology was vastly different than the institute’s; David Hart, who also sought a doctorate in psychology there, recalls being asked by one professor who was trying to understand Jung, “What is this inner world?”130 Hillman would look back upon his university experience as “an initiation . . . going through the Underworld . . . I never opened my mouth at that University, I sat in every seminar in silence . . . I don’t know what I learned, honestly. I went to lectures in Zürich by [Martin] Buber and by [Martin] Heidegger and by Ludwig Binswanger, I even heard Anna Freud—but not one goddamn thing registered. Nothing. I can see Buber’s white beard still and the way Heidegger wiggled his big backside and spoke with a high voice and how Binswanger looked like my own relatives way back (my maternal side is Binswanger way back, so we are blood cousins), but I didn’t take anything in. I am not a good pupil.”131


  In 2008, Hillman reflected further: “I was never an ambitious student as such, but I was strongly motivated to read the things that caught me. I did usually poorly in subjects that I found ‘too hard’—science and math. I think this was true of Jung, too, and has something to say about the ‘bent’ of the psychological mind right from the beginning. I was held and interested by and in ‘classic’ authorities, and still turn to them when writing lectures—a kind of intellectual passion—rather than the latest studies and results. Evidently early on I liked to wrap my mind around deep thinkers, even if I was never thorough enough to be a scholar.”132


  For his Klausur, he had to sit in a room and write an essay in four hours comparing Jung and the German rational philosopher Leibniz (he got permission to pen it in English). For his Hauptarbeit, he had three days at home to select one of five topics for a second essay; he chose to write on Plotinus. There were also oral exams in philosophy, the history of religions, and psychology. For the latter, when Hillman went to Professor Keller asking roughly what aspects would be covered, he was told flatly: “To get a doctorate in psychology—all fields.”133


  Hillman wrote his mother that June: “The two written exams and the thesis were evidently of good enough quality to carry the bad German I spoke in the orals, so that the result was a ‘summa cum laude’—something very rare and quite an honor.”134 Kate, in her own letter to Madeleine Hillman, called the summa something “almost never heard of given to a non Swiss . . . Jim— of course—makes a joke of it and says that he was not worth it, just as he said about his Irish degree, but I tell him to feel for once that he did something really well on his own merits. He always jokes about fooling people into giving him high points but this academic world is very traditional and quite tough and it was evident that his work was of high quality. I went to fetch him outside the University and we sat down on a bench and cried together but it was such good news, and much better than either of us had dreamt of.”135


  The party at the Hillmans’ home by the zoo was grand. After the ceremony at the university, they’d just had time to change their clothes before the first of some thirty guests arrived. The roses were in bloom, little Julia and Carola “had flower wreaths around their heads and gave out a little corsage to each guest.”136 Almost fifty years later, Ryma Spiegelman would remember “the two little girls in white, carrying baskets of raspberries or strawberries to put in the champagne.”137


  In a postcard sent to Hart, who’d graduated magna cum laude and was by then practicing psychology back in the United States, Hillman wrote: “Boom! Summa cum laude!”138 And to Donleavy, James wrote: “Done. After the sweat box of exams I am done. Big deal as they knighted me with a Summons come lewdly.”139


  Along these lines, when Hillman went to see Meier after receiving this highest of accolades, “I remember saying to him that I felt somehow I had fooled them, that I didn’t really earn it.” Looking back, he would see this as a Hermes aspect of his character, this sense “that I’m favored by luck, that it’s not just me but something else is at work.”140


  Hermes, the trickster, might also be seen in the way Hillman reacts to the Summa differently, depending upon with whom he’s corresponding. Hillman wrote to Jung in a serious vein: “The last time you spoke at the Institute I could not be there because during those same hours I was undergoing my last examinations at the University. All came out well, and I am happy to say that they gave me the honour of a ‘summa,’ largely on account of my thesis on emotion, leading ideas for which developed out of things you said during a talk we had two years ago. And so I have even more to thank you for. Now I wonder if you would do me a great favour to mark the end of University life by signing this book of yours which has continued for many years to unfold new meanings to me.”141


  The book was a rare copy of The Secret of the Golden Flower, Richard Wilhelm’s translation of a Taoist yoga text, for which Jung had written a “European Commentary.” Jung inscribed the book before returning it to Hillman: “Joining the celebration of your ‘summa cum laude’ with the modest contribution of my signature. C. G. Jung. July 1958.”142


  Hillman now began rewriting his dissertation for publication—“over 350 pages and 500 entries in the bibliography.”143 He was also a functionary in organizing the first Congress of Jungians scheduled for that August 1958 in Zürich, of which he wrote Donleavy that “as soon as there are congresses and badges and professionalism the thing is dead.” In the same letter, Hillman said: “Following the spirit, whether it be by writing or painting or doing what I am doing leads one into... states of warfare, which are inexcusable and yet totally necessary.”144 One such state was expressed in a letter to his old friend from Navy days, Wes Hiler, who had by then achieved his own Ph.D. in clinical psychology. “You are all caught up in the modern hero in the white coat,” Hillman wrote him, “and try so damn and pathetically hard to make psychology respectable, i.e. by making it scientific. ‘Research teams,’ like football teams! The psyche is not scientific, science being only a partial method for grasping aspects of it.”145


  After Hillman’s female analyst, Rivkah Scharf-Kluger, left to live in Israel, since May 1957 he had been seeing another of Jung’s female devotees, Dr. Liliane Frey, in addition to Meier. Now, having fulfilled “the minimum of 300 hours divided between a man and woman analyst” as well as 431 supervised hours seeing eight patients, Hillman applied to the Curatorium to present himself for the Diploma-Examinations.146 To his mother, as he prepared for his six final exams at the Jung Institute, James revealed: “To be an analyst is a hell of a burden, since the questions one must face are not to be answered easily, else the patient himself would have found the answers. Every hour of working with someone involves the whole personality, with all its weaknesses especially in this Jungian method where the two people sit face to face, and not where one does all the talking lying down and the other hides behind a note book out of sight. So this autumn I have been depressed over facing all the implications of my work, my shortcomings, mistakes . . . It has never been clear sailing but the difficulties become more apparent as one gets nearer the port. One can only have an effect on the other person if one can experience certain symbols and certain problems and certain wounds. In ancient times the physician was symbolized as having a wound himself, or the same disease as the patient. Or he carried or caught the patient’s disease and thus by curing himself cured the patient. Since most of the illnesses brought to the consulting room are the standard illnesses of our day, illnesses which everyone has and shares, I have to work these things in myself before they can be of any use to anyone else.”147


  In February-March 1959, Hillman completed the examinations, thereafter to be “recognized by the Jungian International as an analyst . . . It is a turning point,” he wrote Kenny Donoghue, “after having been in school more or less since February 1931.”148 Hillman would look back on those years at the Institute and say: “I soaked it up. It probably was—objectively speaking, academically speaking—only third rate, many of the courses, most of the teachers, but, there was a madness there, a spirit, and I took in every word; I loved the material.”149 The Hillmans, along with the Steins and Spiegelmans, “celebrated the event by a trip to the Alps where we drank champagne and pledged eternal comradeship,” as Spiegelman remembered it.150


  Hillman had arrived in Switzerland six years before at the height of psychoanalytic culture, absorbed everything from clinical psychiatry and theories of neurosis to “The Shadow in Fairy Tales” and “Disturbances in Animal Behavior” at the Jung Institute, along with “four long years of sitting in on lectures and seminars, really dreadful”151 at the University of Zürich.


  Now, considered by many to be the most brilliant graduate in the Institute’s eleven-year history, Hillman had a new challenge in mind—that is, if he could convince the Institute’s hierarchy of its worthiness.
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  XII


  DIRECTOR OF STUDIES


  The Jung Institute had no such position as Director of Studies. So, almost immediately upon completing the examinations that made him a Jungian analyst early in 1959, Hillman invented it. His quest began with a letter addressed to Franz Riklin, who had replaced C. A. Meier as president of the Institute governing board known as the Curatorium, saying: “The feelings of decline and decay about the Institute that I encounter in many people and the growing dissatisfaction and even disloyalty point to a crisis that you have yourself been aware of and told me about many months ago. Rather than delay, it is a time for decisions.”1


  If Riklin wanted him to work for the Institute under his direction and in close collaboration, Hillman declared himself ready. At the time, the Institute was apparently considering placing a newspaper ad in search of an administrator. However, Hillman pointed out in his letter, “Such a solution will not achieve anything in the way of attracting new people new life and growth . . . To work for the Institute is . . . bound up with my fate as exposed in my deepest dreams and feelings.”


  Hillman then began making the rounds to visit with each of the seven Curatorium members. As Kate wrote to his mother: “They did not want a foreigner [appointed] at first to a Swiss institute and naturally he was thought to be too young to get the job. At one point they said no—and Jim went in and fought for his position.”2 Franz Baumann, Jung’s son-in-law and the Jung family’s representative, was the lone businessman on the Curatorium and, besides already liking Hillman, could see the advantage of having an American in a position to raise money. More and more students from the U.S. were enrolling at the Institute. As Hillman recalled Baumann saying to him: “Your only fault is your youth. But that is overcome with time.”3 There was also the fact that “they knew my wife had money and they would not have to pay me much... and I came with a lot of education.”4


  So, on April 21, 1959, the same month he turned thirty-three, Hillman was named a paid administrative assistant to Riklin, “with the specific title of Director of Studies (Studienleiter) and with the chief general tasks of coordinating and developing research, the programme, and the raising of funds for the Institute.” His duties would include “meeting arriving lecturers and introducing their courses.”5 Hillman would give lectures himself and was also basically the admissions director, interviewing anyone who came to the Institute with hopes of enrolling and arranging for their training analysis.


  He would receive a starting salary of 8,000 Swiss francs a year (the equivalent of around $18,000 U.S. dollars in 1959), with an increase to as much as 10,000 francs over a minimum two-year appointment. He also received the “right to develop a private practice as analytical psychologist,” with fees to be paid him through the Institute.6 To celebrate, Hillman recalled smoking probably the only cigar of his life with his friends Bob Stein and Philip Wolff. One of Jung’s most influential female followers, Jolande Jacobi, wrote to congratulate him: “I am aware what a stimulating but also heavy task you have taken on . . . After twelve years of ‘Programm’ making I feel enormously relieved to see a young and gifted person like you continue my work.”7


  Hillman retained his old office for his private practice, where he would see several analysands a day and sometimes a half-dozen on Saturdays. For conducting Institute business, he moved into a ground-floor office there that had been “also Jung’s retreat room in the early days, when he came into the Psychological Club for evenings and wanted to get away and lie down.”8 It was painted brown, with double windows which in the winter were replaced by shutters.


  Bringing Jung’s work to a wider audience was very much the mission to which Hillman felt committed as Director of Studies. “I wanted the Institute to be bigger and more important and broader, less parochial,” he said in 2009.9 When he went to see Jung in the spring of 1960, “We were out in his garden, and a little plane went over making a lot of noise and he observed, ‘Heavenly farts.’ He was probably doing what we call an ‘indirection,’ that is, he was bringing the conversation down, putting [me] back in [my] shoes.”10


  Hillman followed up the visit with a letter: “I want to thank you warmly for the hour you gave me a week ago Saturday. It left me with two impressions—one of a simple pleasant beauty and the other a feeling of strength and confidence and energy. These two impressions seemed so irrational and ‘unintellectual’ that I doubted a bit and criticized myself and the hour. But now that a bit more time has passed, I see that the results were deeply positive on an emotional level. It meant much to me to hear from your own lips that you were interested in the Institute and its future. I was also glad to have had the chance to thank you personally for your great contribution to my life and that of my family. There is a lot of work to be done here and somehow as a consequence of our hour I feel much more like doing it and find I have more energy for it.”11


  Among the first guest lecturers Hillman invited to the Institute was Colonel Laurens van der Post, the writer-adventurer who was a longtime close friend of Jung’s. In a prescient letter that anticipated both America’s civil rights movement and Africa’s throwing off of colonial ties during the early 1960s, Hillman wrote to van der Post: “You see the shadow is such an intensely living thing, the mind of the African such a vital matter that people who will sit in rooms working privately with the soul of others have got to hear and feel it personally . . . Recently a woman told me that an American Negro had told her ‘God is changing his pigment.’ It is this change in pigment that comes up in every analysis and is the crucial thing of our time. Could you not talk to us about that? We need to be seized by the reality of Africa.. . . ”12


  Hillman remembered sitting with van der Post in a hotel lobby in Zürich, having a long talk about Africa, and van der Post did come speak at the Institute. So would a number of other prominent individuals from a variety of fields: Gershom Scholem, a Professor of Jewish Mysticism at Jerusalem’s Hebrew University, whom Hillman would later come to know well at the Eranos conferences; John Layard, a Fellow of the Royal Anthropological Institute in England and who would become one of Hillman’s mentors; Paul Tillich, a Christian existentialist philosopher considered among the most influential Protestant theologians of the twentieth century, and Lewis Mumford, the renowned literary critic who now specialized in American architecture and urban life.


  More controversial among Jung’s longtime Zürich acolytes, especially as time went on, was Hillman’s willingness to invite prominent Jungians from other centers to give seminars: Erich Neumann from Tel Aviv, Esther Harding from New York, Gerhard Adler from London, and James Kirsch from Los Angeles, among others. “There was a real tension between those who came from elsewhere and the local Jungians,” Hillman recalled. “They were a more closed world, defensive and caught in their own squabbles.”13


  From the beginning, Hillman was pushing the envelope in many directions. As he put it in 2010: “I used to tell the new people who arrived from other countries during their first conversation/interview with me, the main thing here is your analysis, getting into it completely and deeply; the Institute and the lectures are really adjunct. And the advantage of doing it all in Zürich is that you are thrown into a wholly alien environment, all ties to your usual patterns are interrupted, and you are free to get into your own self. In other words, here you can afford to have a breakdown. I said this as a sort of mantra, but it came from my own experience.”14


  “In the 1960s I was strongly missionarizing about becoming an analyst only through one’s own mess,” Hillman remembered. “Even if they were psychologists and trained earlier as therapists or MD’s, I felt the only legitimate entry was one’s own craziness. I used to tell the students: you can learn psychopathology in two ways, and both are necessary: first, the syndromes in yourself, in your own personal pathology, and second—since you can’t have them all—through textbooks and actual other people (patients).”15 In Re-Visioning Psychology, Hillman would write: “Each soul at some time or another demonstrates illusions and depressions, overvalued ideas, manic flights and rages, anxieties, compulsions, and perversions... we are each peculiar; we have symptoms; we fail, and cannot see why we go wrong or even where, despite high hopes and good intentions.”16


  The early praise of long-standing Jungians like Jolande Jacobi for Hillman’s appointment had soon turned to strong doubts about the Institute’s direction. In a letter that he addressed to Jacobi but never sent, Hillman wrote of “your fear that too much ‘new’ is coming out of my office . . . I beg you to see the problem of change, of the new, in a broader perspective, perhaps less personally as directed against you . . . but rather as part of the process of regeneration and renewal through which the Institute is going... We must remember that the Institute is not seen as ‘lively or young’ by the people in other Jungian centers. It is important that we can show them that we can make changes, can develop and are not afraid to risk.”17


  Scott Becker has written that: “it might be tempting to view this brewing conflict between Hillman and the ‘old guard’ at the Institute in literal terms (as the inevitable political struggles of any institution), or in conceptual, academic terms (as a philosophical debate). However, lurking within this clash between ‘old’ and ‘new’ analysts, or between ‘old’ and ‘new’ ideas, there were extremely powerful, archetypal forces that infused both the literal and the conceptual level of the conflict. Hence Hillman’s appeal to take the conflict ‘less personally.’ He was implying that other forces were at work. Later in his career, Hillman might have said, ‘Let us imagine our conflict in mythic terms—as a battle among the gods being played out at the human level of relationships and ideas.’ For the later Hillman, this way of ‘personifying’ dissolves personalism, containing it in a mythic suspension. If, at age thirty-three, Hillman had not yet fully developed this language, we can perhaps understand, and we can frame his conflict with the old guard as a necessary obstacle for his emerging thought, a fateful fight. In hindsight, this initial battle may have honed the edge of his sword.”18


  RESEARCHING THE CUTTING EDGE


  Part of Hillman’s job description at the Jung Institute was to do stimulating research. He took out subscriptions to numerous scientific and psychological journals, “trying to develop that side of my mind.”19 One of the subjects with which he became involved was a study of connections between parapsychology (often then called Extra-Sensory Perception, or ESP) and analysis. Such interest harkened back to Jung, who had written a scientific study titled, “On the psychology and pathology of so-called occult phenomena” in 191620 and later spoken before the Society of Psychic Research.21 In 1953, C. A. Meier had addressed an International Conference of Parapsychological Studies. Steeped in the scientific approach, Meier believed “that parapsychological phenomena are often a compensatory mechanism on the part of the unconscious and are not always at the disposal of the will of an experimenter in a formal public situation.”22


  Now Meier and Hillman began meeting occasionally in Zürich with a small group that included the well-known medium Eileen Garrett, president of the Parapsychology Foundation of New York. Garrett believed that “without feeling or emotion, ESP doesn’t work.”23 In July 1960, at an all-day gathering, Hillman described a clairvoyance test during an analysis session that utilized a deck of cards. A report of Hillman’s suggested that these get-togethers continue informally in people’s homes, “in an atmosphere where we hope intuitions and hunches will come.”24


  When a Conference on Interdisciplinary Approaches to Experimental Parapsychology was held in Saint Paul-de-Vence, France, in mid-July 1961, Hillman and Meier were among the participants, along with anthropologist Francis Huxley and his novelist uncle, Aldous Huxley. At the meeting, Aldous Huxley described LSD experiments focusing on ESP that were conducted in the Netherlands and Rome, as well as a revival of interest in telepathy and hypnosis in the Soviet Union. Here, too, “Dr. Hillman discussed the ‘laws of selection’ from dreams, including their haziness or precision, and called for ‘careful content analysis of what is brought out and is not brought out from target pictures’ that are seen by apparent telepathy.”25


  In 1962, Garrett’s Parapsychology Foundation decided to discontinue its research work,26 (although annual conferences would continue). Hillman’s participation ended then, too. Years later, he said: “What we were trying to do was silly really. We had the patient do a card-matching thing at the beginning of the hour and then at the end, trying to see whether the hour of analysis would have an effect on their psychic ability. If they were more connected with themselves, or there was a lot of emotion during the hour, would they therefore be more psychic? We didn’t find anything of interest.”27


  When in 1971 he was invited to deliver a talk he called “On the Politics of Parapsychology,” Hillman had moved well away from the scientific approach. Rather, he focused on the “spirit fantasies” involved—the longing to transcend—and ultimately ESP research being caught in a scientific and religious trap. “It is questionable whether our field can ever ‘solve its problems’ until it has fully taken into account the potency of this archetypal fantasy of the spirit,” he remarked in his conclusions, adding and emphasizing: “Perhaps our problems are different from those of science because they are driven by another sort of fantasy.”28


  Also in the early 1960s during his first years as Director of Studies, Hillman set about publishing Freud’s longforgotten Cocaine Papers—a nineteenth-century experiment in consciousness-raising through drugs. Hillman had formed his own small publishing company, Dunquin Press, with his friend A. K. (Kenny) Donoghue—and its first venture was translating and bringing together for the first time all of Freud’s writings on cocaine. “I want to tie it in with William James’s experiments with nitrous oxide, and with the general question of ‘forcing’ the unconscious to reveal itself,” Hillman wrote to Donoghue in 1961.29


  When Cocaine Papers by Sigmund Freud was published in 1963—and reviewed in Harvard psychologist Timothy Leary’s Psychedelic Review—Hillman and Donoghue wrote in a Foreword of how Freud’s experiments “with a substance to achieve psychic energizing shows again how he was in advance of his times.... In error and defeat he turned away from a physical, organic approach to the therapy of mental difficulties which led eventually to the discovery of the unconscious and psychoanalysis.” In Freud’s pushing cocaine upon his colleagues, “We can hear echoes of this same belief in the magical properties of a new substance from those who advocate liberation through LSD-25 . . . He had the capacity to be caught up by a powerful collective pattern and yet work his way through to an individual solution . . . and continued on to realize the same spiritual ambition, but on a psychological level.”30


  Among Hillman’s friends in Zürich was Philip Wolff, a selftaught Swiss scholar of Celtic myth, who was also close to Albert Hofmann, the Swiss gentleman who had discovered and synthesized LSD.31 But Hillman himself never tried LSD, which was only beginning to be talked about in the early 1960s. “I didn’t feel a need for it,” he later reflected. “The people I saw who had been involved with LSD, like Alan Watts, were not improved. I didn’t want to ‘lose my mind.’ I wasn’t interested in hallucinogens, I was interested in hallucinations. You could see it negatively, that I didn’t want to give up control, I was still very rational, all those things. But it just wasn’t an inner struggle. I remember on a trip to New York, one of my lady friends that I visited made some cookies that she’d loaded with something, probably marijuana, and I didn’t enjoy that.”32


  During Hillman’s early years as Director of Studies, Gopi Krishna sent him a manuscript about his experiences with what happens to the mind and body when the Kundalini energy is aroused. After their brief encounter with the Indian guru in 1952, Hillman’s friend Tontyn Hopman had had a Kundalini experience of his own and gone on to devote years to helping edit the book and find a publisher. Now Hillman wrote to Aldous Huxley, who himself had a many-year association with another Indian guru named Swami Prabhavananda: “It is the honest report of the spontaneous appearance of Kundalini, continuous (off and on) over many years . . . described in more detail than anything I have ever read. As a document of psychological interest I believe it should be published. I had the feeling that you might find the manuscript of interest, and might like writing an introduction.”33 Huxley, diagnosed with laryngeal cancer in 1960, was slowly deteriorating and unable to do so. As we saw in chapter nine, Hillman himself would go on to write a Psychological Commentary for the text. 34


  This period also marked the beginning of Hillman’s inquiries into people’s animal dreams with a team of about five students, another move away from standard dream analysis. As we have seen, animal images had been among Hillman’s strongest childhood memories. After raising rabbits, goats, alligators, turtles and dogs, he’d encountered wild animals in Africa and Kashmir. “The only news here,” he wrote in a letter in May 1963, “is that my wife has donated a hippopotamus to the Zürich zoo.”35 “We were there the day it arrived, the children watched it emerge from its crate,” he later remembered.36


  “I had many animal dreams myself,” Hillman reflected. “The tiger was a consistent dream animal and I also had many Atlantic City lobster dreams. The lobster is also an image in the old astrology, instead of the crab, for the sign of Cancer. I never thought of it in those terms, but always in terms of grabbing and holding on—both as aggression, and also as if this animal were telling me how not to let go: I didn’t have a good lobster claw at all, I would drift off or get sick or rather go somewhere else. The lobster also had other qualities. It was harsh and cruel and red, hard shelled but soft inside. That’s how I understood it, or as the ability just to hang in through negative times.”37


  The animal dream group he initiated would ask their friends and patients to recall particular examples. In standard dream research, statistics are gathered to determine for example whether more women dream of horses than of mice, or more men dream of cats than of foxes, or children after the age of fourteen no longer dream of animals as much as they once did. In Hillman’s view, what good did it do someone to know that they didn’t dream as often of horses as of mice? Dream interpretation, by contrast, required a phenomenology of the motifs: what did the horse do in the dream? So his student team would fill out a form seeking to answer such questions: what other animals appeared, what behavior did the dreamer exhibit toward the animal (did he run away, shoot, scream, hold the animal—or did it charge?).


  In a report to the Curatorium on the project, covering the year-long period from July 1961 to the end of June 1962, Hillman wrote: “The choice of beginning the research project with animal dream motives was primarily because I was attracted to them. Objectively, however, these dreams make an excellent starting point because they are widely recalled, easily reported and deeply implicated with archetypal motives.” Material was also being gathered “on the symbolism of animals” and an archive was being prepared. Vast amounts of material were preserved of the phenomenological study by Hillman and his team.38 A quarter-century later, he would pursue the motif in the book Dream Animals with visual artist Margot McLean.


  THE FIRST BOOK: EMOTION


  During his early years as Director of Studies, Hillman was also continuing to develop his own psychological writing. Doctoral theses were rarely immediately published in those days, but his Emotion: A Comprehensive Phenomenology of Theories and Their Meanings for Therapy was to prove an exception. This was despite the initial “Reader’s Report” from the London publisher to whom Hillman had submitted his thesis for publication in 1959 (Routledge & Kegan Paul), who noted that some of the work had a “marked occult flavor.” While Hillman’s scholarship seemed “eminently sound... his own theoretical approach invites a number of serious criticisms. I imagine that most contemporary philosophers would not approve of the author’s notion of the ‘soul’ nor of his conception of emotion as a ‘psychological aspect of universal energy.’ Again I do not find that a good case has been made for his thesis that ‘goodness and beauty are objectively given.’”39


  Still, the publisher seemed inclined to go ahead, and late that year Hillman took a break from Zürich to travel to Dublin, for the purposes of checking the references on Emotion. Hillman had handwritten his quotations when first doing his research at the Trinity College library, so all of that needed to be compared with the originals. He brought along his friend Kenny Donoghue, who’d helped with the earlier effort. Donoghue had been having a hard time. After losing his teaching job at the Vienna International Community School, he wrote Hillman of being “in fact in a state of helplessness,” to which his friend responded with “a $200 transfusion.”40 Then a translator’s post at the Atomic Energy Association had “gone kaput,” resulting in Donoghue’s facing “a crisis, even a disaster,”41 after which Hillman invited him along as a paid assistant. Hillman recalled: “The Trinity library has a magnificent reading room where the ancient Irish Book of Kells is—the greatest surviving illuminated manuscript in the world. We had this perfect eighteenth-century building to ourselves. The library was freezing cold, and we sat there together checking hundreds of footnotes in all these languages.”


  A linguist, Donoghue remembered working in three different modern languages and two ancient ones. “He told me,” Hillman said, “that there weren’t any images in Emotion, or very few. I hadn’t thought about that.”42 Unlike most of his later work, the book was “still written in more or less classic academic style; there are very few metaphors or images.”43 In response to a letter from a faculty member at Yale’s Department of Psychology who sensed that Hillman knew precisely where he was going in putting the book together, Hillman stated that this was far from the case: “The book was written over and over again, bits added on here and there as it went along. My vision, if you like, was there from the start and was the emotion that carried it along, but was not planned, organized, reasoned through. I did not know where I would end... [and] was making changes... up to the last frantic night” before delivering the book for publication. What he aimed for with a reader was to “shake his fixed (and my fixed) laws of emotion.”44


  The subject of emotion was, he would reflect in late life, the fundamental problem of his student years: “I had very powerful emotions which were repressed, when I was beginning my analysis. I was afraid of them. They were violently powerful and I didn’t know what to do with them. But the curious thing is, I didn’t explore this by going to the gym and working out with boxers or something. I explored it intellectually.”45


  Part of that exploration was Hillman’s realization that “the phenomenon of emotion is always partly outside consciousness. We can never know ultimately what emotion is, what it achieves, or what sets it going.”46 While he adopted a model based upon Aristotle’s four causes, and carefully reviewed all the important theories on emotion from 1900 onwards, Hillman’s was a non-empirical, phenomenological, holistic approach. And one that went head-on against the medical establishment of the era that often regarded emotion as “an intruder which should be opposed” with tranquilizers or the surgeon’s knife. While Hillman delineated how emotion is rooted in the body, as the Times [of London] Literary Supplement said in a review: “Dr. Hillman is surely right when he points out that therapies based upon physical measures alone are likely to foster the repression of emotion rather than to find new channels for its expression.” Hillman was “not afraid of being thought unfashionable” and one of his most interesting ideas “is that emotion arises in situations which are of symbolic significance.”47


  A reviewer in the New Scientist took a harder view, finding that in “having rejected scientific methodology,” Hillman “dealt entirely in terms of concepts lacking operational definition or experimental support.”48 So an earlier reaction from an American publishing house was not surprising. After Emotion came out in London, Hillman sent a copy to his long-time friend Morris Philipson, then working as an editor for a major New York publisher, who submitted it to the editorial board. In turning down the book, Philipson reported back one board member’s response: “if this book is printed, it would set psychology back 300 years!”49 After the early laudatory reviews in London, Northwestern University Press agreed to publish an American edition, which remains in print.


  As Scott Becker commented: “The most telling part of the book comes at the end, where the rhetorical style shifts from Aristotelian logic to mythic imagination, as Hillman evokes the image of the centaur (with the head and torso of a man and the body of a horse). This image is used strategically to illustrate the primordial relationship between ‘human’ thought and ‘animal’ emotion, thereby integrating and resolving the seeming conflict of thought versus emotion. In a book otherwise dominated by logical analysis, the style unexpectedly becomes much more typical of Hillman’s later work, where images routinely dissolve logical oppositions and reveal the limits of rationalist, categorical thinking. It is as if the entire scholarly apparatus of the book becomes a classical edifice, a gateway from which the centaur suddenly emerges. So the editorial board member was only partly correct. Hillman was indeed rejecting ‘scientific methodology’ in favor of conceptual thinking, but even worse to the modern mind, he was abandoning conceptual thinking altogether in favor of mythic imagination. In this sense, setting psychology back 300 years may have been a gross underestimation.”50


  Ed Casey, a longtime colleague of Hillman’s and former president of the American Philosophical Association, calls Emotion “a unique work in his oeuvre. It has a lot of system and structure that is no longer the case even three or four years later with his other writings. This book retains the most explicit, formally philosophical edge of all his works—an example of putting his philosophical background into use around a topic that is of more direct interest to psychologists.”51


  Early in 1961, when Hillman went to see Jung to discuss the future of the Institute: “I sat opposite as was his custom. On the little table by the chair where he sat was my book Emotion, which had recently come out. Jung told me he’d read about a third of the book and of course I was flattered. I don’t think I’d even had the good sense to send him a copy, [because] I thought all these things were a bother to him. Then he began to talk about emotions and some of the old psychologists whom I had quoted. They were contemporaries of his, or earlier even. He was amused because he had known some of them, like Claparede, the psychologist from Geneva. Jung said, ‘No wonder he had that kind of theory on emotion—you should have seen his wife!’”52 Claparede had rejected the notion that there was any such thing as emotional memory.


  FUNDRAISING IN AMERICA


  By then in his early eighties, Jung’s life was devoted to working on a new book called Man And His Symbols. In the introduction, John Freeman wrote that Jung had had a dream “that, instead of sitting in his study and talking to the great doctors and psychiatrists who used to call on him from all over the world, he was standing in a public place and addressing a multitude of people who were listening to him with rapt attention and understanding what he said.”53


  Hillman, intent on expanding the world’s understanding of Jung, at the end of November 1960 made his first trip to America in more than six years, seeking benefactors for the Institute. A third daughter, whom James and Kate named Susanne, had been born the previous January. Now Kate was seven months pregnant with another child when he left the family in Zürich, took a boat across the Atlantic “in very rough seas,”54 and was met in New York Harbor by his brother, Joel, and sister, Sue. James wrote Kate: “When I saw the lights of Long Island, I felt such emotion. Cried.”


  The fundraising did not start well. On his second night, he was invited to the apartment of Erlo and Ann van Waveren, both Jungian analysts whom Hillman had gotten to know on one of their trips to Zürich. He informed them that he’d been to see a prospective patron but, when it came time to ask for the money, he simply couldn’t do it as there seemed something degrading about it. Erlo van Waveren responded by telling him a story, one that Hillman still recalled vividly in 2007:


  “In the old Jewish communities of Eastern Europe,” Hillman paraphrased him: “There was an official person called a schnorrer. It’s a Yiddish term meaning ‘beggar’ or ‘sponger,’ and he was someone who ‘begged’ for funds from people, but politely and with great chutzpah. And his role was very important. Because of what the schnorrer did, the mystic and the rabbi and all the spiritual people were able to live. It was also the tradition of the impresario, who makes the deals so that the concert pianist can play or the gallery owner can sell his art. So it’s really a holy job raising the funds.”55


  This helped Hillman overcome his reticence about asking for financial support. For one—even though it still wasn’t exactly “kosher”—he set about asking a few Jungian analysts in New York to provide him names of some of their wealthy patients. One was an older lady in New York who traveled sometimes to Zürich to change all her dollars into gold. Hillman also somehow learned that she was the reputed mistress of none other than Cardinal Francis Spellman.56 In her will she would come to leave a million dollars to the Jung Institute. “You saved the Institute with that woman!” Hillman’s friend Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig would later tell him.57 Jane Pratt, longtime editor of Spring—a Jungian journal established in 1941 by the Analytical Psychology Club of New York—helped Hillman set up the Aion Foundation, a tax-exempt organization “for the purpose of supporting Jungian activities of all sorts.”58


  Hillman was, it turned out, a schnorrer who could schmooze. He rushed around New York, and Connecticut, and Philadelphia, also seeing his mother and sister, Sybil, even making a quick flight to San Francisco and then back to New York. As Christmas neared, he wanted “desperately to come home and leave this ‘unreal’ life . . . I find it hard to bear knowing that your time [of birth] is coming soon,” he added to Kate. Yet he was also finding a greater confidence in his abilities: “Where I am things happen... My manhood Jewish & Irish is coming out.”59


  From the Beekman Tower hotel overlooking the United Nations and the East River, at midnight shortly before the dawning of the New Year, Hillman wrote another letter to Kate raising intense questions about his future and whether America had a larger place in it. He had met some interesting new people, including Margaret Mead and Joseph Campbell, and had just attended a big Congress: “All the scientists in America are meeting at hotels, and the psychiatrists & psychoanalysts (Freudians) are holding a symposium on emotion. I am an outsider here [at the Congress]—the first place where I have felt the cold wall of vested interest—people closed in their own systems of prestige.”


  Being alone with his thoughts much of the time, he realized: “I could move in here almost at the top. The whole country wants a Jung Institute . . . I could lead it . . . People want me to write books on this or that. I would have SUCCESS. But, I have seen what happens to the personality. It gets glib, easy, soft, quick, hard—divorce, a facile kind of creativity, a loss of nature, all are threats in the field in which I work . . . the Soul. Whereas what I am here at thirty-five is full and what I know already is enough to be an ‘authority’—in Europe I am a kid—no one listens—I must always prove myself, etc., etc. Europe is the hard way—but perhaps the way to keep nature & the anima alive— this leads to deeper work, deeper therapy & deeper writing. Can I combine Europe & America—inner & outer? I think I must try... My individuality, uniqueness depends on my being torn by opposites: Nationality—religion—location—inner— outer—and much else.”60


  Here was also the dichotomy, Hillman reflected in 2011, between science and soul, “which manifested particularly where I was on the one hand working at the Institute and trying to stay with soul, and on the other hand working in Meier’s view of parapsychology with the [Eileen] Garrett scientific experiments.”61 Hillman described his own understanding of anima (an idea first formulated by Jung) in “On Psychological Creativity,” written in 1966: “The soul as anima, as interior personality, will carry all aspects that have been neglected by the exterior man. At first level, these aspects are necessarily unconscious, sensitive and effeminate, animahaft. But upon containing them by living with and working through them, they take on more and more psychological character, providing insights, symbols, and connections. We are in fact forced to develop these psychological differentiations in order to keep our balance in the midst of anima obsessions. Through interest in, through dialogue and intercourse with these feminine aspects, something psychological emerges from an anima state . . . latent within all the anima confusions is the psyche, trying to awaken.”62


  * * *


  At the beginning of January 1961, Hillman gave his first lecture in America, to a class at the University of Delaware. He then made it back to Zürich by mid-month, just in time for the birth of a son. They named him Laurence. Hillman remembered: “I think calling him Laurence had overtones of heroes—like D. H. Lawrence and Laurens van der Post, two very different people but both wanderers, travelers. We also wanted a name that worked in other languages, French and German, Lawrence and Lorenzo.”63


  Hillman followed up with a report to Jung about what he had “discovered in America” over the course of his six-week sojourn: “There is an awakening to your work among my generation and younger. It is not in the Academy or professional bodies defending vested interests, but among students, ordinary people, and particularly clergy and humanities . . . This trend towards your work is part of a new introverted phase and the extravagant Fifties are giving way to a more sober and worried Sixties. Religion, the soul, individuality and history are actual concerns of the college population... The psychic root of your work is here.”64


  Jung responded with “wholehearted appreciation” for Hillman’s efforts, adding that he’d “left much unfinished” with numerous questions to be investigated. “The educational task alone is enormous,” said Jung, and it was important for him to know that there existed an organization bearing his name and people dedicated to continuing the work he’d started.


  Indeed, shortly before Hillman’s trip to America, Jung had written of his feeling that he had “failed in my foremost task, to open people’s eyes to the fact, that man has a soul and there is a buried treasure in the field and that our religion and philosophy are in a lamentable state.”65


  When Hillman saw Jung in March 1961, “he had a Zen book, or a Chinese master’s book, on the table next to where we sat knee to knee,” Hillman recalled. Jung urged him to “keep the institute small” because it was not easy dealing with all the human problems that came to the surface.66 In another letter, Jung wrote of Hillman’s fundraising efforts that both Fowler McCormick and Paul Mellon had declined personal invitations to be part of the advising board. Jung re-emphasized that the Institute needed to focus on “the quality of the work more than money.”67


  THE DEATH OF JUNG


  While James was abroad, in December 1960 Kate had written him concerning “some interesting communications” about Jung that she’d been having with their female analyst, Liliane Frey. “It seems Jung almost died in September, then to his own surprise came back to life, in order to experience something new once more. He lives now in an ‘in between’ state somehow, most often he lets himself drop off into awake nondirective states, leaving the ego and the mind out. He says he experiences truth as light, that is not with the consciousness that he has preached all these years but another kind of awareness, on a very deep level... Jung says he does not trust consciousness in the usual sense any more... Liliane says it means giving up a great deal to enter into this state where truth so to say lingers on a different level, that Jung has always known about it but not until now really taking it on as a change in himself.”68


  When Hillman saw him for the last time that March 1961, Jung was continuing to collaborate with Aniela Jaffé on her biography of him, Memories, Dreams, Reflections (written in the first-person and often considered his autobiography). His dreams were telling him that his life was ending, including one of “an enormous round stone elevated to an unspecified place. Jung said it bore the inscription ‘And this shall be a sign unto you of Wholeness and Oneness,’” and told his friend Ruth Bailey it meant he would soon be dead.69 On May 17, he suffered a stroke that impacted his speech and, at the end of the month, had a physical collapse followed several days later by a second stroke. Regaining some of his speech, Jung’s last recorded words on June 6 were: “Let’s have a really good red wine tonight.” Ruth Bailey brought a bottle up from the cellar, and Jung enjoyed what little he could sip.70


  “The afternoon on which Jung died a great thunder-storm raged over his house at Küsnacht, as if nature itself were mobilized to acknowledge the event,” wrote Laurens van der Post.71 Legend had it that a severe lightning bolt destroyed the lakeside tree under which Jung liked to conduct his analytic sessions when the weather was good. According to Jung biographer Deirdre Bair, lightning later that night did indeed split the tree but it “lost only its bark and survived for many years afterward.”72


  “His death is a shaking event (I shall tell you some ESP tales),”73 Hillman wrote to medium Eileen Garrett, one of these being the story of the lightning and Jung’s favorite tree. But that wasn’t all he was referring to. As Director of Studies, Hillman was regarded as enough a part of Jung’s inner circle that he was invited to come to the house when the body was still “lying in state.” He brought with him a beautiful white lily: “I don’t remember whether I decided to take white lilies because I’d seen them in the alchemy books or because they are a kind of anima flower. But I remember Jolande Jacobi brought red roses, and she made a down-putting remark to me, in effect saying that I was the weak anima man bringing white lilies and she was bringing the passion of red roses. Then I was able to go alone into the room where Jung’s body lay.”


  At the time there weren’t many others present in the house, and they were all sitting in the adjoining room looking at family photographs. Standing beside the coffin, gazing down at the man who had changed his life and whose legacy he now sought to carry forward, Hillman remembered: “I don’t know to this day whether I had an experience whereby it was his voice telling me, or whether this was an idea or dream or fantasy or imagination that I had. But it was somehow as if he said ‘Don’t weep or mourn’ or ‘Don’t be in this kind of lily state—get out and work for me!’ So I had the sense that there was a job for me to do.”74 In 2011, Hillman elaborated: “Of course, I took this idea of a job to do in an extraverted, worldly manner. Only all these years later do I realize that the real work was the soul work.”75


  He and Kate attended the funeral service the next day at the Swiss Reformed Church of Küsnacht. An obituary for the eighty-five-year-old Jung in The New York Times had called him “one of the great modern adventurers who sought to push back the dark frontiers of man’s mind.”76 Those “dark frontiers” continued to roil as mourners gathered on June 9. “Thunder rolled as the four dignitaries who were chosen to speak praised Jung’s lifetime achievements,” Deirdre Bair wrote. “Agathe Niehus-Jung, seated next to Ruth Bailey, leaned close and whispered, ‘That’s father grumbling.’”77 Hillman, seated with the older generation of Jungians on a stage, found the funeral “cold and intellectual.”78 Years later, he recalled the presiding minister (Werner Meyer) referring to Jung as a heretic. “He meant that in a kind of positive way, but it’s still a pretty strong thing to say in a church.”79


  Hillman said in 2008: “The relation to the figure of Jung is really very strong. I work in the same area, but I don’t think of him. But he appears every now and then in my dreams. We are talking, or he says something. He is old and lively and easy. I take him as ‘Grandfather,’ an ancestor spirit.”80


  Hillman’s friend Marvin Spiegelman, far away in Los Angeles where he’d started a Jungian practice, had a mysterious experience of his own surrounding Jung’s death. The night it occurred, but before Spiegelman learned what had happened, he had a dream. “In the dream, I was musing about the death of Jung. I was looking at a round birthday cake, all lit with many candles—as many, I think, as there were years of Jung’s life. A wind came up and blew out the candles, and I felt the deep meaningfulness of this, in the dream. At the next instant, the candles came on again, all by themselves. The fire re-kindled itself. At that point, a friend of mine, a Catholic priest who is also a Jungian analyst, came in and nodded to me. He said, ‘The lights go out, but they come on again.’”81 It was a phrase that Jung had used, in speaking very personally about an experience in his own life, during Spiegelman’s only private visit with him two years before.


  Spiegelman received the news of Jung’s death while attending a seminar in California given by Hillman’s former analyst, Rivkah Scharf-Kluger. Afterward Spiegelman wrote his friend: “Jung’s death, in my feeling, places quite a load of responsibility for continuing his spirit. I think that Zürich is the natural carrier for it, and can only hope that the people there will be up to it. Your job becomes increasingly important.”82


  FRIENDS AND ENEMIES


  “My mentors were not so much professors. I was really mentored by my friends: Bob Stein, [Adolf] Guggenbühl, [Rafael] Lopez, even [Kenny] Donoghue, and Donleavy in his curious way through imagination. The influence of male friends is extremely important for where my ideas generated. The eros, or emotional, component of ideation runs right through everything.”83


  —James Hillman, in an interview, 2011


  The late 1950s and early 1960s were the era of “summit conferences” between American and Soviet leaders. First Eisenhower and Khrushchev had held one, then Kennedy and Khrushchev—and so Hillman and some of his friends decided to have their own. As he had written to Kenny Donoghue concerning the conversations they would share: “We shall have to go into the Nature of Friendship.”84 The first “summit” brought Hillman from Zürich and Donoghue from Vienna to Great Britain’s Isle of Man and the house that J. P. Donleavy had there.


  Donleavy, not long after, published a short story in The New Yorker called “Franz F,” a character modeled on Donoghue;85 “I felt that there was not a false note,” Donoghue later told an interviewer.86 “Uncle Kenny,” as the Hillman children called him, tutored Donleavy’s kids and told stories that held the Hillman youngsters spellbound as well. “He belonged in another century, the eighteenth,” Hillman came to believe, “kept in a large house by people who wanted their children taken care of. When you read the Victorian novels, they all had ‘house tutors’ like this, and usually bachelors like Kenny.”87


  Shortly before Jung’s death, in the spring of 1961, James and Kate had left all four children behind with their nanny and taken a two-week vacation trip to Ireland, accompanied for parts of it by Donoghue. There, at the bottom of County Kerry, “on the Dingle peninsula . . . at a place called Dunquin which is the farthest-most inhabited place in Western Europe where it reaches out towards the U.S.,”88 sitting on a rock looking out to sea and the Blasket Isles, Hillman and Donoghue had conceived the idea of starting the Dunquin Press. It was the first publishing venture Hillman had been involved with since Envoy a decade earlier in Dublin. Dunquin would specialize “in publishing in English monographs relating to the sphere of psychology but originally published in German.”89 The idea was that Donoghue would handle the business side from Vienna, including arrangements for the translations into English.


  First had come Freud’s Cocaine Papers. Donoghue discovered that these had never appeared in book form, but only scattered among several of Freud’s old pamphlets and journals. Permission was given by the Freud estate to print 1,500 copies, at which point the copyright would revert to it.90


  Next came the thesis by Hillman’s late friend, Evangelos Christou. In his introduction to Logos of the Soul, Hillman would write about how psychotherapy’s legitimacy was “based on the soul” and the failure to make this clear “has resulted in psychologies which are bastard sciences and degenerate philosophies.” Christou’s was “a document humain attesting to the mystery of the soul.”91


  Two other works were under consideration for publication, and Hillman “intended to finance the series itself through the sale of a block of his stock.”92 However, as it turned out, The Cocaine Papers and Christou’s book were as far as Dunquin Press would get. Hillman had written to Christou’s brother, Jani, about his publishing partner, Donoghue, as the venture got underway, describing him as: “a rare bird (so rare that he is a character in Donleavy’s Ginger Man which you might have read) and has not a penny nor a job. Like the wandering poet-scholar Irishman who civilized Europe in the 8th century. Therefore, I have agreed to pay him for his work, which I expect will be about fifty pounds.”93


  Donoghue soon exceeded such financial expectation. “We had terrible hassles, he and I, over this,” Hillman recalled, “because I was sending him a lot of money every month for the press. I was always looking to save money, and Kenny was always finding the most expensive ways to do anything! Or so it seemed. He was actually paying for his own analysis with the money. Without telling us, he was in medical school studying to become a Freudian analyst. Kate liked Kenny very much and went a couple of times to Vienna to check him out, when he would disappear. It turned out he had these depressions where, as she said, he would just hide out in this little room under a pile of laundry. When she found him, Kate would take him out for an extravagant meal to cheer him up.”94


  Though Donoghue did yeoman’s service with the translations and footnoting, Hillman became increasingly frustrated with how his partner was handling the funds. In one letter, he wrote Donoghue angrily after receiving an illegible financial statement: “The main problem is that you do not seem . . . to take up the more ticklish questions involved. Costs. Distribution . . . what raises my ire is the incompetence, or lack of worldly sense . . . For Christ sake you are FORTY years old and not a puer of 17. This pressing me to the wall, testing your limits, my acceptance of your ways, is the major danger.”95


  But if Donoghue’s ways sorely tried Hillman’s patience, his anger was also leading him to contemplate further “the Nature of Friendship” that he’d mentioned in a letter two years earlier. It wasn’t only Donoghue. Marvin Spiegelman and Robert Stein, the two closest friends from Hillman’s student days, had both returned to the U.S. in 1959 upon completing their exams and started Jungian practices in Los Angeles, ending up living about a mile from one another.


  “I miss you very much,” Hillman wrote Stein in September 1961. “I have very few friends (Donleavy thinks this is a blessing). Certain aspects of life I can only talk with you about. I begin to notice differences between friends & colleagues. Very hard to risk being open with a colleague, risk closeness as one gets older. Analysts are not supposed to have problems or need friends. Self-contained. Bullshit.”96


  Stein responded in a letter: “It is the feeling of kinship which is missing. Donleavy is wrong. Family isn’t enough. We need a feeling of kinship with the community, the group.” Stein went on to describe a recent evening with Laurens van der Post, who was in California doing a seminar. “Among other things he mentioned [that] about the worst thing that can happen to a primitive is to be disowned or [in] any way alienated from his community. When this happens they usually die within a few days. Well, we’re not primitives and there are many people like us who have managed to survive in a perpetual state of alienation, but there must be a deep longing in our souls which cries out for communion.”97


  This interchange foreshadowed something of the sixties: the coming together of thousands of young people at folk and rock concerts and in communal living experiments. As the decade unfolded in more and more upheaval, the “deep longing in our souls which cries out for communion” became a more and more urgent necessity. It was with this problem that Hillman struggled in what became his first major public lecture and psychological essay, a piece he called “Friends and Enemies.”98


  He wrote the paper in northern Sweden where Kate’s father had built a summer place, “a little enclave with beach and pine woods and four or five simple houses.”99 Kate had brought James there once late in 1952, right after their wedding. Moose walked around in the mornings, and the intense northern light was like out of a Bergman film. “It was very much like Ireland: never been fully civilized and the spirits are still in the woods,” Hillman recalled.100 Local fishermen caught abundant wild salmon, which Hillman would gut and cure into gravlax. In this quiet, isolated, and beautiful spot, he would go on to write every summer for twelve years, partly outside, setting his typewriter on a rock that served as a small table.


  Often, he and Kate would invite close friends to join them. In the summer of 1961, Bob and Lotte Stein came, and Hillman later told Stein that “Friends and Enemies” was a “result of our time on [the] beach.”101 After that, Stein became the primary recipient of letters in which Hillman would bare his deepest thoughts and feelings. “He wasn’t someone I’d write to about what I was doing,” Hillman reflected. “His interest would only have been the suffering soul. Therefore when I’d write Bob, the theme was generally misery, commiseration.”102


  In “Friends and Enemies,” which Hillman delivered at the Society for Analytical Psychology in London that fall, he was also considering the curious relationships with his first analysts, C. A. Meier and Rivkah Scharf-Kluger. Their intimacy was contained within the hour and inside a particular room. In analytic work, the unique and powerful relationship formed between analyst and analysand is conventionally understood in terms of transference/counter-transference dynamics. Hillman sought to call into question the clinical language in which this topic tended to be caged, attempting instead to draw from a less rarefied vocabulary: “Maybe all of that is suppressed friendship trying to appear. And there is no friendship without enmity. Just as, in the classical world, you needed to plant garlic next to the roses or they wouldn’t bloom properly.”103


  Hillman’s essay began with “the role friendship played in antiquity” for Plato, Plutarch, Aristotle and others. Perhaps, he said, “topics which concern psychologists much—things like transference, ego development, homosexuality, power, resistance and hostility—could be thought about again in terms of this rather old-fashioned frame: Friends and Enemies.” Aquinas had said that “friendship is love simply speaking” while “Plutarch declares enemies keep us on guard and sharp... the ability to have enemies might be a sign of a sound ego.” They went hand-in-glove, friendship and enmity each “basic to human life. They have fallen into disuse, or into the unconscious,” and so we were no longer sure how to be with either anymore. Hatred was “a necessary evil required of love.” For jealousy and revenge to move us, “we must first have loved someone and stood for something... It might even be that had we more chance for conscious revenge, we would have less paranoid suspicions, querulousness, litigations, counterplots and petty vindictiveness.”


  While Hillman’s thoughts tapped into the wisdom of the ancients, in a modern context they could seem revolutionary. It fascinated him that today, analysis was one of the last places “where we can maintain and develop a hostile relationship.” He gave an example of three young male patients of his who’d ended up in fights they’d avoided since being schoolboys, which “went along with an increase of awareness of themselves.” Not to be judged always as unresolved transferences, he told the London analysts in October 1961, what might be happening were “honest-to-God friendships and enmities.” Ultimately, he said, he was pleading here for “recognition of the role of love. We cannot love unless we stand somewhere and are someone; to stand and be is also to stand against and to put down those who would interfere with your way and your love . . . Nowadays one is more likely to find something new by rummaging around in the past,” he concluded.104


  In the audience that evening was Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig, a native Swiss soon to become a dominant figure in the world of Jungian psychology. He and Hillman had met more than once, but did not yet know one another well. “I was extremely impressed by this talk,” Guggenbühl-Craig would recall years later. “I saw then that Jim was a man with very original insights.”105 Opposite in many ways, the men were to become lifelong friends.


  As Hillman wrote to Stein during this period: “I am glad you are discovering marriage . . . I am discovering the anima. What’s good for you is not good for me and what’s good for me is not good for you . . . and that’s why we can be enemies within the friendship. You are my best friend. With love, Jim.”106


  And, in another letter to Stein, Hillman reflected: “Friendship is an art, reserved for maturity. The history of our profession shows terrible wounds through mismanaged friendship . . . Adler and Fordham; Jung and Freud; Zeller and Kirsch; Kirsch and Kluger; and ad inf[initum]. Are we exceptions? Are we wiser, truer?”107


  These were questions Hillman was about to wrestle with personally, especially in terms of the relationship with the man who had been his analyst through most of his student years in Zürich: C. A. Meier. As Stein wrote Hillman after re-reading “Friends and Enemies” in 1964: “I had not realized how much your relationship to Meier probably entered into your need to write it.”108


  MEIER


  “Even though Meier was Jung’s right-hand man for almost three decades, they had a personal rift late in Jung’s life,” wrote Thomas Kirsch in his history of the Jungians. “In turn Meier had very difficult relationships with his own male students. After his resignation from the Institute in 1957 Meier withdrew from most Jungian activities109 ... He was concerned about the direction the Institute was taking, because the approach to the unconscious was becoming too disconnected from modern science. As a medical doctor and psychiatrist he wanted to return to the scientific basis for the study of dreams and the unconscious.”110


  Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig (like Meier an M.D. and Jungian analyst), said: “How do you describe the kind of leather-bound atmosphere around this distinguished, learned man? Pomposity is the word.”111


  Hillman had stopped seeing Meier for therapy in 1959, not long after the second trip that Meier took at the Hillmans’ invitation to Greece. Meier was angry with Hillman because, now that he’d been named Director of Studies, Hillman was working closely with Franz Riklin, who had replaced Meier as Curatorium president. Between the two older men, there was deep enmity. After Meier made “some cynical remark” about Riklin, Hillman realized that he couldn’t have both the Institute job and continue his analysis. However, Hillman continued trying to bridge the gap.


  For example, Hillman had written to “Dear Fredy” in March 1961 asking him to lecture again in the Institute program. “One theme in particular is really ‘yours,’ and that is the paradoxes of psychotherapy. The way to consciousness through the unconsciousness, the way up is the way down, the importance of the irrational moment . . . the discovery of meaning in meaninglessness, of reality through irreal [unreal] fantasies, and so on.” 112


  Meier finally wrote back that, while he was “deeply touched” by Hillman’s strong belief in him, he held an increasingly dim view of the Institute the more distance he got from it. He did not want to “become contaminated” again. As if that weren’t insult enough to the younger man trying to move the Institute in a new direction, Meier went on to say that the points Hillman was making in his letter were unclear and not fit for public discussion.113


  Still, Hillman persisted in the relationship, inviting Meier to write the introduction to Christou’s Logos of the Soul and then waiting interminably for him to deliver it as promised. Kenny Donoghue saw right to the heart of the matter: “The thing with Meier is of course a nuisance,” he wrote Hillman, “but nothing can be done about it, since he counts himself so important in the world scheme of things.”114


  In 1960, Hillman had had a dream that “threw me back into analysis. [He continued to see Liliane Frey.] I saw some roses; they were big buds and beautiful, and they were withering and getting old and dry without ever opening! This is a truth which can happen to us.”115 The feeling was especially acute in terms of the Jungian elders: “Am getting freer of the whole bunch: Liliane, Meier, Riklin, etc. What a relief!” he wrote to Stein.116


  RETURNING SOUL TO PSYCHOLOGICAL LANGUAGE


  As Kate wrote to Hillman’s mother, “He tends to have so many interests running at the same time that he does not have time to fit it all in.”117 One of these interests was playing tennis, especially in the summers when the family began taking their annual vacation to northern Sweden. A new nanny for the children had been hired, Ruth Bohler (whom they affectionately called “Dodo”), who stayed with them in the main house while James and Kate resided in a cottage up the hill. Julia, now six, “speaks mostly German, and Swiss German at that,” Hillman wrote his mother.118


  He wrote Stein: “3 girls baptized in Sweden. Laurence & I remain Jews. Kiddish on Fridays. Why? Because [the] Jew’s job is constantly wrestling with God. No comfort, no answers. Take steps & see what happens.”119 (Hillman reflected years later: “I don’t know if it’s only the Jew’s job, Jung thought that was his job. That’s what the Red Book is all about.”)120 The tradition of eating “kiddish” together on Friday night was “an attempt to re-establish something... about the importance of one’s roots. They didn’t find it terribly pleasant, but it lasted about four years during their childhood.”121


  Hillman wrote Stein as the summer of 1961 drew to a close: “Something is changing. Extraversion is fading. Feel less concerned with world. Success. Beginning to write again. That & practice only things I like to do other than be with children & at home. New kinship emotions, downward moving of libido towards the family. Feel more oddball, lazy, jewish. Institute has become a duty.”122


  Family life was, for Kate, “baby-busy” and “a joy”123 but James found “Kate’s form variable. Pressure from motherhood & from me. I don’t know really where she is.”124 On a return visit to Zürich in 2005, Hillman recalled: “Kate raised the children, ran the house, and put up with me. She hated leaving. She was maintaining a style of life that is absurd, but it was the Swiss style: the house has to be clean, all the supplies must be there, the children must be properly dressed. When the Swiss would invite someone for dinner, a housewife would close up her life to spend three days cleaning, because the house had to be immaculate. It was always about being proper, petite bourgeois.”125


  Neighbors of the Hillmans, Peter and Esther Strauss, were sending their children to an alternative Waldorf school in Zürich. It emphasized the role of imagination in learning, modeled on principles developed by Rudolf Steiner, an Austrian metaphysical philosopher of the early twentieth century. Hillman didn’t care that much for Steiner’s mystically-oriented thinking but liked the Waldorf concept, and that’s where he and Kate decided the kids would go as they reached school age. The school year in Switzerland was spread out, closing for most of April, then five weeks in the summer, and two more weeks in October. The Hillman children were raised speaking three languages; besides Swiss-German and English, Kate spoke and read to them in Swedish, in which they took private lessons as well.


  At the same time, Hillman was preoccupied with the Cold War stalemate that followed the Soviet Union’s erecting the Berlin Wall in 1961, and the prospect that nuclear holocaust could well be on the horizon. “Family draws my attention. War & catastrophe and what to do: go to New Zealand, be a survivor or wait around like the collective & 4 out of 5 choices of getting destroyed. Which drive is right—communal duty, human brotherhood, stick together—or individual survival for myself & children. Give much thought to this.”126


  Following his trip to London the second week of October to give his first public lectures “Friends and Enemies,” Hillman wrote to Dr. Frances Smart thanking her for making the arrangements. The letter was revealing, for it presaged another theme that would later come to dominate Hillman’s psychology: the role of aesthetics. Again, the idea emanated from a personally felt reaction: “The whole thing felt rather like an exhibition of paintings, myself and what I feel and . . . hung up on the walls for four days for everyone to see. It was inflating to be taken so seriously, and then afterwards I felt as if I had played the fool to be so pompous about myself and what I do and feel in front of so many people doing the same thing and doing it longer and in most cases better—if one can speak of better in this field. But then I realized this painter image, and that our work is in a way an ad for which one has a style and that is why people go to hear each other, to get a view of the other’s art and style, which sets off things in each viewer. It is not to learn, and the lecturer is not there to teach, but rather to expose oneself, and to get stimulated.”127 This was hardly the typical view of the lectureraudience relationship.


  A week-long “summit” followed on the Isle of Man at the Donleavys, accompanied by Kate and Donoghue. Hillman wrote Donleavy afterwards: “Found Summit, as it should be, Irish-English in spirit—very fattening. Can’t stop eating. The eggs with their swollen golden yolks, surfeit of goodness... Miss the air. Slept so well at your place.”128


  The same letter informed: “Institute in good shape. Still alive, serious, tension-laden, fun... [Analytical] practice goes. Nothing to say about it. Main thing now seems to break the fixed persona one gets into due to habit, professionalism, projections of patient. Be natural.” By early 1962, Hillman wrote to Stein: “Have been lecturing this time at the Institute and it has been extremely good. I was so knocked out by the contents of the last lecture I couldn’t eat or rest for an hour. I have dropped the head out a bit, and talk from the chest. It has taken me years to get close to that source that you seem to work from most of the time, but it’s coming on, slowly.”129


  Still, as he remarked to another friend, the tedium got to him as well. “In Zürich the work is very hard, especially the administrative. Institute work much of which I don’t like... one has to serve somewhere and fight this sort of battle somewhere, or you get cut off and aloof.”130 He attended the weekly Wednesday night meetings of the Curatorium, also ate lunch with members at least once a week, and remembered “an enormous amount of intense intrigue among these few people, who really didn’t like each other.”131


  The year 1962 saw such a cold winter that the entire lake froze in Zürich, with everyone ice-skating and walking across it, a very rare event. By the latter part of February, Hillman was ready for a break. He and the family flew to Ireland for a two-month leave of absence. They rented large, multi-roomed Glencullen House in the Wicklow Hills, about twenty miles south of Dublin, where the owners had chained up all the cabinets so nobody could steal any of their porcelain knickknacks and tied string onto the dresser drawers so nobody could examine what was inside. Here, looking out on a beautiful garden, Hillman would write the first draft of a book that lay the groundwork for everything that came later.


  “We rented a house, huge in the hills in the country, brooks, trees, isolated, historic country type thing, for eight weeks,” he wrote Stein. “I’m working on a little book, children learn the Engl. Horses, bikes, walks. We rent a car, and both of us adults pick up the gear and clutch again . . . I will not reveal what I am working on, but it is a subject that occupied you very much . . . you know, basic, what are we doing in this profession, and so on.”132


  The book’s central theme was a very Irish one—death. The idea had apparently germinated with Kate almost two years before: “Do you remember our talking in the garden last summer [1960] about what your second book should treat for a subject,” she had written James when he was traveling in America, “and I had mentioned ‘On Death,’ or the like? . . . I know that it is something valuable there to discover.”133


  Hillman’s book would eventually be titled Suicide and the Soul. “Going into questions of death and suicide means breaking open taboos,” he began his Prefatory Note. He was approaching “the suicide problem” in a different way, “not from the viewpoints of life, society, and ‘mental health.’” Rather, to regard suicide “not only as an exit from life but also as an entrance to death. To turn matters about in this way disrupts official attitudes, especially those of medicine.”134


  Hillman was also following Jung in attempting to bring back the notion of “soul,” a word primarily “buried in the sermons and cemeteries of religion.”135 “My book,” Hillman reflected years later, “tries to carry his ideas of a soul-informed psychology into the most wrenching agony of therapeutic practice: the suicide of the patient.”136


  Yet, as often seems to be the case with Hillman’s choice of subject matter, the topic of the book had little to do with him personally. At the time, none of his patients had ever committed suicide, or even threatened to do so. Nor had Hillman or his wife ever contemplated taking their own lives. Still, it was there, lurking in the background of his practice: one woman’s father had killed himself and kept returning in dreams asking her to join him, and a male patient had lost a number of relatives to suicide. Hillman believed that death was the central theme of analysis because “the search for the soul leads always into the ‘depths.’”137 Hillman felt that there were two unmentionable threats in therapeutic practice: “you get murdered by the patient, or the patient kills themselves.”138


  Nobody, however, had written about suicide outside the medical model, where Edwin Shneidman’s suicide prevention centers were then in vogue. Hillman took issue with this approach: “To come into its own, psychotherapy has to stand apart from its medical oppressor who speaks with the voice of materialism, scientism, and linear causality.”139


  As Hillman later stated in a letter to a physician, while he believed there were “places and cases where direct intervention and prevention are necessary,” and he certainly wasn’t in favor of suicide, “I do have a negative attitude to suicide prevention. I believe that if one follows the soul with the attitude I have carefully presented in my book, then there is the least risk and danger of actual suicide, because one gives the soul a chance to live the suicide in the soul, rather than factually in the body.”140 And, as he wrote to another correspondent: “I favor the illusion to myself that the book has a therapeutic effect, and that psychological writing if possible ‘ought’ to have that effect. This effect I like to believe comes through my attempt to write from the soul to the soul.”141


  To Hillman, soul was at the very basis of psychological work. In Suicide and the Soul, he would first offer a definition that he would expand upon in coming years. Soul is “that unknown human factor which makes meaning possible, which turns events into experiences, and which is communicated in love.”142 Soul was also tied, inextricably, to “the problem of death [that] is posed most vividly in suicide.”143 Hillman was also seeking to disentangle suicide from individualism: “Once we have grasped that involvement is fundamental to the soul, we would be inescapably connected by definition, turning and twisting the threads of our fate with the souls of others... Suicide becomes a community matter.”144


  While writing that spring, Hillman was close enough to Dublin to make research trips to the Trinity College library. As he mentioned to Donoghue in a letter, Voltaire, Schopenhauer, Seneca, Cicero, De Quincey, Madame de Staël and John Wesley had all written about suicide. At Glencullen House, Hillman had his own room with a desk where he wrote for a few hours each day, overlooking the rural Irish countryside. Here his son Laurence took his first steps and his oldest daughter Julia turned seven. The three little girls, all of whom were used to the tightlycontrolled realm of Switzerland, according to Hillman, felt liberated—playing outside in the mud, making little houses out of fallen branches, sometimes riding horses.


  Hillman wrote in a letter: “This stay here is a paradise. No patients, no work, long slow breakfasts, do what I like, and lots of physical exercise . . . I am trying to write a short book as an introvert, rather than a piece of scholarship, this time. I am trying to say what I have to say, and be controversial . . . It is of course hard for me.”145


  In a letter to Donoghue: “well into it [the book] but not over the hump. It took me quite a time to get started . . . It snows. We have had fierce weather. I have lifted at least two tons of fuel and a good bit of ash . . . We have never had a better time and I hope to continue the system of getting away for long stretches.”146


  Toward the end of the eight weeks, Hillman invited “some of the gang from long before” to join the family at Glencullen House. Donoghue, still a friend despite the travails with Dunquin Press, came from Vienna. From Dublin came Tony McInerney in his belted camel’s hair coat, and the poet Patrick Kavanagh, both of whom Hillman knew from his Envoy Magazine days. “They came to spend Easter, because in those days you couldn’t drink in the pubs on Easter, and I had stout and this-and-that,” Hillman recalled. “To me, it was a reunion twelve years later with my old pals—but they were a completely dysfunctional group of people.”


  Kavanagh, who would not live much longer, was in terrible shape. He drank constantly and refused to eat with anyone else around. Alone in his room with a small TV on, he would put his plate on the floor and squat there. Kate, trying to be the good hostess, then collapsed and took to her bed for most of the visit. She recovered by the time the Donleavys arrived, shortly before the family’s scheduled return to Zürich.


  There was something fitting about Donleavy being present when Hillman finished his first draft of the new book: the friend who had always represented the imaginative writer Hillman longed to be. It had come together in Ireland, always a source of inspiration for him, unlike Switzerland where he never had the same emotional connection. In Ireland, Hillman began formulating “the archetypal roots of the discipline,” a “science of the soul,” a large program that “requires radical new thinking.”147 The struggle to articulate his own ideas, drawing upon Jung while remaining distinct from him, was now well underway.


  GUGGENBÜHL


  That summer of 1962, while Hillman was rewriting Suicide and the Soul during the family’s month in Sweden, Marilyn Monroe was found dead in her apartment in Los Angeles. Kate had just been reading the actress’s biography. “We were shaken,” Hillman wrote to Donleavy.148 Years later, asked if he made any connection at the time between the book and Monroe’s apparent suicide, Hillman recalled:


  “I had my own fantasy and I used to shout it out all the time. I said that Marilyn Monroe was killed by the Jews—that her Jewish acting coach tried to make her into something else that she wasn’t, and so did her Jewish husband Arthur Miller, and I think her Jewish doctor. They couldn’t accept Aphrodite, a goddess, just for who she was. And she couldn’t stand that.”149


  As he was beginning the book in Ireland a few months earlier, Hillman had written in a letter of being “more and more caught by Jewish questions. I read the dernier des justes, and was struck to the bone. [André Schwarz-Bart’s 1959 novel, Last of the Just, described the persecutions of the Jews through the centuries.] The Eichmann trial also was my daily concern. [Adolf Eichmann, a Nazi war criminal, had been captured in Argentina in 1960 and gone on trial in Jerusalem.] I suppose this is something that never gets to sit rightly and one works at it day and night... night too, because it appears in many ways in my dreams.”150


  * * *


  Perhaps being away from Zürich,“Jewish questions” were able to rise more to the surface. The truth was that anti-Semitism remained pervasive in Switzerland. During the war, thousands of arriving Jewish refugees had been turned away at the Swiss border and returned to Germany facing certain death in the concentration camps. Any Jews who were allowed asylum usually received a short-term permit and were strictly forbidden from pursuing professional work. As late as 1956, when tens of thousands of Egyptian Jews fled that country during the Suez crisis, those few who came to Switzerland rather than Israel or France were put under such pressure by Swiss authorities that they departed the country again as soon as possible.151


  The Jung Institute was not immune from this. Jung himself had had “friendly relations with a large group of Jewish colleagues and patients over a period of many years” and vehemently denied accusations of ever being a Nazi sympathizer or anti-Semitic.152 Clearly, Hillman’s having been appointed Director of Studies had Jung’s stamp of approval. Yet the Psychological Club of Zürich had a Jewish membership quota, and others at the Institute surely viewed Hillman’s being named to a prominent position as a radical move—not only because he was American, but perhaps because of his heritage. Hillman’s friend Spiegelman had once asked Meier, who was his analyst as well, whether Jung was anti-Semitic. “No more than the average Swiss,” Spiegelman recalled the answer, and later realized that Meier was really talking about himself.153 Perhaps it was not accidental that Hillman’s Swiss blood relations, the Jewish Binswangers (one of whom sat on the Curatorium), had converted to Christianity.154


  The Swiss Jungians were also largely suspicious of “the collective,” including the nascent idea of group therapy. Hillman wrote in a letter shortly after returning to Zürich from Sweden: “Part of the discovery of individuality involves a new concern with the collective... It is a new tension and it will provide new fruits—what they will be we can’t yet tell.”155


  Hillman was about to find a staunch ally in Adolf GuggenbühlCraig, Zürich’s first group therapist. Hillman remembered: “At that time there was a phrase, ‘the hidden leader,’ which existed in every group—and it was the job of the group therapist to watch the room to see who that person was. The Jungians didn’t like this about Adolf, they thought psychology was all for individuals. Jung had used the word ‘group’ as like a mob, it lowered your consciousness. Adolf resisted that.”156


  Over the course of his life (he died in 2008), GuggenbühlCraig would have an enormous influence on the development of Jungian psychology in Zürich and around the world. In addition to his work as a psychotherapist and a teacher at the Institute, he would serve as president of the Curatorium for more than a decade, as well as being president of both the Swiss Society of Analytical Psychology and the International Association of Analytical Psychology. An independent spirit fascinated by the paradoxes of human existence, his five books, like Hillman’s work, turned conventional wisdom upside-down in exploring subjects such as the psychopath, the shadow side of the healer, and the tradition of marriage.


  Three years older than Hillman, Guggenbühl was born in Zürich in 1923, to parents who later published a monthly magazine (Schweizer Spiegel) that was a leading voice against the rise of National Socialism in neighboring Germany. His father was a strong admirer of Freud and, when Adolf was fourteen, an aunt who had been analyzed by Freud gave him a copy of The Interpretation of Dreams.157 The young man was warned by his mother’s brother that, by contrast, “Jung is a false prophet.” At nineteen, while studying theology with the thought of becoming a Protestant minister, Guggenbühl also began reading the classical depth psychologists—Freud, Adler, Reich, and finally Jung. “I did not fully understand him,” he would write, “but felt very attracted to his idea that we are not only ‘individuals’ but are connected to a collective unconscious which has a certain structure.”158


  Entering his twenties, Guggenbühl worked awhile in his father’s publishing firm, then as an auxiliary social worker, learning history and philosophy on the side, but “nothing satisfied me.” Eventually he decided to study medicine, with visions of one day becoming a psychiatrist. Attending a lecture at Jung’s Psychological Club during those years, his initial reaction was that “this esoteric wisdom and guru-admiration is not for me.”159 He married a beautiful Scottish woman named Anne Craig (hyphenating her name to his), had a son, and because “the hierarchical structure of the hospitals in Switzerland disgusted me so much,” emigrated to the United States a few days after taking his final medical exams. He did strictly Freudian training first in a Rhode Island hospital and then as psychiatric resident for three years in Omaha, Nebraska—“but I always made clear to my colleagues... that for me the human soul is an objective reality.”


  Returning home after four years in America, Guggenbühl continued his training in Switzerland and entered into a Jungian analysis. The first question he asked his analyst was: “Can I be a Christian and a Jungian analyst at the same time?” According to Guggenbühl, the response from Franz Riklin was: “Certainly, if you are first a Jungian and then a Christian.” Guggenbühl, who came from a religious upbringing, said it would be the other way around but he’d proceed nonetheless.160


  He would meet Jung several times while working at Burghölzli hospital, primarily at seminars. “I was very impressed by what he said, but not so impressed by Jung himself and even less so by the people around him” whom Guggenbühl felt “admired Jung uncritically.”161 (Later, he would write a book called Power in the Helping Professions.) Still, the approach suited him and Dr. Guggenbühl opened a Jungian psychiatric practice in Zürich in 1953. Marvin Spiegelman, having later heard that Guggenbühl was recognized as an analyst without graduating from the Jung Institute, objected to such a thing. But, upon meeting him, Spiegelman was impressed, finding the man “strongly individual, not at all inflated, had a tremendous eye for the shadow, and was just as committed as I was.”162


  Hillman was in his final two years as a student when he and Guggenbühl met at a colloquium, where the young doctor had come to supervise some of the student cases. His wife Anne remembered Adolf saying of Hillman: “You wouldn’t like him, he’s conceited.”163 The next time they encountered one another was, in Guggenbühl’s recollection, “a very negative one.” Hillman had recently become Director of Studies, and both men were members of the Swiss Society for Analytical Psychology. At one of its meetings, Hillman proposed that anyone who didn’t have a diploma from the Jung Institute should be thrown out. This would also have precluded Guggenbühl from calling himself a Jungian analyst. Guggenbühl responded that, in such case, he and several other psychiatrists with medical degrees would leave, resulting in the Society being left with only psychologists who lacked a medical imprimatur. Hillman then withdrew his proposal.164


  “Soon we met otherwise and became very good friends,” Guggenbühl remembered. “I wasn’t very much involved in the Institute, but practically every week we had meetings over lunch and talked about the challenges and opinions and happenings; retrospectively, one can say he brought the problems of the Institute to our table. We talked always in English, because his German was not that good. In those days, Jim was very enthusiastic over everything about Jung and the Jungians. I was outside the Jungian circle, and I was skeptical. So we had long discussions.”165


  In 1962, Guggenbühl edited the Proceedings of the Second International Congress of Jungians and, that same year, Franz Riklin—still his analyst and by then president of the Institute— recommended, without success, that Guggenbühl be elected president of the Swiss Society of Analytical Psychologists. In the end he was given the position of vice-president, but still Guggenbühl’s star was clearly rising in the Jungian world.


  His and Hillman’s families traveled to Alsace together for a weekend in September 1962, where Guggenbühl’s five children mingled wonderfully with the Hillmans’ four. Hillman admired Guggenbühl’s independence and non-conformism. One day sitting at lunch, they conceived a tour of America to give a series of lectures together. The plan, as Hillman described it in a letter early in February 1963, was to spend “about five weeks visiting Psychiatric Clinics and Universities to talk on aspects of Analytical Psychology.” Guggenbühl would address topics such as “Youth in Trouble and the Problem of Evil; PseudoReligious Phenomena in Psychotherapy.” Hillman would talk about “Problems of Feeling and Emotion in Counseling.” The entire series of seminars, he suggested, might be called something like “Shadow Problems.”166


  It wouldn’t be long before their grand tour started to come together.


  LECTURING IN AMERICA


  As 1963 drew to a close, so did Hillman’s fourth and final draft of Suicide and the Soul: “find more and more to change and add, but it must go as is.”167 Although he had first thought of putting out the book through his own Dunquin Press, it turned out to generate larger interest. It was to be published first in London by Hodder & Stoughton, and then by Harper & Row in New York.


  Early that November, Hillman and Guggenbühl sailed together across the Atlantic on the Queen Mary. While en route they made “a long list of ideas in psychology that you can find in Jung way before they became normative issues,” and for which Jung had not received credit.168 Adolf remembered that Hillman was very much into his Irish persona:


  “He dressed like an Irishman, Harris tweed, the whole thing. We didn’t talk many times about this, but once he said he would like to be accepted by the regular American guy. He was never that—but he tried to be a regular Irish guy. I had the impression that this was kind of an avoidance of something. It’s kind of delicate but I think this was attractive to him because Ireland is the opposite of Jewishness. And he didn’t want to emphasize his being Jewish. Jim always said to me, ‘Adolf, you want to make a Jew out of me.’ So when we landed in New York, some stevedore shouted at him, ‘Hurry up, you Jew boy!’ That was the first thing that happened to him in America: the worker in the harbor recognized ‘the Irishman’ as a Jew. It was fascinating.”169


  (Hillman said when this story was mentioned to him: “This never happened or I’ve repressed it. Adolf was, like Donleavy, also an extraordinary confabulator.”)170


  After spending a few days at Hillman’s brother, Joel’s home, their lectures began in the Boston area. They were invited to Brandeis University to speak to one of Abraham Maslow’s classes. Maslow espoused what he called “peak experiences... sudden feelings of intense happiness and well-being, possibly the awareness of an ‘ultimate truth’ and the unity of all things.”171 This notion grated on Hillman, who ended up challenging Maslow in front of his class.172


  At the same time, Hillman was nervous about their having been asked to be the annual speakers at a prestigious gathering called the Cutting Lectures, sponsored by the Andover Newton Theological Seminary “I have been tricked,” Hillman had written Donoghue, “thinking it a sort of sitdown seminar, but it is a standup series, spotlight. A sort of panic setting in.”173 (He may or may not have been aware that Meier had given the Cutting Lectures on Jung’s psychology in 1959.) Hillman and Guggenbühl each lectured there twice, and in the event things went fine.


  Then, on Friday, November 22, Hillman was slated to give an evening talk on “The Negative Emotions.” He remembered being in the midst of lunch with Adolf “at one of those lobster places on the wharf ” when word came that President Kennedy had been assassinated in Dallas. Surviving in Hillman’s archive is a prefatory note he wrote that afternoon, but then decided against saying, although his lecture went ahead as scheduled.


  “This is a difficult evening,” the note said. “We are in the midst of a revolution in this country. The Shadow is in full view, and we cannot get rid of evil by blaming the Radical Right or the Black Muslims or the Mafia or Castro and the Communists, or, as Mr. Eisenhower did this afternoon, call evil ‘psychopathic.’ The destructive force of which Dr. Guggenbühl spoke on Monday and Tuesday evenings is made very clear by the events of this afternoon. With such suddenness and reality, destructive evil strikes. Assassination, murder—and war, too—begin this way. This revolution is not just outside us in the streets and jails and detention homes and clinics, or in Texas, but is the Shadow in each of us that is trying to come out. And the point of the lecture this evening, and of all these lectures, and of Analytical Psychology is to make a contribution to the major problem of our day: confrontation with the dark side of ourselves.”


  By early December, they were in Texas to lecture at the Houston State Psychiatric Institute and give an informal seminar. When Guggenbühl was interviewed by a Houston newspaper, the headline read: “Swiss Psychiatrist Declares Oswald Sane.” That was, according to Hillman, to counter “the American way of getting rid of any problem; if the guy is crazy, then you don’t have to deal with thinking about it.”174


  With Guggenbühl lecturing to psychiatrists-in-training and Hillman to non-MD clinical psychologists, they traveled to Omaha where Guggenbühl had studied and then in Kansas City visited the gravesite of one of Hillman’s ancestors. They went to New Orleans and visited the laboratory of Dr. Robert Heath at Tulane University. “He injected spiders with a fluid that made them spin eccentric webs,” Hillman remembered. “This was his big discovery. We were very suspicious. If you inject a spider with anything, it’s going to be a little wonky.”175


  At Lake Pontchartrain they visited a mental institution where the patients were predominantly black. Hillman recalled: “It was a pretty desolate place . . . I remember talking to a therapist there—a white northern therapist—about his saying to me, ‘You know, you can’t do therapy with these people. They just don’t have the language for it. They don’t know how to get into it,’ and so on and so forth. I was struck then that they [the African-Americans] could not adapt to therapeutic language. And he could not adapt to the language of the soul. For example, passion, jealousy, rage, revenge, hatred, seduction.”176


  Guggenbühl also well remembered the moment, and Hillman telling the therapist who found Jungian psychology “completely useless for these poor black people who haven’t a clue about it: ‘No, you’re wrong. These people have so much folklore—remember their stories and mythologies—you just have to recognize what they have, and get at that.’” Guggenbühl found Hillman’s response “very impressive.”177 He would also recall their walking along a path near the harbor and Hillman saying, “You see those ships coming in—that’s mythology.” As Guggenbühl put it, “He saw mythology where it actually happens, and that’s extremely stimulating.”


  In Los Angeles and San Francisco, where Marvin Spiegelman helped arrange the events, their five-week tour came to a close. As Hillman wrote in a letter afterwards, the tour had taken them “to many places where Jung is unknown... We carried the words to the psychiatrists and academic psychologists and with amazing success. The backwoods want to listen; there is a younger generation.”178


  Hillman and Guggenbühl, becoming fast friends, would soon discover that they had the same enemies. Long after, Hillman remembered how the unpublished paper Guggenbühl gave in America on “Youth and Individuality” had caused an uproar in the Jungian world. That was because Guggenbühl listed fourteen developmental considerations, many of which in the classical Jungian model were considered to only legitimately be a factor in the latter part of life, but that Adolf argued were already fundamental in adolescence. He cited examples such as loneliness, confronting sexuality, and being overpowered by love. The Jungian notion that someone only becomes “individuated” in the latter phases of life was subtly thrown into doubt. “The idea was,” Hillman reflected, “we were trying to take down the older generation.”179 That was very much part of the spirit of the times.


  AMONG THE JUNGIANS: HOMAGE AND HERESY


  While amplifying many of its themes, Hillman remained a staunch proponent of Jung’s psychology. After Jung’s “first person” biography, Memories, Dreams, Reflections, was published posthumously in 1963, Hillman reacted angrily to what he considered “less a book review than a revelation of prejudices” in a Swedish newspaper. Noting how the psychiatrist’s review had called the realm of unconscious imagination Jung’s “occupation,” Hillman wrote in a letter to the editor: “If one wants to understand the soul in depth, one must look with open eyes at what has been buried in its depths by the spirit of modern science and modern religion. They tend to cast into the unconscious, by the anxiety-banning techniques of denial and irony, whatever might upset their orthodoxies.” Jung, Hillman continued, “turns upside down the usual idea of autobiography. It foregoes the usual account of outer happenings—what one did, whom one met, external descriptions and current events— for the sake of the inner world, the world where ill and well, patient and doctor, east and west, past and future meet, and where the critical scientist is as much at a loss as Everyman.” Jung’s book was “more important for the general reader in search of his soul than for the professional who is so sure of his”—a statement borne out by the book becoming a perennial best-seller all through the searching sixties.180


  In Suicide and the Soul, Hillman paid clear homage to Jung in a number of instances. As he put it in one chapter, “Jung alone among the great psychologists refused to classify people into groups according to their sufferings. He has been charged with failing to provide a detailed and systematic theory of neurosis along with etiology [the cause of an abnormal condition] and treatment. Is this really a failing? Perhaps it is his virtue to have alone recognized the gross inadequacy of only outside descriptions.”181


  Hillman introduced part two of the book with a quote from Jung: “I can hardly draw a veil over the fact that we psychotherapists ought really to be philosophers or philosophic doctors—or rather that we already are.”182 Yet, as Hillman also pointed out, Jung’s having “uncovered the fundamental dynamic patterns of the psyche which he called archetypes, or organs of the soul” and “staking his claim for psychic reality as an objective field having its own laws and requiring its own methods,” meant that he’d run “into opposition from the orthodoxies of medicine, theology, and academic psychology . . . Jung had the courage to hold his ground. He stood for the soul as the first human reality . . . The soul can become a reality again only when each of us has the courage to take it as the first reality in our own lives, to stand for it and not just ‘believe’ in it.”183


  Hillman, making his own stand, was also running into opposition, and it cut close to home. His first female analyst, Rivkah Scharf-Kluger, reportedly found Suicide and the Soul “too extreme.” Hillman was told that Meier also “was really angry about it.”184 Patricia Berry, arriving in Zürich at twentythree to become the youngest student at the Institute in 1966, remembered: “It was shocking to me that the man who had been his analyst and who was such a powerful father figure and founder in the Jungian world would come out against the book. He thought it ‘dangerous.’ (I think that was the word.) That kind of condemnation did not help a young man trying to get a foothold at the Institute and taken seriously as a professional. Anyhow, for an analyst to condemn a former analysand is fairly unethical in itself.”185


  As Hillman put it, “His [Meier’s] ambition was completely scientific and university professorship.”186 By contrast, Hillman’s book made standard “case history” of far less importance than “soul history,” foregoing the biography of historical events in one’s life for the larger experiences that seemed “not to follow the one-way direction of the flow of time . . . reported best by emotions, dreams, and fantasies. Gulfs of years and events are dispensed with out of hand.”187


  Hillman was already a political figure in the highly politicized Institute. While not a member of the governing Curatorium, as Director of Studies he attended all of its meetings. Curatorium President Franz Riklin was Hillman’s boss. Liliane Frey, the analyst Hillman continued to see on a regular basis, and Meier, whom Kate was still seeing weekly, both strongly disliked Riklin for what they considered a power grab. Knowing that Hillman worked closely with Riklin clearly had to influence the ongoing analytic work. It was impossible to keep things separate from the politics of the Institute.


  Marie-Louise von Franz was in Riklin’s camp (as was Guggenbühl, who was in analysis with him). Jolande Jacobi had sat on the Curatorium since its inception and considered herself one of the Institute’s founders. She had resented Hillman’s position from the get-go (because she’d wanted the job for her son), opposed his fundraising trip, his parapsychology and animal dream research, in fact just about everything he did.188 Hillman recalled: “She was a highly self-aggrandizing person, and she was very aware of my power and always either trying to seduce me to be close to her—I kept a distance—or to suggest I go make a career elsewhere: ‘Now that you’ve written this book, you could go off to America.’


  “You see, these people were all pupils of Jung’s and all rivals for his love, his attention, his affection. And he wasn’t a loving man. And then after 1961, he was dead. The old flesh had its system, they each knew who the other was. The Jungian second generation had been fighting each other for years. And here I was, absolutely outside of that. My presence was a thorn in their side. I was by nature arrogant, like the Aries is. But I also felt myself to be a leader or a revolutionary: I want to change this place, make things happen—in the midst of a really destructive atmosphere.”189


  Scott Becker has written: “Ironically, the Jungians had a very clear theory with which they could have understood what was happening, i.e. the individuation of the Institute, its ego being compensated by Hillman’s outsider energy and vision. Of course, Hillman later replaced the Jungian idea of compensation with the ego’s ‘death’ and descent into the underworld, which would actually better explain the system’s resistance to the change that was happening. They did not go gentle into that good night.”190


  It also grated on the dogmatic Institute types that Hillman didn’t “believe in” Jung’s ideas, but rather found them “valuable because they are so good to work with and against.”191 To a fellow to whom Hillman sent parts of his soon-to-be-published Suicide and the Soul, he wrote early in 1964: “I think there are two aspects of the process with traditional, archetypal models. The one is the slow, steady climb up the ziggourat, the spiritual ascent, step by step; the other is the breakthrough, enlightenment, Zen. I have emphasized the latter at the expense of the former in this paper because I feel the Jungians hide behind the former in order to protect themselves at times, and get caught by the patient’s ‘development’ notions, and their own avoidances of the reality of decay, shadow, death. Had I been talking to LSD enthusiasts, I would have talked against the breakthrough, the enlightenment, the Momentary Vision as a short cut, and that patience and slowness and plodding the via longissima [longest road] is required.”192


  Hillman himself was a voyager along that via longissima. Suicide and the Soul was his first work that went to the “underworld.” As he wrote, italicizing the sentence for emphasis: “the issue is not for or against suicide, but what it means in the psyche.” Thus did Hillman take up the question of life taking on its value through the reality of death. “Organic death has absolute power over life when death has not been allowed in life’s midst,”193 he wrote and again italicized. Being willing to undergo “a dying into life” brought in fact “a fresh and vital concern with essentials.”194


  As if his daimon required first the intellectual outpouring— however he might attune to that—and then the living-out of his inquiry, Hillman, approaching his forties and publication of Suicide and the Soul, reported to Stein: “The truth is that I am barely standing . . . I take the experience—in moments of detachment—as death of the first half of life and with it all the optimism, élan, phallicism, ego, and so on, in exchange for something which I can’t formulate yet. I feel forty. And I think I will go on in this condition of sorrow and lameness until enough of the old me is dead.”195
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  XIII


  BETRAYAL


  On October 2, 1964, James Hillman came to speak at the Guild of Pastoral Psychology in London. The Guild had been founded in 1937, initially to encourage the study of psychology among clergy and other spiritual leaders. Jung was its original Founder Patron and gave a talk there called “The Symbolic Life.” Hillman was the latest in an impressive line of Jungian lecturers, and the topic he’d chosen to address was titled “Betrayal.”


  It would not be among his better-known works—published as a pamphlet by the Guild and later reprinted in Hillman’s 1975 book, Loose Ends. However, some who came across the essay found it to have a profound effect. As a result of Rudolf Ritsema reading “Betrayal,”1 Hillman was invited to the annual elite gathering of eclectic thinkers known as the Eranos conferences, for which he wrote much of his seminal work from the age of forty through into his early sixties (between 1966 and 1987).


  Another whom the “Betrayal” essay powerfully impacted was the multi-talented American actress Helen Hunt. For almost a decade starting in the late nineties, she had been reworking a screenplay for her directorial debut, Then She Found Me, a film she would also star in. Many years earlier, a friend had given Hunt the Hillman piece. It sat at the edge of her desk, unread, just above the waste basket. “Then I got a divorce,” she recalled in 2010, “and suddenly I had a lot of time to read an essay called ‘Betrayal.’” She read it again and again, studying each paragraph. Betrayal became what her script “was really about underneath” a story of single motherhood and adoption, a philandering husband, and a new lover. Betrayal needed to be accepted, as Hillman had written, as an element of all relationships. Hunt used a Jewish parable that begins Hillman’s essay—about a boy being taught that even his own father can betray him—in the opening scene for her movie.2


  Hillman had continued his talk that night in 1964 with the Garden of Eden, the archetypal longing for primal trust, and the required paradox of betrayal and expulsion once Eve entered the picture. “We are led to an essential truth about both trust and betrayal,” Hillman said, “they contain each other.” They entered the world at the same moment, and “the greater the love and loyalty, the involvement and commitment, the greater the betrayal.” Yet “to live or love only where one can trust, where there is security and containment, where one cannot be hurt or let down, where what is pledged in words is forever binding, means really to be out of harm’s way and so to be out of real life.” He took up the motif of betrayal in the Old Testament stories of Abraham and Isaac, Jacob and Esau, and then the story of Jesus, which placed betrayal “at the heart of the Christian mystery.” In the ultimate moment when God let him down, the human tragedy Jesus suffered brought with it “the message of love.”


  After betrayal, dangers came, one being revenge. “It is the betrayed one who must somehow resurrect himself, take a step forward, through his own interpretation of what happened,” Hillman continued. And, in psychological life, “just as trust had within it the seed of betrayal, so betrayal has within it the seed of forgiveness . . . Betrayal is the dark side of both, giving them both meaning, making them both possible.” A reconciliation does not necessarily result from forgiveness by the betrayed or atonement by the betrayer, but rather in “a reconciliation by each to the event” itself. “Each of these phases of bitterly fought and suffered experiences which may take long years of fidelity to the dark side of the psyche, is also a phase in the development of the anima, and that has been, despite my emphasis upon the masculine, the main theme of this paper,” Hillman said in concluding.3


  It was a powerful, emotional talk and most of the audience were stunned. Kate was sitting in the front row, next to an elderly Englishwoman who had been part of the evening panel discussion. Suddenly, the woman turned to Kate and asked with raised eyebrows: “Was your husband breast-fed?” The implication was, he couldn’t have been or he wouldn’t be such a bitter man. Kate howled with laughter and, in years to come, often recalled and imitated that moment.4


  She, and her husband, were about to wrestle with the reality of these ideas in ways they could not have anticipated. “Neither trust nor forgiveness could be fully realized without betrayal ... ”


  PORTENTS


  The sixties were a period of breaking down structures and bringing down institutions. Between 1965 and 1967, a rare alignment of Pluto and Uranus took place. The energies of these two planets were in what astrologers call a conjunction: Uranus, the planet of invention, lightning-like inspiration, the Universal Mind; and Pluto, the planet of transformation, death and rebirth. Together they bring profound changes, swift, devastating, and sometimes fanatical in nature.5


  Not long before this occurred, Hillman had written to his friend Robert Stein: “I have been undergoing startling changes... this time for real, not just the usual intuitive idea of changes... I live to the hilt from morning to evening, physically erotically, vitally, pleasure in everything I do, without worry . . . no longer afraid of giving my self out, exhausting reserves . . . there is pleasure in the day and the body is alive...


  “I have a FULL PRACTICE and have turned down four people who wanted to work with me (full means twenty hours a week with twelve people)... I am beset with women, both inside and outside analysis . . . My main concern is how to manage the anima state I am in. It is enormously powerful, and must be followed and lived to the hilt, but for the first time I have begun to see the danger of letting it altogether eclipse consciousness (I dreamt of a fox and a lioness).”6


  At some point during this period—Hillman could not remember exactly when—he learned that Kate, who was still seeing Meier for analysis, had been intimately involved with him. Hillman said in 2010: “I don’t know how I found out. I know only that at a sudden moment, I was in Meier’s office and said something that accused him. And he said, ‘You have to talk to Kate about that.’ Meaning, ‘I’m not going to say anything.’ Then I did talk to Kate and she said yes [confirmed what had happened]. I remember going back to Meier and he brushed it aside in two ways, one being ‘oh, it was just short’ or something like that, which it wasn’t but meaning that it wasn’t important, but secondly implying that it was necessary to keep her in therapy or in transference or from going crazy. In other words, as if it hadn’t been for that, maybe things would have been worse, some sort of justification like that.”7 Later Hillman added: “I was on the edge of physically hitting him. But I didn’t, I wish I had.”8


  How had he felt about what Kate had done? It was a question that Hillman agreed to take up in the summer of 2011. “Somewhere [inside] I felt that I could no longer pull her out of her misery. She was unhappy, depressed. Depressed is a terrible word. Pull her out of her misery is the best thing I could say.” Had he forgiven her for the affair at the time? “Part of Kate needed [more] involvement, personal relationships. So I understood it as something she needed, and was caught in, and was miserable because of. But she was angry with Meier, too, for having been caught by him. But we did not go into any details, as that was not the aim. She clearly got out of it by blaming him for it. Which was not right either...


  “But you have to understand, my whole way of being was my work. To be free to do your work: that’s what you really want. You want to write, you want the household and all of that, but you don’t want to carry a whole lot of [your wife’s] psychological troubles. You have enough with your practice and your writing. So that’s how you feel. Whether it’s right or wrong is not the point. That’s how you feel, and it’s not very responsible—that’s a bad word, because that puts it all into that literal place again. But you’re also living in a world where you know about other people [having done the same thing in the doctor-patient relationship].”9


  Even many years after the fact, it was still not easy to talk about. In the late summer of 1963—whether before or after he found out about Kate and Meier is not known—Hillman had written his wife a letter while en route to Zürich after their being together in Sweden: “Our love seemed never to have gone so deep and intimate before as love, not only understanding and gentleness and all the good things our marriage has at times, but a deep personal desire for each other. It seems our love is endless, that it does and can take new turnings—but that it could be passionate, too, that is marvelous. I can only get there with emotion, love, anima—that arouses my instinct & nothing else really does. You were so beautiful, your arms in the black-andwhite dress, and your movements and sounds, and the depth of your answering to me—not only endless, but bottomless—we really got below where we have been. I am so thankful to you.”10


  By November 1963, the month that Hillman traveled to America with Guggenbühl, he had broken off his analysis with Liliane Frey and was “risking everything in the practice . . . perhaps that is the only way.”11 He wrote to Stein again early in 1964: “I have taken many steps since December—deep ones, strange ones mainly in inner feeling of myself—especially from justification. I can no longer justify nor explain what I am up to & aiming at, living for—I seem at times to have lost my moral bearings—not just the outer collective ones, but vis-à-vis myself—and I let my state-of-being-as-felt (anima & images) be my guide—or worse have no guide but act, dare I say irresponsibly.”


  Hillman went on to quote the French philosopher Gabriel Marcel on justification, which he had just come across “after two months of thinking over this problem for myself. ‘Perhaps it is necessary, moreover, to admit that there is in me that which transcends all possible justification.’ Very important! The ego can’t justify the whole personality; we search the unconscious for dreams, for voices, for figures to give sanction (moral justification & protection) to our actions—but ultimately we are pure beings & there is no justification once one is on one’s own. Very dangerous.”12


  In the spring of 1964, Hillman received a letter from his friend Kenny Donoghue, saying: “You write you and Kate are in your darkest hours. What do you mean?”13 By that summer, writing to Stein, Hillman had “been going through months of psychic torture,” mainly centered around a woman whom he did not name. “I am often unable to bear it. The whole anima question is out of hand—and if I do not work, I am in an abaissement [in Jungian lexicon, a kind of paralysis of will]. This has been going on in different phases for many months, put out of the way by the trip to America, but it seems worse now than ever. From a distance, it seems as if I am the same: my work, my patients, the book coming out . . . but work has become the protection against possession... but on the other hand I have had, again and again, miraculous dreams with self symbols which had never before appeared . . . I had my share of suffering, but it was always carried by nature. I had some sort of force in me, life force. But it’s that itself which seems killed so that life has to be carried, rather than it carrying me... everything that comes now will not be given by the Gods, but hand hammered by me, with all the masculine virtues of diligence, perseverance, and concern. Nothing is being given me anymore.


  “For example, I have insights, continually, especially about human relationships, feeling, love, etc.”


  But, as he then began preparing the betrayal lecture, “the sweat it takes to turn a note or an idea into a paragraph, the hand hammering is so hard, so physically hard . . . The struggle with the anima is really a man’s undoing. At least I am in it at an early age, and not fifty. Or does it go on and on and on? I have not come into acceptance of this pattern of life, still regarding it as somewhere ‘ill’ and want to return to how I was. I know better, but haven’t got there yet with my behavior. How to exist in death, how to love in sorrow, how to work in lassitude, how to lead in doubt—this is what I am up against.”14


  Stein was having trouble with the theme of his friend’s essay on betrayal. While agreeing betrayal is an archetypal pattern, he wrote in a letter: “this doesn’t make it right or necessary . . . If Eros is to be re-born, to once again become the central organizing principle of our culture, betrayal must be actively resisted and repelled . . . Even if it should be true that betrayal is essential for the development of consciousness, which I doubt, I say to hell with any more development of consciousness . . . Hope, for me lies in my belief that it is truly possible to re-enter something like the original state of primal trust, when there is a real communion between man and nature and man and man. If I am wrong, to hell with it all. But Jim’s argument is very convincing, too convincing.”15


  FACE-ON WITH THE CHRISTIAN MINISTERS


  Early in 1965, Kate wrote to Lotte Stein: “Jim is not so well inside—has strong doubts about his life, work, direction and purpose—marriage too. All in all we struggle along, and as for marriage I feel it becomes more and more a lasting friendship with a try at utmost mutual understanding.”16


  Hillman wrote to Bob Stein around the same time: “In half or ¾ of time deep in depression, and the rest is trying to manage the daily life... I’m trying to finish my paper for the cong[ress of Jungians]; plus three lectures for Ohio (Christian ministers) in April and four lectures [for the] NY Foundation (alchemy). Personally I have never needed help more than now, am quite desperate psychologically, but not with the world, so it seems. Yet I cannot bring myself to go to anyone in analysis since I have such negative feelings and contempt somewhere for the whole lot.”17


  When Suicide and the Soul appeared, strong reactions from reviewers were not long in coming. Commonweal Magazine described it as “a beautiful book, despite its dogmatism and occasional stridency.”18 In The Nation, psychoanalyst Joost A.M. Meerloo of Columbia University called it “a fascinating and enlightening study because the author discusses suicide as a philosophical question, as well as a matter of therapy and healing. The right to live one’s own life is closely connected with the right to die one’s own death. The author analyzes this predicament for us in a clear, concise fashion and with a style that goes far beyond the usual scientific jargon.”19


  The Boston Pilot newspaper’s reviewer was Father Kenneth B. Murphy, also known as “the suicide priest” after founding an organization in the fifties devoted to suicide prevention. He noted that “however one may disagree with what he offers as thesis, this is indeed a scholarly and thoughtful presentation as well as a novel and a potentially distressing one.”20 In the Journal of Analytical Psychology, Jungian analyst and author Rosemary Gordon found the book “tantalizing” but ultimately disappointing because it “lacks the solidity which the presence of clinical data could have given it” and was “preoccupied with the virtues of non-medical as against medical analysis.”21 The Journal of Pastoral Care turned to Joseph F. Fletcher, an ordained Episcopal priest and considered the founder of biomedical ethics (his controversial 1954 book, Morals and Medicine, had argued the case for active euthanasia). While Fletcher admired Hillman’s “rather breathtaking contribution to fresh thinking of a psychopastoral nature, a word of protest must be made against the usual Jungian adoption blandly of the ‘soul’ entity without any serious empirical or logical validation.”22


  As he had intended, Hillman was stepping on toes in the psychological and religious realms. And, as 1965 unfolded, more and more he was contemplating how to bring fresh thinking into both of them. He had taken part in a small conference the previous autumn between ministers of the Church of England and Jungian psychologists, where he’d been surprised to hear one reverend define theology as “that which goes on inside us” and the Bishop of Woolwich comment “that statements about God are ultimately statements about personal relationships.” These, Hillman had thought, “were the main concern of the analyst,” but not the church.23


  Jungians had been first accepted in the United States in the sixties by the more liberal Protestant churches. With the exception of the Lutherans and Baptists, the others—Congregationalists, Episcopalians, Presbyterians—often had ministers who studied psychology in order to be pastoral counselors better equipped to deal with problems brought by their members.


  One important figure in this development was Dr. John Billinsky, chairman of the Pastoral Counseling Department at the Andover Newton Theological School that had invited Hillman to give the Cutting Lectures in 1963. Billinsky had played an interesting role with some of the key figures in Hillman’s life. During a three-hour-long visit with Jung in 1957, as Billinsky later chronicled it, Jung had told him that at his first meeting with Freud in Vienna fifty years earlier, Freud’s wife’s younger sister (Minna Bernays) had taken him aside and confessed to having an affair with Freud. “It was a shocking discovery to me, and even now I can recall the agony I felt at the time,” Jung reportedly told Billinsky.24


  Meier was even closer to Billinsky. He had written Billinsky early in 1957 that he would be pleased to take him on for personal analysis several times a week during the summer semester of Billinsky’s planned study at the Institute in Zürich.25 The following year Meier confided in the pastoral counselor that his difficulties with Jung appeared “irreparable.” He added that if he was indeed a “true son” of Jung’s, then it was fitting he stand on his own feet.26 Billinsky, recalling how Jung had spoken so admiringly of Meier during their meeting, responded that Jung may have realized he was too much a father figure and so fostered such a situation to make Meier “completely independent.” (Hillman saw such a situation differently: “My fantasy of it sees a curse from Freud to Jung, and from Jung to his generation of men pupils . . . All the eros between men was botched.”)27


  In 1959, Meier came to give the Cutting Lectures on “Archetypes and Collective Unconscious,” at Billinsky’s request. Meier afterward wrote him that he was anxiously awaiting printed copies because Hillman, one of his pupils now managing the Institute, had said the students “badly needed” the book.28 Then, six months after Jung’s death, Meier wrote Billinsky that, like the New York and London groups, Zürich’s Institute was betraying the great man by selling him to the public “in order to be somebody themselves” and cash in on Jung. Acquiring prestige, Meier added, was easier than being true to one’s own soul – implying that he was doing the latter.29


  Though Meier did not name names, the implication seemed to be that Hillman’s fundraising and other activities seeking to expand the Institute’s horizons went very much against his grain. At the time, Billinsky seemed unfazed by this. Indeed, when students from the Theological Seminary sought to undergo a Jungian analysis in Zürich, Billinsky began referring to Hillman any whom Meier couldn’t take on. After the Cutting Lectures, Hillman wrote Billinsky: “I look back—and so does Adolf— with enormous pleasure on the days with you.”30


  It was through Billinsky that Hillman came into contact with Otis Maxfield. As minister of the First Community Church in Columbus, Ohio, Maxfield had taken instruction at the Jung Institute in Zürich in 1964 and done analysis with Meier, in readiness for opening a Pastoral Counseling Center at his church. Early in 1965, Maxfield received from Hillman his justpublished pamphlet of the betrayal lecture, “which is a theme common to religion or psychology. I think it would be excellent for your group.”31 In return, Maxfield invited Hillman to give a series of lectures at a Ministers’ Seminar he was organizing for that April.


  With publication of Suicide and the Soul elevating his stature, Hillman already had a month-long lecture tour in the works in the U.S. Afterward, he would reflect in a letter to one of the Institute’s patrons: “The lecture tour meant a great deal to me, especially the time in Ohio where I spoke from the pulpit (!) three nights running to five hundred or more people on the relations of Jungian psychology and religion. The afternoons were spent with clergymen from the grassroot[s] churches of Indiana, Michigan, West Virginia, etc. who are starved for the kind of approach we Jungians take for granted.”32 Indeed, the annual meeting saw its largest attendance ever and the experience “taught me and taught them a great deal.”33


  The Ohio gathering would also be the impetus behind Hillman’s next book, InSearch: Psychology and Religion, derived from those talks and published in 1967. By then Time Magazine had come out with its famous cover story, “Is God Dead?” and, as Hillman put it in the book’s preface, “For psychology the issue is not that ‘God is dead,’ but in what form this indestructible energy is now reappearing in the psyche. What can the psyche tell us about the direction religion might take now? In what images will that major emotional idea of God be reborn?”34


  The first of Hillman’s talks to the ministers was titled “The Inner World: The Unconscious as Experience.”35 The coming together of psychology and religion, he began, “seems part of the Zeitgeist, the spirit of the times,” and he fantasized that God Himself “might even be pleased that the people who are supposed to be most concerned with the soul do not pull it in different directions, fashion it into different shapes, but that they begin to turn it into a habitable dwelling place.”


  Hillman recalled how publishers had warned him against using “soul” in the title of Suicide and the Soul, and Harper’s had even brought the book out in their religion category. Apparently the soul didn’t belong in psychology, nor did it “even come into popular songs any longer—who longs with heart and soul? Who puts his whole soul into anything? What girl has soulful eyes, what man a ‘great soul’, what woman is a ‘good old soul?’ Soul is perhaps the only four-letter word left which may no longer be said aloud at the ‘in’ dining table.”


  He agreed “with Jung that modern man is in search of a soul. Because the soul is lost—or at least mislaid or bewildered—you have been forced as ministers, when you meet a problem, to go upstairs to its neighbor, the next closest place: the mind. So you have turned to academic and clinical psychology . . . ” That, however, was a sidetrack. The key was rather looking “down and in... We fall into emotions, moods, affects, and discover a new dimension, which much as we wish to rid ourselves of, leads us downwards into depths of ourselves.” Which gave rise to humility, a “traditional mark of the soul,” requiring time, tender care, attention, and sometimes a breakdown to come upon the alchemists’ “pearl of great price.” Amid “a psychic reality, a world of experiences, emotions, fantasies, moods, visions, dreams, dialogues, physical sensations . . . in these states of soul we can feel connection to nature and to ourselves. We can weep or storm, let lust dance, contend with God, pose the imponderables, and find... an inner life come to life.” There we might re-mythologize ourselves and rediscover religion.


  The second night, Hillman spoke on “The Inner Darkness: The Unconscious As Moral Problem.” In the beginnings of therapy, he had observed working with patients, “they cannot wait for the next dream, the next revelation from the unconscious, or the next analytical hour . . . as if a fountain long clogged through neglect flows again.” But soon, the journey could turn perilous. Ultimately the question was, “how far can our love extend to the broken and ruined parts of ourselves, the disgusting and perverse?” It was no easy matter to love one’s inferiority.


  “Sexuality in particular,” Hillman went on, “is constellated by the shadow, and takes on new life . . . Of course, the dangers of indiscriminate acting-out are immense. And a very difficult conflict breaks out between the new libido and the old morality.” Especially over the past decade, this seemed to be the societal stage we lived upon. The conflicts were what mattered in terms of psychological development. Not a morality which would “ease the role of guilt, and diminish the importance of being torn on the cross of oppositions.” The role of conscience, “the inborn capacity to feel guilt,” was paramount in this struggle. “The qualities are no longer so dark when they are brought into the light of day and one has the courage both to give them rein and yet hold them in check.”


  But one always needed to be cautious of the archetypal dimensions of evil: “Archetypal evil can neither be cured nor integrated nor humanized. It can only be held at bay. These experiences lead one to appreciate anew the value of morality— with what else but morality can the psyche protect itself against archetypal Evil? In this sense, all morality does come from the Devil: it is the psyche’s own answer to its own evil capabilities.” Ultimately, the dilemmas posed by the shadow problem “lead into the wider realm of feeling, and especially the education or cultivation of the feeling side of ourselves.”


  Which led Hillman, on the third night, to discuss “The Inner Femininity: Towards the Religious Moment.” This was the “anima problem” that he had been personally struggling with for some time. Now, to a roomful of predominantly male pastoral counselors, he wanted to discuss “those female images and impulses who pass through the corridors of our psyche— often silent, often neglected, sometimes cheapened, and certainly misunderstood.” Not merely mother-substitutes or sister or daughter-images, but the older and younger women of various kinds who inhabit our psyche. “For self-protection alone, if for no more noble reason, it is therefore of use to get to know one’s inner household, for we do live psychologically in a harem.”


  As a man gets older, Hillman continued, the weight he feels on the heart is the anima state. “This is the time when he is most vulnerable for the love-affair which may or may not solve something . . . reorienting his usual habitual masculine point of view in terms of all the feminine values of life.” In the typescript of his talk, that phrase was underlined for emphasis. The feminine emotions “which depress and weaken us... [and] peel off our crust, they soften our heart, they sap our right arm, in favor of the left where we are awkward and unable to manage.”


  There were images in the great myths: Hercules after all his labors going mad and becoming servant to a woman, Ulysses delayed for years of his Odyssey by Calypso, Orpheus unprotected finally by both his music and ascetic religion, being slain by a group of women. “Of all Jesus’ strengths, above all his weakness stands out, his sympathy and understanding for weakness. ‘Jesus wept.’”


  But how to come to terms with and cultivate our feminine side? “One gains energy from the unconscious through the energy which one gives it. But we get no more out of it than we put into it.” Yet we needed to realize that, in serving the feminine and letting it rule, as with Hercules and Ulysses, “a certain masculine position must already have been won. There must first be an ego that has accomplished something; one is best to be past midlife (thiry-five more or less), otherwise . . . the ego loses an orientation too easily.” He wished to convey the relevance of preparing ground in the psyche, or soul, for the vividly intense experiences which transcend the ego, “and as such have qualities which are akin to religious moments. A religious moment, I would support, is a moment of truth, in which truth is revealed, and it is just this at which analysis also aims... the sort of revelations that illumine one corner of the darkness or open one door to our emotional center.”


  It seemed that James Hillman, through the dark passage of betrayal and the wrestling with the anima aspect of his nature, was deepening in religious feeling. As he wrote to a minister who had gotten in touch about Suicide and the Soul: “I feel very strongly that the ministry has a great chance to step in where psychiatry and analysis is not able (for many reasons).”36


  The ministry, as we shall soon see, was about to penetrate his life—and that of Jungian psychology—in a most un-Christian way.


  FATEFUL ATTRACTION


  Early in Suicide and the Soul, Hillman described the problem of transference in the therapeutic process, where “an analyst is involved in the other’s life as no one else is. The transference is a league of the two through thick and thin and, at times, against all others . . . Participants in the unique relationship of analysis share a common mystery as do lovers, explorers, initiates, who have together been touched by the same experience.”37


  Hillman had already found out about his wife’s relationship with Meier when, a few months prior to his “Betrayal” lecture in 1964, he wrote to J. P. Donleavy: “I get immersed with the women patients, seem to have nine women for every man, heart is all pulled out by them, the fantastic marriages people live.”38


  One of these women, we shall call Bea. She was married to Arthur V.39 The couple had begun dating in high school and had come to Zürich in 1962 following Arthur V.’s completion of a degree in pastoral counseling at the Andover Newton Theological School (ANTS). Dr. Billinsky had encouraged Arthur V. to take courses at the Jung Institute and specialized training in Jungian therapy, then return to ANTS and become an ordained minister. The couple had a two-year-old son, and Bea was expecting another child, who would be born that winter.


  In Zürich, besides attending lectures at the Institute, Arthur went into twice-weekly therapy sessions with C. A. Meier and with Liliane Frey (both of whom, as we have seen, were earlier Hillman’s analysts). Some years later, Arthur reflected to Billinsky that, while he felt strength in Meier’s presence, he also seemed “like one of the Alps—immovable, godlike” and thus difficult to establish a personal relationship with. When he had once written out his feelings about Meier as a father figure, and overcome his embarrassment to bring these to Meier in their next session, the analyst had no reaction.40 Hillman’s experience had been similar with Meier who, as Robert Stein once put it, “had no need for you outside of his need to have you as an analysand.”41


  Billinsky wrote to Meier that November: “I am delighted that work with the V’s seems to go very well.”42 Bea remembered in 2011: “Arthur said the Institute had a process by which the wives were also expected to undergo therapy, to understand the process that their husbands were going through.”43 Arthur remembered: “Since Hillman... was the only American on the faculty as an analyst, he was the natural one to work with my wife.”44 Bea was then twentyfive, a former airline stewardess, and attractive. She hadn’t particularly felt the need for therapy but “as Arthur continued to work on his dreams and his issues, he became more and more depressed. I was new to the country, had no friends over there, now had another baby, and this therapy was the only place that I had to share my reality and my concerns. [In therapy] we talked about trying to follow dream patterns. I sometimes felt like, I don’t really understand what this is all about.”45 She saw Hillman twice a week for almost two years, according to Hillman “with several long interruptions.”46


  Arthur remembered: “There came a time after months of their working together, when Bea said to me she was thinking of dropping the therapy she was in with him [Hillman]. I asked her why. She said she felt she was starting to fall in love with him.” Bea remembered: “I just thought it was sort of mutually falling for each other. You know, I was so innocent, I was so naïve.”47


  Arthur recalled: “At that point in time . . . I felt Jung had gone way beyond Freud in understanding and treatment for therapy, Zürich was the Vatican for Jungian work, and Dr. Hillman was in the prestigious position of Director of Studies. Big mistake, in my naiveté and trust, I said to Bea: ‘That’s what is called transference, it regularly happens in therapy and is part of the healing process, let Hillman know, he will deal with that.’”48


  Arthur recalled sharing the insecurity he felt about his wife’s and Hillman’s relationship with both Frey and Meier. “Dr. Meier basically said nothing in response to that... She [Frey] interpreted it as a homoerotic fantasy on my part... There was a dinner dance held by the institute for faculty and students/trainees. Hillman danced with Bea, cheek to cheek. A slight red flag! I was angry, jealous, knew enough from previous training about boundaries in the U.S., that this was at least inappropriate. Mentioning that to Meier, he indicated my anger was not appropriate. Dr. Frey said Hillman would not act out with a patient, but being plagued by that insecurity, I should speak to him when I saw him at the Institute where he taught a course.”


  According to Arthur, he did speak with Hillman, “who in his usual authoritarian style said: ‘I would never act out with a patient, any more than you will when you become a therapist.’”49 At that point, what Hillman said was true.


  Arthur, “psychologically becoming more vulnerable and stressed in that context,” decided he and Bea “needed to get out of there,” and he began making plans for them to return to the U.S.50 When Arthur described his problems in a letter to Billinsky, he did not mention anything about Bea and Hillman. He wrote only that he’d been suffering from “various somatic symptoms” since the previous December, felt in no condition to yet enter the ministry and would need to continue analysis wherever he was.51 Billinsky wrote back expressing concern about Arthur’s wanting to come back before finishing his studies at the Institute: “I’m saying this on the presumption that you are still working with Meier, that somehow Meier failed apparently to see what was happening to you and consequently did not offer you an alternate route to travel.”52


  Arthur remembered: “Hillman knew we were going to be leaving. Bea had begun to cry in some sessions, because of my vulnerability, and the uncertainty of what was going to happen.” What Bea told him a year later, according to Arthur, was that Hillman then said “he thought he needed to refer her to someone else . . . because he was falling in love with her.” But she had declined to do so, because “she felt dependent on him, and certainly didn’t want to start new with someone else.” While the V’s were away for a ten-day tourist week in Spain, according to Arthur, “he [Hillman] would think... about the relationship becoming intimate, and would let her know when she returned.”53


  Bea remembered: “About a year into the therapy I guess, the affair began. It was like I was torn between guilt, because this is not who I was—I’d never before or since been with another man—but it was like a fantasy. It was like I was just getting out of the pain and the pressure that I felt I was living with . . . So the affair lasted about three months, at which time we returned to the States. I did not understand the strength of the transference or the power dynamics of the situation, or that there is a responsibility professionals have not to violate sexual boundaries. It was just not in my experience at twenty-five.”54


  When Arthur and Bea came back to America in July 1964, Arthur recalled he “met with Dr. Billinsky and told him I had become very insecure and jealous of Bea’s relationship with Hillman. He suggested that I take the year-long clinical pastoral education internship at Worcester State Hospital, to get some healing from my Zürich experience.” There he found himself “regaining confidence personally and professionally,” yet Bea “for the first time since I had known her seemed depressed.” Arthur said he knew that she and Hillman were continuing a correspondence, “maintaining a dependence on him . . . that I thought was inappropriate” and he had raised this with Bea.


  In Hillman’s attic, there has long existed a handwritten letter from Bea, written to him in the summer of 1965. In the letter, she spoke of a growing distance between herself and Arthur, and of her fear that there might be another woman in her husband’s life. She went on to describe going to bed early one night, leaving Arthur and a female friend of theirs alone to talk. Then Bea had overheard him speaking of someone with whom a relationship was now over, but from whom he’d learned what it was like to give and receive love. The next morning, according to her letter to Hillman, Bea had told Arthur that perhaps they should get a divorce, and came close to telling him about her affair with Hillman. They had talked it out. He was said to have assured Bea that he was done with the other woman. She wrote Hillman that she was glad she hadn’t fantasized about getting back together with him, as she would have six months earlier. And she wondered if her former analyst might have any advice.


  Asked in 2011 what she recalled about this, Bea said: “I think I remember that situation. But it wasn’t a sexual situation.”55


  On August 30, 1965, Hillman responded to Bea in a two-page typed letter, writing: “I do not know of happy marriages. I have been spending a lot of time on this the last year, with patients, with myself, with Kate and with good friends. It is everyone’s trouble. I only can say that we must not be threatened by the opening up of the other person; most marriages are systems of adjustment whereby we protect ourselves from being hurt; so we never show our wounds to our partners. If you get sick and enraged and vicious when you hear of Arthur’s deepest experiences and he does the same vis a vis yours; how in God’s name can either of you open to the other.”


  He had begun by saying: “What I fear is not so much your betraying me to a new analyst or friends or Arthur or whatever, as much as your betraying the holiness, the truth, or whatever you want to call it, of the love, of your feelings and my feelings. Analysing them away, either in a neofreudian way of reduction or a Jungian way of anima seduction and transference etc. puts the process and psychology above the person and love. The aim of psychology is love; it is not that love (as transference or something) is to serve psychology.


  “This is what our love means at the deepest level, that we had the strength and courage to be committed to love rather than to psychology and analysis. The moral choice was excessively difficult, for it meant breaking in me my belief that analysis came first, love second, or that the love that comes in analysis is ‘to serve the process.’ But I believe that the process is there to serve human love, and that is the main thing, not consciousness, or problem solving, and that if this love is betrayed the deepest truth in ourselves is betrayed.”


  Hillman went on that he naturally didn’t want them to injure one another’s reputations but he would not “swear you to a loyalty oath out of fear.” He genuinely loved her, and missed her, and wished he could take her again in his arms—although he realized this was no longer possible. He admitted “that the love I feel causes me much moral pain because of you and Arthur.” Yet he feared she hadn’t gone into the situation deeply enough to “face your guilts, and admit that love is the central fact of your problem and of your being.” In her letters since, “too often, out of guilt perhaps, you tried to control everything, or to abandon control altogether in fantasy. In between is the heart that hurts and the wisdom of the loving human heart which both Arthur and I want from you, and which you need yourself.”


  As his letter neared the end, Hillman wrote: “We cannot direct love with our minds, or wills or puritan beliefs to go where it ‘should.’ It is the deepest mystery of our times and just now has the church on fire with the idea that Christ is really in personal relationships. We have to go where the arrow falls and do our best to be human when the God calls into entanglements that run contrary to the collective. It takes great courage and great discrimination, and the other person and his value must be kept in mind.”56


  Read today, almost fifty years later, portions of Hillman’s letter to Bea remain revelatory about where he was trying to take psychology. In 1965, however, his response was about to be disseminated far and wide, and would create a furor that would shake the Jungian world to its foundations.


  Late that summer, when Arthur returned two days early from a vacation with Bea and her parents on Cape Cod, he came upon the yet-unopened letter addressed to his wife from Hillman. Reverend V. would reflect in 2010: “I opened that letter, not because I thought they had actually had an affair, but believing he was manipulating a psychological dependence on her. And there was the ‘smoking gun’ revealing his sexual involvement with her, and a huge shock to me and our marriage.”57


  Bea remembered: “He opened it thinking he might get some insight into my depressed state. (In our conversation, she placed added emphasis on the phrase.) “Instead it was a letter about the affair. So of course he confronted me with the letter. It was an unbelievable situation. I never held the letter in my hand, he was afraid I might tear it up. But he showed it to my father, who was a lawyer, and some other lawyers from whom he was seeking advice.58


  According to Hillman, Bea called him on September 2, telling him about Arthur having opened the letter and saying that she was going to be sued for divorce and he would be sued for adultery.59


  The next day, Arthur wrote a letter of his own to Kate Hillman: “Your husband was my wife’s analyst from 1962–64. He betrayed my wife, and myself—and has hurt us both in a serious way. Enclosed are photo static copies of a letter he just sent to my wife. As one member of Jim’s collective, to another, I wish you well. Regretfully, Rev V.”60 Bea followed up by writing to Kate that Hillman had “emotionally and physically seduced her.”61


  According to Bea, “We thought our marriage might be over. Our son was about four or five, and Arthur said something about how we might have to split up, and he [the son] said, ‘Is it something I did?’ At that point, we said no we’ve got to stick this out, we can’t lay this burden on the kids. So we dealt with it.”62 Arthur proceeded to send copies of Hillman’s letter to the Jung Institute’s governing board, the Curatorium, and initially to at least seven other individuals, including Hillman’s (and his own) former analysts, Meier and Frey. To one friend of Hillman’s, the Reverend wrote that he’d “had a great year” and was starting work at Boston’s Old South Church, adding: “Bea and I have been coming along too, until the enclosed epistle from Jim Hillman arrived.”63


  “My letter deals with a philosophy of love, if you will call it that—and has become a gossip subject,” Hillman wrote to his friend Robert Stein at the time.64 In fact, such intimacy between therapist and patient was not unique. “This was clearly a known occupational hazard of any analytic work,” as Thomas B. Kirsch wrote in The Jungians. “Others had succumbed to the temptation, and Hillman was most certainly not alone or the first.”65 Early in his career, Jung had had an affair with Sabina Spielrein, a beautiful young Russian medical student at the Burghölzli mental hospital during the first decade of the twentieth century, which “jeopardized his position... and led to... his departure from the University of Zürich.”66 Toni Wolff, after undergoing analysis with Jung and serving as his assistant, became his lover at the age of twenty-five (in 1913) and was eventually accepted by Emma Jung as her husband’s “second wife.”67 As a student at the Institute, Hillman recalled that Jung and Wolff’s relationship was “common knowledge, but it wasn’t as sexualized as things perhaps are today. She was imagined to be his inspirer. She died the morning of my first analysis with Meier [in 1953]. He got up and had to leave when he got the news; she had analyzed Meier.”68


  Meier reportedly had intimate relations not only with Kate Hillman, but with a number of his female patients. As Marvin Spiegelman put it in one of our interviews: “Look what his [Meier’s] wife said when somebody talked about having sex with patients—‘Oh, Fredy does that all the time.’”69 According to Hillman, [Jungian analyst/author Marie-Louise] “von Franz said: ‘The trouble with Meier is, he has no creative anima,’ implying that’s why he runs after women, because he can’t connect [to] himself. I think that’s a pretty good observation. He was blocked; because Meier’s anima was all projected onto women, he couldn’t produce.” 70


  In Switzerland, Hillman said he “heard so many tales of different people. I mean, Liliane Frey was the analyst of a husband and wife and also the husband’s mistress—all three!— so if she knows about the affair, what does she do with that? It’s corrupt, in some strange way, how the analyst manipulates all these people. But this was part of a problem that was much talked about at the time: What is the eros within therapy? Why do these things happen?”71 “This issue has led to the expulsion of endless numbers of analysts. I’ve been on ethics committees where these cases come up all the time. It’s a huge question, and it’s un-understood.”72


  Hillman’s friend Stein addressed the question of what often transpired in Jungian analysis: “Referring specifically to the analytical situation,” he wrote Hillman late in 1965, “I feel betrayal in one form or another is the rule rather than the exception. But I know now that this is not essentially the blame of either of the participants. Rather it is due to the ‘promise’ of wholeness and healing which Jungian analysis especially seems to offer, and the absolute obstruction to the fulfillment and realization of wholeness, which is contained in the model of the analytical vessel proposed by Jung. In this sense it is Jung who has betrayed us by opening the door to all the ancient and rejuvenating pagan gods, only to turn around and chain us to the destructive and anti-life Christian dogma of the superiority of the spirit over the flesh.”73


  Hillman, when asked years later about what happened with Bea, responded that it was “[a] foolish affair . . . ”74 “I’m sure I knew that I was tempting fate. When you consider reading life backwards, I think that unconsciously I had to fall, to have something terrible happen. I had to really sin, to be initiated.”75 “It was a kind of violation or rupture with the professional code, [one] that put me among the ‘big boys’: Meier, Jung, and other Zürich analysts who were my mentors and seniors. It was like a jump from the bridge, all the codes of practice violated. I could become disbarred, kicked out, tarred and feathered as they say. Of course in the moment one does not think of any of that...76 “But the temptation was much more than her. I think it was the symbolic importance of the ‘initiation.’”77


  Here is Scott Becker’s interpretation: “If Jung, as Stein suggests, opened a door between the pagan and Judeo-Christian worlds, then analysis and psychotherapy could be said to take place in the doorway, in the liminal space where passionate aesthetics and moral restraint collide. And if, as Jung opened it, that door had been shut for two thousand years, is it any wonder that the vital, ‘rejuvenating’ energy that was emerging from the pagan side was dangerous when viewed from the Christian side of the door? Perhaps Hillman’s indiscretion can be viewed from perspectives other than the moralistic. While acknowledging the destructive or foolish aspects of his actions (and the sexual ‘misconduct’ of so many of the psychoanalytic old guard), we might find some compassion for those who first met Aphrodite, Eros, and Priapos as they surged through the doorway. More to the point, if the male analysts who failed to see that it was Aphrodite who hid behind the image of their female patients, that it was the goddess and not the patient with whom they sought union, then their literal, patriarchal impulses can perhaps be better understood, if not entirely excused by the goddess herself.”78


  “THE COURAGE TO RISK FAILURE”


  It was curious indeed: in the months leading up to Reverend V.’s discovery of his letter, Hillman had engaged in dialogue about betrayal, scrutinized his role in the Jungian “school” in another revealing letter, and delivered a striking lecture to high school students in Zürich titled “The Courage to Risk Failure.”


  It began with a “summit” in Tucson, Arizona, where Hillman, Stein, and Spiegelman renewed their friendship as a trio for the first time since their student days. Stein wrote Hillman afterward that the get-together seemed to mark the beginning of “a community based on men moving in the same direction and in their own singleness, but all serving the same god. It is because he is still so dark and unknown to us that we are cautious and suspicious and fear total surrender. ‘Men do not unite by moving toward each other directly,’ said [Antoine de] Saint-Exupéry, ‘but only by losing themselves in the same god.’”


  Then he returned to the betrayal theme, that there was “no possibility of a real soul to soul encounter or communion as long as one fears betrayal.” Stein’s revelation was “that the most painful and wounding experience of betrayal occurs when we are seduced by another person into exposing our soul, believing that he is ready to respond openly and honestly with the true movements of his own soul.”79


  Such exchanges were instrumental in Hillman’s developing philosophy of psychology, which he expressed toward the end of a response to a man who had written with some questions about his work. Hillman wrote: “My own position is that the process of living and internalizing, concrete life and symbolic life, image end and behavior end of instinct, go along hand in hand, never one at the expense of the other, flowing backwards and forwards, the two occurring at times together. It is to cheat love and life and involvement to internalize only, and it is to cheat the soul to live everything out . . . The problem remains: how to live what one intuits.”80


  The author of a forthcoming book on Rousseau had written Hillman about Suicide and the Soul, wishing he’d have avoided the in-group Jungian feeling and believing that he’d given Jung “too much credit for ideas which are really your own.” Perhaps the “double disadvantage” was not only the doctrine in Hillman’s background of experience but also that he remembered Jung as a great man and didn’t want the world to forget him. Hillman replied to the critique: “The doctrine in the background of my experience is bound up with my nature. I believe belonging to a school and a doctrine more important than the protestant ethic of the individual in his glory alone. This is the archetype behind American eclecticism. Belong to none other than God and self. Well, I belong to lots of things: my family tree, the places where I was taught, the school of psychology I am a member of, the country in which I have been landed in. Doctrine is part of my backbone. I work within one, working daily to get out, to fight it, to change it, to break it. But from within. I am a headquarters man, too. A book that is ‘pure me’ doesn’t exist, for the pure me is the me that is part of a time, a class, an age, and a school, etc. I challenge your idea that you can find what part of my book is me and what part is Jungian. I have expressed Jungian ‘doctrine’ my way, thereby contributing to the doctrine as the doctrine has contributed to me. The same is true in poetry (have you read Eliot on the role of tradition and culture in poetry—sure you have). Even the maddest pioneer painters belong to a place, a school, a sort of doctrine.”81


  At the same time, Hillman’s summer work involved writing the Psychological Commentary for inclusion in Gopi Krishna’s book on the Kundalini energy: “A major change in body concerns sexuality. A reorganization of the sexual impulse would seem required for every transition in planes of consciousness. Initiation rites at puberty, and marriage rites, as well as the vow of chastity for those entering religious orders, all point to the importance of sexual changes in connection with changes in states of being.”82


  Hillman was assembling, as well, a paper investigating yet another taboo subject—masturbation.83 “I don’t think there was a Jungian article anywhere, ever, on that subject,” Hillman reflected. He had originally planned to publish, through his Dunquin Press, a translation of a famous book written by Dr. Samuel Tissot in 1758 describing the dangers of masturbation (insanity, epilepsy, etc..) “That book was really the source of all the repression of sexuality,” Hillman recalled, “and also the terrible things that went on in American psychiatry in the early part of the 20th century, where prisoners in Kansas were castrated for masturbating.”84


  In the course of doing his research, Hillman and Stein met up with Kenny Donoghue at the University of Indiana, which housed the papers of well-known sex researcher Alfred Kinsey. There, the trio “watched some early porn films together.”85 When Hillman then discussed masturbation at the Third International Congress for Analytical Psychology in September 1965, he recalled an incident from his student years: “An adolescent patient at Burghölzli, a schizophrenic and compulsive masturbator, once told me he wanted to turn it around the other way so that it would go up into his head and make him well.”86 In his conclusion Hillman called masturbation “an aspect of adult introversion, a primitive attempt at self-centering and selfregulation—even more, of active imagination at its fundamental level.”87


  As Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig put it: “He always suffered from a very independent point of view. Here he emphasized that masturbation itself is nothing, but that the fantasies which accompany masturbation are psychological. That’s a classic Hillmanian twist.”88


  Responding to a letter about the paper, Hillman said he’d been working on the idea for four years. “I think this sexual hang-up is a disguise for archetypal motives. The masturbation paper is the first demonstration of this idea, which I would like to develop further.”89


  What Hillman developed further in his graduation address to the American International School in Zürich in 1965 was ultimately a mirror image of where his life was about to take him. He called upon the students to be “engaged, involved, to make each day a very risky matter,” and to stand for who you are—“your gifts and stumbling, your public strengths and private sins, your own individual nature, which is simply your example of human nature.” As well, “the accidents that came your way, the dreams that drive you forward. And the courage to be means to stand for what one wants and aims for.” School did provide a “wider perspective” along with coping tools: “Yet the true risk, true adventure always has in it the unforeseeable, where this is no answer until the adventure is begun, and the answers only come through the experience itself.” Ultimately, the courage to be means “nothing less than full commitment and involvement in life, over one’s head in the current.”


  This, of course, meant different things to different people. For some, it might mean “an inner world of thoughts and moods and imaginings often grossly misunderstood by others.” For others, to be in love. Risks ought not be compared, only the way we take them. And the darkness against which the profile in courage stands out—and makes it possible at all—“is the backdrop of failure.” If “success moves toward security,” a derailment in life “also starts a new chain of events in an unexpected direction; the closed door means one is forced to find another way through; and the flood may change the river course and bring new life to dry land.” Some of history’s most eminent people had failed at all their early attempts, only to be led to their true calling through their failures.


  School can discourage risks and shrink courage: “Don’t get taken, play it safe, keep it cool. But playing safe is soon the end of playing, and the cooler we keep the colder we grow.” The moment the students were in was “a modern repetition of the primitive initiation rite, where you move from one stage of life to another, leaving what is only expected of you to explore the open land of choice and risk... Follow your own stream where it takes you.”90


  For Hillman, all in all, the ensuing summer of 1965 was a good one. The Steins brought their kids to Sweden, among “ripe berries & tennis & sauna & boating & woods & salmon & new eggs & stars & two-hole farmers’ toilets.”91 The Hillman children went back to school toward the end of August, after which James and Kate met the Steins and Spiegelmans in Montreaux, Switzerland for the Jungian congress where Hillman gave his masturbation paper on September 8.


  On that same day, correspondence received by the Curatorium noted Reverend V. had “dispatched a letter to Dr. [Franz] Riklin, demanding to know the attitude of the Institute with regard to the relations of his wife with Dr. Hillman. In this letter he was already threatening to acquaint third parties with the matter, and even, if necessary, to inform the general public through the medium of ‘Blick’ [a Swiss “scandal sheet”] or some other such publication.”92


  THE GATHERING STORM


  “An eye for an eye; evil for evil; pain for pain. Revenge is natural for some, coming immediately without question. If performed directly as an act of emotional truth, it may be cleansing. It may settle the score without, of course, producing any new results. Revenge does not lead to anything further, but counter-revenge and feuding. It is not psychologically productive because it merely abreacts tension. When revenge is delayed and turns into plotting, lying low and waiting your chances, it begins to smell of evil, breeding fantasies of cruelty and vindictiveness. Revenge delayed, revenge refined into indirect methods can become obsessional, narrowing the focus from the event of betrayal and its meaning to the person of the betrayer and his shadow.”


  — James Hillman, “Betrayal”93


  According to Arthur V., Meier had written him after receiving the copy of Hillman’s letter, describing Hillman’s remark in the letter about keeping silent concerning the affair, lest reputations be hurt, as in fact “threatening Bea.” That, Meier is said to have responded, seemed to provide grounds for legal action: “Dr. Meier said I should sue Hillman for the affair, and he would obtain a lawyer in Zürich for me to follow up, which he did. He also to my surprise actually wrote in the letter, that Hillman, for whom he had been the training analyst, was one of two people in his lifetime he had known personally that he considered evil.”94


  The Reverend “learned that by Swiss law, if someone was found guilty of adultery and alienation of affections in a marriage, there could be a two year jail term.”95 On September 10, Hillman recalled trying to reach the V’s by phone from Zürich, but when Arthur answered, he told Hillman that the call was being taped and “whatever I said would be used against me.”96 Ten days later, Franz Riklin of the Curatorium received another letter from Arthur, “in which he was now demanding Dr. Hillman’s dismissal”97 from the Jung Institute. Riklin wrote back that “the Institute would be immeasurably damaged by your intention” and that “personally, I can tell you out of my many talks with Dr. Hillman that he has been hit very hard.”98


  Given Meier’s and Riklin’s diametrically opposed reactions, the lines were being drawn. Hillman sat down and wrote a letter of resignation to Riklin, but found he “just couldn’t give it to him. I thrashed around in my room for hours... praying, thinking... ”99 At last he had consulted the ancient Chinese oracle, the I Ching (Book of Changes) seeking insight into what to do. He set down his thoughts in a private memorandum of several typewritten pages:


  “After much turmoil for a long time . . . I Ching 45 ‘Gathering Together’ no changing lines... I interpret ‘seeing the great man’ as a possibility of submitting to see Meier who is the ancestor of both me and Arthur V., and somewhere basically responsible for the problem uberhaupt [altogether].


  “I interpret the ‘great sacrifice’ as either seeing Meier (whom I have vowed never to submit to again) or as resigning the Institute work.


  “I kneel and ask ‘The Great Man’ in prayer out loud. The answers come in my head immediately. I must not see Meier. He is not the Great Man.


  “I must not sacrifice the Institute job, that is not the sacrifice that is meant.


  “What is meant is sacrifice of me, my pride, my vanity, my selfishness, my ambition, my coldness, my arrogance against the collective—that is the Gathering Together, and the right piety.


  “The Institute job is not for my sake, whether I like it or not. It is objectively called for from me; I am needed there—even if I may want to retire and resign. I am obliged not to do what I may want, but what is wanted from me. It is sacrifice to stick there.”


  Hillman continued in a dialogue of “active imagination” along lines that Jung had originally set forth. Hillman was “told” to prepare his weapons and let Riklin know of his determination: “You must fight for your life, that is the great man in you and the great sacrifice. Too easily you resign, too easily adjust, too easily the ‘suffering servant,’ ‘victim jew,’ the romantic hero outsider. Join with Riklin and use your balls and your heads... Fight for what you have worked for and are needed for, for your wife and family, for masculine reality.”100


  His friend Guggenbühl recalled years later: “Jim was in some ways very naïve. He is not a psychopath, there is nothing of the psychopath in him . . . This naiveté led to the tremendous scandal.” 101


  Not surprisingly, Reverend V. persisted in seeking retribution against Hillman. He wrote back to Riklin that he’d received Riklin’s response “with extreme ambivalence” and that what happened to the Jung Institute was not his responsibility but rather a question for Hillman to ponder: “As I already wrote to you, I await word of the resignation of Hillman from the Institute. Lacking that, I will take further action.” He copied (“cc”) the letter to Dr. Billinsky at the Andover Newton seminary.102


  Concerned that Arthur might take legal action to prevent him from traveling to the U.S., Hillman contacted Alan Lefkowitz, an attorney with a law firm in Boston, to represent him. Shortly thereafter, a civil liberties lawyer in the same city called Lefkowitz, to tell him that his new client (Reverend V.) saw himself as the “anointed one” to save the reputation and integrity of the Jung Institute.103


  Before he learned of that, Hillman had believed time was on his side. “Psychologically,” he wrote to Lefkowitz, “it is always wrong procedure to engage an autonomous complex directly (the paranoid jealousy and revenge must be allowed to dissipate and be assimilated in so far as the more one encounters it directly with counter-actions the more ‘real’ and ‘important’ it becomes, feeding the complex and increasing its strength) . . . So far, the seven [Curatorium] members are supporting me; but internal power struggles, which exist in all such small organizations, may use a ‘scandal’ to my detriment.”


  As it would take Hillman three more years to get a residency permit in Zürich, he had to obtain annual work permits, and he needed the Institute job in order to maintain his private practice. So he hoped the matter might soon find closure, and didn’t want to press legal action against Reverend V., who perhaps “will understand what he is doing to his Church and himself by the notoriety he is giving to his private life.”104


  Yet Hillman soon realized, upon hearing that Arthur had acquired legal counsel in America, “His hero complex wants the showdown [which means] even if he loses he is still the martyrhero.”105 While Hillman had first thought Billinsky would help him talk some sense into the Reverend, Lefkowitz learned that instead the Andover Newton counselor who’d found Arthur his ministerial post was advising him that the church would back him in a lawsuit. (Correspondence in Billinsky’s archive indicated that Arthur saw Billinsky as a father figure, with whom emotionally his “salvation” was linked.)106 Hillman could counter, his attorney said, by suing the Reverend for illegally stealing, photocopying, and sending out his personal letter with malicious intent (a crime in both the U.S. and Switzerland)—but Hillman didn’t want to. Nor did he choose, then or later, to reveal anything about the letter Bea had written to him concerning her fears that her husband might have been having an affair of his own.


  Early in December, Arthur carried out his threat. He mailed at least forty more copies of Hillman’s letter to individuals connected with Jungian matters, many of them in the U.S., attempting to show “Hillman’s gross and inexcusable breach of professional ethics.” In informing his friend Robert Stein about what was happening, Hillman wrote: “The bomb blew . . . Zürich was a small storm.” Hillman went to see various members of the Curatorium, and came away encouraged by the words one of them, Jung’s son-in-law Franz Baumann: “If the Jung Institute can’t take a scandal, then it can’t take anything.”107 Yet Meier and two other Curatorium members, supported by Liliane Frey and Jolande Jacobi, intended to bring Hillman before a hearing. Riklin mobilized to try to stop them and, wrote Hillman, “in great silence Adolf [Guggenbühl] and I planned our moves.”108


  Remembering Franz Baumann’s comment in 2011, Hillman reflected on why he decided to “be willing to stand in public for having done something wrong—because it is wrong. If I resigned, everything would be peaceful and smooth, but that seemed to me totally crooked. Because many of these other people had done the same thing. I knew it. And they knew it.”109


  The day before a scheduled meeting of the Curatorium, Hillman wrote his friend Stein, “Meier called me to see him, which he has never done before, and during an hour urged me to resign in the name of ‘scapegoat’ to protect our name and group.”110 But when the Curatorium gathered on a Wednesday night, it became clear within the first five minutes that Hillman had enough support to withstand any charges that might be brought against him. A long discussion ensued, after which Hillman “was found to be a fundamentally ethical individual who had made a grievous mistake, rather than an unethical person whose shortcomings had now come to life,” according to an account by Guggenbühl.111


  On December 22, 1965, a Resolution of the Curatorium affirmed: “that this [Hillman’s letter to Bea] expresses a momentary state of mind, and shows Dr. Hillman’s professional attitude in a very misleading light. It [the Curatorium] considered the letter to be exceedingly indiscrete [sic], which Dr. Hillman also admits and greatly regrets, and for which he has apologized.”


  At the same time, Reverend V.’s “ultimatum” that Hillman be fired, and seeking “to attain his ends” by sending Hillman’s letter “to a large number of people and also by threats,” was found unacceptable. “The Curatorium refuses to be influenced by Reverend V.’s proceedings.” While expressing the hope that the Reverend and Hillman might come to terms over the conflict, “the Curatorium has decided that in view of Dr. Hillman’s apology this affair be considered closed.”112


  But as Hillman wrote to Stein, “The matter is not yet closed. The dangers remain on every side: I can hardly go to the States openly for some time for he may try to serve me with a process... it may yet continue as a scandal and damaging thing for a long time to come.” His friends had to be careful who in the U.S. knew of the situation, because “if the chips were down [many] would rather believe Meier than me anyday because they have not experienced his brutality because they have never [been a threat to] him. I still expect to get to the States . . . In the meantime, I am proud of myself, of Kate and of Adolf and also of the people who spontaneously did the right thing.”113


  Stein wrote back that “Marvin and I are totally with you to the end”—although he feared: “whether you win or lose, that you become the scapegoat. We both know that all the old wounds and smoldering resentments have been forced into the open through your personal difficulties and that the real issue has to do with the whole direction and spirit of Jungian psychology. As far as I can see there is no reason for the Institute or Society to take any action whatsoever, in spite of the letters, because it is really not an ethical or professional matter. What I mean by this is that we have been trained to aim toward dropping the persona and becoming humanely involved with our patients in a true soul to soul or self to self communion. This is an important cornerstone of analytical psychology. What form this may take is another matter. We may disagree with the methods and practice of our colleagues, but as long as the dedication and the integrity of the analyst is not in question, there are no grounds for a charge of violating professional ethics. This is perhaps not true among the Freudians who are taught to be objective and surgical and who would be violating their model if they become emotionally involved with a patient . . . I am so deeply angry at the hypocrisy and deceit which our Jungian model fosters as long as it makes a claim for human involvement but does not allow for the full range of human feelings and emotions.”114


  Stein and Spiegelman were engaged in their own battle on the other side of the Atlantic. Both had been rejected as training analysts by the Los Angeles Jung Institute, “on grounds of behavior at a recent club meeting,” Stein wrote. Laurens van der Post had been the speaker, talking on “Jung, The Man I Knew.” His “glowing portrait of Jung... was more of an apotheosis of some new god who combined all the best qualities of Christ Buddha and Mohammed. The crowd swooned, transported by the magical words . . . It was all very warm and lovely and van der Post is a great story teller, but I was beginning to get a little sick.” During the question period, Stein and Spiegelman both “felt compelled to attack the hypocrisy of this Jungian Christianity” and felt “these dissonant tones of protest jarred this gathering of the spiritually enlightened out of their blissful state, for which they have never forgiven us . . . the elders of the church find our opposition an offensive expression of our emotional immaturity and lack of spiritual development... Strange that the three of us should be involved in a show down at the same time, though I do not compare what we must go through with the difficult ordeal which you have been facing.”115


  On New Year’s Day 1966, taking the advice of Kate and Adolf, Hillman wrote “a friendly conciliatory letter”116 to Arthur V. “suggesting peace and bygones be bygones.” By this time, the Reverend had received some responses from people to whom he’d sent Hillman’s letter. One was from Mary Briner, the second graduate of the Jung Institute and a practicing analyst in America, who wrote: “Have you ever considered how YOU look to others by making this public? What do people think of a man who betrays and exposes his wife so shamelessly? What do they feel about a man who stoops to this method of revenge for his own pain and hurt?”117


  Did Bea herself know that her husband was sending the letter out to forty-some people? “This was the way he thought he could cope with it,” she said in 2011. “I don’t remember all of the events of that time, but he was just out to get this guy.” Asked if she had objections to making the letter public, she responded: “Well, I saw his pain and I understood that aspect of it . . . Those were very painful times. I might have had mixed feelings, but it took awhile for me to understand how totally inappropriate Hillman’s behavior was.”118


  At the time, apparently nothing could distract the Reverend from his chosen course. He wrote Hillman that he would continue to work towards his resignation, adding “I believe you are well informed of your legal position should you return to the States.” Also, he intended to bring the matter to the attention of Zürich newspapers and to every Freudian society in America.119


  FRIENDS, ENEMIES, AND KATE


  For Hillman, it was a time of deep gratitude toward friends and supporters. He expressed this in a series of letters, written during the early part of 1966. To Guggenbühl, he wrote: “I am not able to differentiate the kind of thanks that is appropriate. That part of all you did these last months was spontaneous loyalty and friendship— and in the face of much danger and risk—seems to me the easier thing to thank you for. Beyond that there is your own character . . . it would have all been different, and probably disastrous, not only within the Institute, but within my own psyche had it not been for you from the beginning in September.”120


  Looking back on it years later, Guggenbühl said: “It may be exaggerated, but I had to protect him. Because he was really— not shattered, but made deeply insecure by this attack. I was in the strange position that it was natural to defend him, but I was against what he did [the affair]. What was so horrible was, Jim was very intelligent and people admired him. Then, all of a sudden they turned against him, like jackals.”121


  Another who did not turn against Hillman was Franz Riklin. As with his enemy Meier, his ties to Jung went way back. Riklin’s mother was a cousin of Jung’s, and his father had worked closely with Jung during the early stages of analytical psychology. Franz Riklin, Sr. and Jung had published Studies in Word Association in 1904, where the first experimental data for “complexes” was presented. Young Franz had grown up in Küsnacht, where Jung had his home, and had started out studying internal medicine. “As a student, in the days before antibiotics, he predicted—on the basis of a dream—that a patient would recover from pneumonia. His supervising physician dismissed him from his post, and Riklin became aware of his interest in psychiatry and analytical psychology.” Like Meier, he had undergone analysis with Jung and begun teaching at the Institute right after it opened in 1948.122 He had been instrumental in the founding of both the Swiss Society and International Society for Analytical Psychology.123


  Hillman would write Riklin that “it was a joy and an honour to fight on the same side.” He went on: “My faults are many— so much of me was exposed in public eye, and to your private eye, these last months that I am bouleversé [distraught] . . . Where I regret bitterly my lapsus [error] and the unconsciousness it reveals, I gained so much from the ordeal—mainly through your reactions and understanding—that I do not regret these months. I hope you do not either, and that something positive remains which compensates the destructiveness let loose by my actions. I have written you many times during these 7 years to thank you for help and support. This time it goes beyond that. What I really want to say is that I feel I recognize you, as if you are revealed to me in your best aspects. This is rather a bold thing to say—but this has been an exceptional time.”124


  On the other side of the fence, there was Meier. Hillman wrote Stein of having a “psychotic episode” in a dream, where he “cried like a six month old baby . . . with Meier lying near me on the bed as analyst.”125 Hillman did not learn until 2010 that Meier had gotten Reverend V. a Swiss lawyer and urged Arthur to pursue Hillman in court. Following his discovery, Hillman said: “The whole hope was that Meier would be able to calm it all down. Not at all, he was delighted by it. He was always so above the fray, but there was a festering underneath. What I unleashed, or was the figurehead of unleashing, was something much older and deeper. He wanted to bring the Institute down.”126


  Guggenbühl remembered Meier writing something concerning Hillman to the Institute like: “Why the hell don’t you get rid of that little Jew.” Added Guggenbühl: “Jim had admired Meier, for a long time. Meier was a big prophet or tutor for Jim. I always hated Meier. Not only hated him, but he was physically repulsive to me. When there was a dinner or something, and I had to sit beside him, I’d have to leave. For me his moral guidelines were absent. He was in some ways ruthless, but sentimental and ruthless.”127


  Although Hillman had sought to distance himself from Meier after the analyst’s seduction of Kate, he’d been forced back into a working relationship shortly before the “scandal” broke. Hillman was serving as editorial advisor for a four-volume series to be published by Northwestern University Press, and had raised money for translations into English. One of these was Meier’s 1948 monograph on Greek healing rituals at Asklepius, Ancient Incubation and Modern Psychotherapy. Meier wrote Hillman that he was pleased to hear of this development “at long last . . . for which I have been asked so many times, and I wish to thank you very much for your effort.”128 Hillman’s friend Donoghue, in consultation with Meier, would rearrange parts of the text for “the benefit of the English-language reader.”129 Hillman would write the preface, saying (without evident irony): “Through this study we see that the illnesses of the soul and its healing do not change much through time.” Things would turn sour over the book as Hillman’s troubles unfolded.


  “As for the older generation there,” Hillman wrote to Stein, “as Kate says they are all Europeans and can join in one thing, the European power problem, even where they can’t join in anything else.”130 At another point, when Liliane Frey was telling people that Hillman had betrayed “his spiritual mother and father” (meaning herself and Meier), it was Kate who turned it around, saying to her husband: “And what did they do to you? But you see in Europe the young must obey the old, not the old support and follow the young.”131


  Stein, before he knew about the Reverend V. embroglio, had written Hillman after being with the family in Sweden: “You have no idea how deeply impressed Lotte and I were with the bumbling, blundering way you and Kate are attempting to live the new life form in your marriage. You have given us a model. And I very much agree with you that Kate is a great person, but both of you have become great probably because of the honesty and courage of your dedication.”132


  In a short unpublished postscript to his “Betrayal” essay, arising from discussion following the lecture as well as comments after it appeared in print, Hillman had set down some thoughts about how the subject applied “in a feminine cosmos.” He wrote: “The feminine principle of consciousness . . . follows paths which are full of treachery for the masculine order, but are only natural for femininity.” At the end of the two pages, he concluded: “Perhaps, in sum, the only real issue of betrayal for a woman is whether she [is] devoted and loyal to her own female self, through all vicissitudes. I believe this is what makes her trustworthy, even if at times very dark for men—and for herself.”133


  So had James and Kate gone through betrayal, together—and come out the other side at trust and forgiveness. As he wrote to her at one point: “I am daily and acutely aware of my failures in many directions—but to feel a failure in regard to you, to us, does neither of us good. We have our fate together, and that’s it.”134


  TOWARD THE FUTURE


  In April 1966, Hillman wrote Stein about a visit he’d received from Joseph Wheelwright, a founder of the Jung Institute in San Francisco and two-term president of the International Association for Analytical Psychology. Wheelwright told him “he thought it best if I had resigned and then it all would have been quieted down. He said it with sympathy and good will . . . But this reasonable approach of ‘settling it all quietly,’ of finding the right external solution (when there actually is none), of common sense, is actually spineless, and does not take into account the deepest levels of the problem.”135


  Endurance was certainly a quality that came to the fore in Hillman’s life during this tumultuous time, but he had been developing that ability since childhood and the lonely Atlantic City winters. Besides endurance, there had long been the willingness to introvert and reflect.


  “Instead of being overwhelmed by what would be crushing to most of us, and cause for pessimism or dissolution, Jim seems to have a particularly powerful recuperative energy,” philosopher Ed Casey said. “It’s like some force of élan vital comes just then for him to move forward instead of being set back. It’s a very special form of courage, hard to define because it doesn’t fit in the usual categories. It’s not military courage, and not moral courage in the usual sense of the term. Maybe [Paul] Tillich’s phrase, ‘courage to be where you are.’ Or, Nietzche would say, ‘to become who you are.’ I think Jim has a lot of that. Courage of becoming who he is, or could be, through travail, through difficulty.”136


  Or, as Hillman might say, the courage to risk failure.


  Hillman to Spiegelman, late March 1966: “Here at the Institute this semester, there is a mob at my lectures. And the strange thing is that now at the Institute there is an excellent spirit and good feeling among the students, and the tide has somehow just begun to shift, for the sort of hidden leaders are Adolf and me, and also Riklin has a huge crowd at his lectures . . . The younger students are beginning to wake up, very slowly of course, that there is such a thing as a ‘new analysis.’”137


  Patricia Berry, who arrived in Zürich that same month, found her Institute classes during her first year “intellectually disappointing. They weren’t careful or crafted. The other problem was, it was so worshipful; a sort of hagiography of Jung, and that’s all. But taking a course from James Hillman was a whole other world . . .”138 “This man was clear, intelligent, and original . . . [His courses] weren’t clouded with the quasimystical tones and esoteric jargon of the other Institute classes.”


  The first course Berry took from Hillman was on “The Feeling Function,” and the next on “Animal Images in Dreams.” She would “remember him demonstrating baboon behavior to the class, by jumping up and down, turning round and rubbing his behind in a way that was maybe not lewd but at least unusual.”139 Following from Jung, Hillman had also begun giving courses in alchemy.


  Hillman to Spiegelman, soon after turning forty in April: “I am actually strangely happy... I have found myself preoccupied not so much with ageing and physical things (which actually are better since half of that was hypochondriac anyway) but with the feelings of moral perplexity, fraud, integrity . . . recent dreams are encouraging, whole new unknown territories opening up, new life-powerful figures, joy . . . some things turned after a hard winter.”140


  Hillman to Stein, April 1966: “I dreamt that Jung was writing the preface to three thin books I was working on for him as continuation of his work.”141


  And Hillman was in fact putting together a new book (InSearch, to be published first in London) based on his lectures to the Christian ministers in Ohio—even as John Billinsky, who’d helped make those lectures happen, actively joined Reverend V.’s effort to oust him as Director of Studies. In a letter to Riklin, Billinsky insisted this take place at once, “otherwise others would work with him and V. by taking further steps.”142


  Stein, at the same time, wrote Hillman: “I just got around to reading your lectures to the ministers. I couldn’t put them down. They are alive and the fire burns brightly... You bring Jung to life again and I believe in a more meaningful and connected way to the zeitgeist than even Jung did.”143 For Hillman, “I worked on it during this whole heated period and it was the only real solace from fear and self-doubt I had.”144


  A major new paper was also in the works: “I am overwhelmed by the ideas for this paper I am working on... I feel I am writing something, or something is now at last coming through that formulates . . . ”145 “what is the specific nature of creativity for an analyst, or in the psyche, rather than in the arts or sciences.”146


  Years later, he reflected that “this followed from the Reverend V. debacle . . . I placed my personal ‘crime,” ‘misdemeanor, ‘felony,’ on an archetypal footing.”147 In the process, he turned another gospel truth of the Jungians—that eros belonged to feeling and mainly to the feminine—on its head.


  The essay was called “On Psychological Creativity,” and he would deliver it during the late summer of 1966 at a place called Eranos, overlooking Lake Maggiore where southern Switzerland meets northern Italy.
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  XIV


  ERANOS


  In search of potential speakers for the Jung Institute, in late August 1964 James Hillman crossed the Gotthard Pass to the southernmost edge of Italian-speaking Switzerland. Seventeen years earlier, on his first trip to Italy with his friend Morris Philipson, he had looked out the train window at Lake Maggiore and thought it “the most beautiful place in the world.”1 Now Hillman was traveling back there to attend the ten-day-long gathering known as the Eranos Tagung [Conference]. This event had been held annually for more than thirty years in the Moscia district of the little town of Ascona, overlooking the Swiss portion of the lake and facing the Italian Alps. Here Jung had delivered fourteen lectures and had played a role in planning the programs. Over the years the conferences had drawn many of the twentieth century’s leading thinkers—philosophers, theologians, anthropologists, mythologists, ethnologists and others. Each speaker presented a two-hour lecture; five were in German, three in French, and three in English. A small paying public attended. No feedback was allowed from the audience, but there were wide-ranging informal discussions in-between the lectures.


  The word “eranos” comes from the ancient Greek meaning a “picnic” or “spiritual feast” where guests present a gift in the form of a song or poem or improvised speech2—“in this case, the knowledge of his or her field and an openness to meeting others from other fields of the natural sciences and the humanities,”3 a kind of modern-day Platonic symposium. Since the late 1930s, each program had focused around a specific archetypal theme, with conference founder, Olga Fröbe-Kapteyn, once saying it was Jung’s work which, “although never especially emphasized, represents the synthetic force at the heart of Eranos. It works, one might say, underground, invisibly; yet, it holds the whole together and embodies the real significance of these meetings.”4


  Indeed, the Bollingen Foundation dedicated to Jung’s oeuvre had its origins in the gardens of Eranos, as did initial plans for Jung’s biography Memories, Dreams, Reflections.5 “To get to know [Jung], to experience the incessant productivity of his mind in daily conversation and the force with which he grasped new insights, to be present as he approached and questioned the individual speakers who entered our circle with new topics— these were impressions of enduring grandeur,” wrote Adolf Portmann, a distinguished professor of biology at the University of Basel who in the 1960s became a guiding force at Eranos.6


  Jung and another man, Gerardus van der Leeuw, had placed a stone monument in one of the gardens with a carved Greek inscription Genio Loci Ignoto, meaning “to the unknown spirit of the place.”7 Hillman later wrote: “By that stone we ate our meals, winds and rain permitting, under the trees, especially a magnificent, almost primordial, cypress, pungent bays, and several eucalyptus giants swollen with the lake waters that fed their roots.”8


  In fact, according to former Eranos president Christa Robinson, the area “has, geologically speaking, a different electromagnetic field from the rest of the country, and—in spite of its location in the midst of mountains—a climate that makes all plants grow, from the birches of Finland to the palm trees of northern Africa, the camellias and rhododendrons of the Himalayan slopes, and the camphoras or mangroves of Oceania. You put a seedling in the ground, and if there is enough water, it will grow.”9


  Just above where the Eranos conferences took place is the 1,150-foot high Monte Veritá (“Hill of Truth”). Beginning around 1880 and carrying through the early decades of the twentieth century, on Monte Veritá, people “who wanted to reform the world or try out different forms of living—artists, vegetarians, revolutionaries, or healers—found a place there for their different experiments.”10 Among the anarchists, nudists, and naturists were also Bakunin, Kropotkin, Lenin and Trotsky.11 Novelist Herman Hesse came in 1907 to be cured of alcoholism, and much of his later fiction was set against the backdrop of the enchanted hilltop. Then followed the Dadaist and Expressionist painters.12 In the 1920s, Baron Eduard von der Heydt, a prominent art collector, bought the hillside and built a hotel that became “a forerunner of the wellness centers of our present times.”13


  It was during this period that the father of a young Dutch widow, Olga Fröbe, bought her a 300-year-old stone house called Casa Gabriella, located at the foot of the hill and right above Lake Maggiore. Already studying Indian philosophy/meditation and theosophy, after a vivid dream in 1928 she hired a team of masons to build a lecture hall in the Bauhaus style on the long property, “a place that would lend itself to spiritual encounter among seekers, scientists and lay people.”14 Founding a “Summer School” of the International Centre for Spiritual Research with Alice Bailey, a leading theosophist of the day, Fröbe built a third house (Casa Shanti). Beautiful terraced gardens, with multiple paths at different levels of the steep hillside, connected the three buildings.


  Then, in 1930, Fröbe met Jung at a “School of Wisdom” being run by Count Hermann Keyserling in Darmstadt, Germany, among a group of researchers seeking “common roots of all religions.”15 It was Jung who apparently suggested that she use her lecture hall as a “Meeting Place of East and West.” After a falling-out with Alice Bailey over the direction things should take, the Eranos name was suggested to Fröbe by Rudolf Otto, a renowned historian of religions, and the first conference took place in 1933.16 Jung, staying in the early years at a villa on Monte Veritá, spoke at Eranos for the first time three years later, a lecture on “The Idea of Redemption in Alchemy.”17 Under Jung’s influence, Fröbe (who had studied art history) also began traveling to libraries in Europe and America in search of archetypal images—thousands of these eventually forming an “Eranos Archive for Research in Symbolism.”18


  Paul Mellon, son of the wealthy Pittsburgh banker, and his wife Mary had attended in 1938 (the theme that year was “The Configuration and the Cult of the Great Mother”), where they “were captivated by the atmosphere,”19 met Jung, and began analysis soon after with him. Later the Mellons would fund the Bollingen Foundation, named after Jung’s tower in Bollingen, and for which Joseph Campbell would edit six volumes of Papers from the Eranos Yearbooks. Jung helped raise funds for the conferences in the midst of World War II, calling Eranos “at this time the lone European platform on which the representatives of the European spirit can still meet, free of political misunderstandings and tensions.”20


  After the war, when Fröbe wanted to bring in some of the leaders involved in rebuilding Europe such as John Foster Dulles, Jung wrote her: “The Eranos public doesn’t come to hear politics, and would surely be disappointed.”21 Thus did the focus remain on the human being’s “inner structure and the problem of his consciousness.”22 Erich Neumann lectured on “Mystical Man” in 1948, his first of fourteen Eranos talks. Three years later, Jung’s final Eranos paper developed the idea of “synchronicity,” which he went on to present in a book co-authored with Nobel Prize-winning physicist Wolfgang Pauli.23 Jung attended for the last time in 1953, after which his health did not permit the journey.


  The idea of a “new humanism,” as envisaged by the Romanian religious scholar Mircea Eliade and Britain’s Sir Herbert Read, emerged out of Eranos in the latter 1950s. From that point onwards, the conferences centered more and more around the “spontaneous speech of the soul . . . in its innumerable expressions: dreams, fantasies, myths, religions, poetry, scientific theories, fine arts and alchemy.”24


  In an atmosphere so compatible with the direction his psychology was taking in 1964, Hillman found himself “set on fire by going there. I was so absolutely taken by that place.” He’d made no arrangements for where to stay, so one of the attendees, James Kirsch, offered him a little room off of his own in the attic of a nearby hotel. “I didn’t sleep all that night,” Hillman recalled. “I was just overwhelmed and filled with emotion: ‘This is where I should be, what I should be doing.’ I was already in a vulnerable state, everything I’d been going through about the anima—and this was truly a place where my soul was wide open.”25


  In contrast to the contemporary conference world of vast halls with sometimes thousands of participants and simultaneous translations of presentations, Eranos provided intimate contact between speakers and an audience numbering a hundred at the most. The formal sessions took place in the Casa Eranos lecture hall, a low stucco building with a broad veranda along its north and east sides overhanging the lake. The building projected from a steep hillside, with wide windows on one side that opened onto the veranda. Inside the hall, a small lectern rested upon an old prayer stool, adorned with a mandala, weighted down with lead or iron. Each speaker faced an audience seated in about a dozen rows of individually numbered wooden folding chairs, and used the language with which they were most comfortable (no translations were provided).26


  After Olga Fröbe’s death in 1962, her assistant Rudolf Ritsema had taken over. When Hillman attended two years later, the topic set was “The Human Drama in the World of Ideas.” Both Eliade and Read were among the lecturers. So was Gershom Scholem, the first Professor of Jewish Mysticism at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, and the man Hillman had audaciously called with his speculative questions when he visited Israel twelve years earlier. Also speaking was Henry Corbin, a French professor from the Sorbonne who had spent much of his life in the Middle East and was the world’s foremost scholar of Islamic mysticism. A champion of the transformative power of the imagination, Corbin spoke that year on “Herméneutique spirituelle comparée (Comparative Spiritual Hermeneutics).” Equally impressive to Hillman was Adolf Portmann, the zoology professor who helped Ritsema with the organizing. Portmann, who had been lecturing at Eranos since 1946, sought above all “to give biology an orientation that is both ethical and aesthetic.”27 He spoke in German, on “The idea of evolution as destiny from Charles Darwin.”


  The lecturers gathered outdoors in the patio garden to take their meals together, and swam in the lake in between talks. Informal discussions took place in a small circle under the old trees, at a “Round Table” that had originated with Jung. Henry Corbin would recall looking through the Eranos photo album with Jung one day, coming upon a picture of the Round Table surrounded by empty chairs. “A soft and tender light, filtered through the branches of the great cedar, illumines the solitude, as a beam through a church window. Observing this same photograph, Jung spontaneously remarked: ‘L’image est parfait. Ils sont tous lá.’28 (‘The picture is perfect. They are all there.’)


  Hillman, though unable to attend the entire conference in 1964, told Kate upon his return that he wanted to get a place in that vicinity to write. She thought it was a great idea and, when he asked Rudolf Ritsema, was told he could rent a room during the off-season. So Hillman began going to the Tessin region on weekends, also reading the work of past lecturers in the Eranos library. He attended the conference again in 1965 and wrote afterward to Ritsema: “The days in Casa Eranos were superb! How kind you were to me.”29


  Soon after that, Ritsema wrote back that “I am reading with great interest and sympathy your Suicide and the Soul.” He had also read Hillman’s “Betrayal” essay30 about which Adolf Portmann had been enthusiastic. Hillman was more than pleasantly surprised to find himself asked if he’d like to be a speaker at the next conference. “Kate and I have had a hard last few months, and look forward to the new year,” he wrote in a letter at the end of 1965, adding: (“A secret: I have been invited to give an Eranos talk this summer.”)31 He would be one of the three Englishspeaking lecturers.


  “The powers-that-be in Zürich were enormously envious of my getting that spot at Eranos,” Hillman recalled. “I mean, Meier had wanted to be the Eranos psychologist. James Kirsch, an older analyst from L.A., had wanted desperately to replace [Erich] Neumann as the lecturer after his death. He [Kirsch] stirred up trouble like crazy against me [in the U.S.], because he wanted me out of there so he could be the Eranos psychologist.”


  Kirsch, one of Jung’s early pupils, was a Jewish German from Berlin who had eventually moved to the U.S. and founded the Jung Group of Los Angeles. Though he was not among the recipients of the letter sent out by Reverend V., Kirsch had nonetheless gone to Hillman’s house in Zürich early in 1966 “to discuss my troubles—and told me he thought I should have resigned.”32


  Hillman said years later: “Ritsema and Portmann learned about the scandal, and the question was whether I should be disinvited. And Portmann said, absolutely not, it’s irrelevant, pay no attention to it. These were good people.


  “But I realized that the Eranos lecturers are huge figures, top-of-the-line in their respective fields. Not only had Jung been here, but Nobel Prize winners like [Erwin] Schrödinger [the physicist who discovered quantum mechanics]. I was twenty years younger than most of the current speakers, and you had to have your specialty. I needed to stay within my own field, Western psychology, and not try to talk about things I didn’t know about. But I also needed to educate myself more and basically do a second doctorate, so to speak. I had to read a lot of mythology. I didn’t know Greek, so I had to figure things out with a dictionary, for example be working on a particular image and see what corresponded with Plato in the original.”33 “It was like preparing for two months to play a piece of music for two hours.”34


  The first psychological subject Hillman decided to take up was one not likely to win him more friends in traditional Jungian circles. During his student years at the Jung Institute, logos was considered masculine (the root word of logic, and the principle of order and knowledge), while eros (the root word of erotic, first identified with sexual passion in Greek mythology) was considered logos’s opposite, belonging to the feminine. Something about this notion disturbed Hillman. His solution? “I used a phenomenological method to invite from myths examples of love and soul, and came up with the idea of Eros and Psyche.”35


  MEETINGS WITH KERÉNYI


  The man who helped lead Hillman toward the first ideas he would express at Eranos was Karl Kerényi, a Hungarian scholar in classical philology and a leading figure in modern studies of Greek mythology. He had been introduced to Jung in 1939 by Jolande Jacobi (also a Hungarian)36 and later collaborated with Jung on a book titled Essays on a Science of Mythology: The Myths of the Divine Child and the Divine Maiden.37 Kerényi’s scientific interpretation of the Greek gods as archetypes of the human soul, in Jung’s words “supplied such a wealth of connections” between mythology and psychology “that the cross-fertilization of the two branches of science can no longer be doubted.”38


  Kerényi had first lectured at Eranos in 1941, where he became so enamored of the region that during the war he would settle permanently near Monte Veritá above Lake Maggiore. Continuing to speak at Eranos for a decade, Kerényi proved extremely popular with audiences, “with a mane of white hair, deep-set piercing eyes, and a charismatic presence.”39 He’d been a co-founder of the Jung Institute in 1948, where he lectured on mythology until 1962. That was where Hillman, during his student years, had first encountered Kerényi. During Hillman’s first two years as Director of Studies, he arranged the scheduling for annual trips that Kerényi made with Institute students to tour the ancient sites of Greece.


  The pivotal meetings between them occurred in September and then November 1965, the same period when Reverend V. was beginning his crusade against Hillman. Hillman came alone to the Tessin region, where Casa Eranos had provided Hillman “a huge old house all to myself, a verandah on the lake, gardens, kitchen and every possible detail of comfort, at a cost next to nothing . . . What is ideal is that I can get to this isolation, with everything laid on and convenient, within four hours, door to door, and am undisturbed to such an extent that I can sing loudly, and talk to no one for days, immersed in just the work I bring with me.”40


  Kerényi lived not far away in the canton of Ticino, where Hillman walked to his modest home one morning for “a lesson” and what he described afterwards as “a superb talk... exhausting us both.”41 Hillman “went to him with the simple question about Eros as a masculine principle.”42 Didn’t all the ancient statues and paintings depict Eros as a male figure?43 Kerényi heartily concurred, scoffing that anyone could consider otherwise. The two had “drifted around talking of the feminine aspect of masculinity... but the main conclusions we came to are rather large,” Hillman wrote to his friend Robert Stein. “As men we must realize that life is not a feminine maternal principle, but that we as men have a masculine principle of life in us.” Such an approach would be very different from the conventional Jungian emphasis on the Great Mother, as described by Erich Neumann. Hillman reported Kerényi saying he believed that the early Jung “was more differentiated and rich” in examining the erotic aspect, while agreeing with Hillman that the later Jung “is a simplification into opposites of eros-yin-mother-life-goddess, versus Logos Dad.” Hillman continued to Stein: “I think this is an animus effect of the women around him [Jung]. I think that even Logos got emasculated with the later Jung, spiritualized... ”44


  Hillman would state at the 1966 Eranos conference: “The phallic aspect of Eros points to its male essence. This quality has sometimes been forgotten by analytical psychology, especially when Eros is contrasted with Logos and then associated with the lunar and feminine side. Kerényi assures me, however, that the usage of the word in the classical corpus shows a preponderantly masculine context. Besides, his avatars and forms are masculine, as satyr or boy or arrow or torch . . . The principle of active love, the function of relationship, of intercourse, of the metaxy [in-between or middle ground], of loving, is masculine.”45


  He was being discreet in that statement about analytical psychology’s forgetfulness; most Jungians firmly believed that eros belonged to feeling and mainly to the feminine. When Hillman went again to see Kerényi one evening on his next trip down to the Tessin, as Hillman recounted in a letter to Stein, the older man assured him that eros “is not feeling. That view is a sentimentality he thinks pasted over the true Eros which is spermatic and active,” and referenced that way “overwhelmingly” in Greek writings. Was it then the humanizing principle? Hillman recalled asking Kerényi. No, because Eros was a daimon (defined by Plato as a supernatural being classed between mortals and gods). Then, suggested Hillman, might the humanizing principle be Psyche (Greek goddess of the soul and, of course, the root word of psychology). Kerényi responded affirmatively that there was “constant interplay, eternal interplay of Eros and Psyche.”


  Hillman summarized his time with the great mythological scholar to Stein: “I feel like a schoolboy when with him, or any learned person. My voice goes up and I feel twenty. Tonight I realized how inferior I am in learning and in logos. Omnipotence fantasies crushed. Inferiority in me is experienced as youthfulness, as with a woman when I fear not making the grade. I wonder if logos makes younger men weaker as Kerényi makes me weak? As I get to forty I must notice my effects . . . But then I recovered walking home through the night, realizing it is not learning that is our task as analysts, but getting the meaning, the actual experience, ‘what it feels like’ true to life, of the myths and rituals and gods . . . that’s a task in itself and can only go as quickly as one’s own psychic growth. Nothing to do with reading, but with the daily work on oneself, the gaining of insight and awareness.”46


  What Hillman gleaned in those two encounters with Kerényi would be a springboard for the ideas he would formulate some months later at Eranos.47 Kerényi also pointed out to Hillman how he was cutting and pasting in small corrections to the uniform edition of his work, a method that Hillman would come to emulate. He was, in fact, stimulated to consider a whole new approach to psychological thinking. In his letter to Stein, Hillman poured forth “what has been forming in my mind. Analysis [is] the result of the decline in collective culture. Family, marriage, kinship, religion, ritual... the forms that could hold the libido have degenerated and this is what we are faced with in analysis. It is not a spiritual discipline as I have thought all along!!! Nor is it healing as you insist! It becomes healing and spiritual discipline when it is an individual phenomena in the protestant model of I, ‘ego,’ who will work on transformation and development and healing.


  “What then is analysis? We come close to it when we regard it as an art, and compare our selves to artists and to Henry Miller, or Lawrence, or Picasso or what have you. We look for our answers, don’t we, in the life forms of people, how they live, how Jung lives, not just what they write or say. Hence the importance of gossip . . . We must know how to live analysis, how to live the anima, how to live the phallus.


  “So analysis is to me now the place where the new lifeform is being created . . . the thing that goes on in analysis and tortures us all is the movement, creative movement, in our declining culture, or a new life-form. We are, we analysts, to use an inflated term, the martyrs or victims of this new life-form, as artists are victims of the creative drive that makes new art forms, and scientists are victims of what drives through them.


  “The world does not and cannot understand what we are after. It is not a new morality that we are bringing as much as a new approach to life itself, a new way of living it, and this threatens the old...


  “We cannot look back at how others did it, there is no real Vorbild [model], no real viable image for How to Be. The artist does not have to be conscious of what he goes through, and the older analysts seem to be conscious without going through. Even in practice they could always run to Jung for protection. We must believe that we are on the forefront, fingertips, of this thrust... ”48


  THE ROAD TO ERANOS


  R. D. Laing was a Scottish psychiatrist who had risen to prominence upon publication of The Divided Self (1959), a radical reassessment of schizophrenia. In Laing’s view, the mental illness was caused not by some genetic disturbance but by other people, generally one’s family—and a “self-cure” could occur within safe surroundings. In November 1965, Laing started a clinic at Kingsley Hall in London’s East End, where the idea was that patients and staff would exchange roles. Among that group was John Layard, who had worked closely with Jung and was a friend of Hillman’s. So Hillman and a friend from the Zürich Jungian community, Rafael López-Pedraza, were invited to attend the grand opening of Laing’s “therapeutic utopia,” which took place on Guy Fawkes Day.


  It was all “very weird, druggy, existential, orgiastic,” as Hillman described the clinic in a letter to Stein.49 “We hung around for a couple of days,” he recalled in 2011. “What a chaos it was! There was a big banquet the first night, when we didn’t eat until about 11 o’clock at night. I took a walk with R. D. Laing around the block, where he did most of the talking. I remember López saying, ‘This is the end of that.’ Meaning, this kind of thing is too crazy and not what psychotics need.”50


  Indeed, the no-holds-barred experiment didn’t last. After residents smashed from within most of the windows of the well-known building (where Gandhi had once stayed), Kingsley Hall was eventually boarded up in 1970.


  But if Laing’s brand of psychiatric anarchy was too much to take, perhaps it forced Hillman to re-examine his ties to the Jungian world. Late in January 1966, he wrote to Spiegelman, who was embroiled in his own difficulties with perceived dogmatism among the Jungians on the U.S. West Coast: “Your battle there is important because I feel you recognize, what I just have come to learn, that the collective is important. One can’t ‘just go one’s own way’—you are right. We are sanctioned to practice by the collective, and can be of no basic value analytically if we haven’t come to some terms with the collective even if it is in a tense and even unpleasant relationship . . . Kate and Anne [Guggenbühl -Craig] and Adolf and I talked the other night at length over some sort of community project, even if in a small way and a small beginning. We are all aware too of how negative the Jungian collective an sich [in itself] is becoming on our own joy.”51


  As one counterweight to the negativity, from one of his trips to the U.S. Hillman brought back softballs and gloves. He then began organizing pickup softball games for certain students of the Institute and Zürich’s American high school. “We were forming into little groups, based on my strong belief that you make your connections through eros. In other words, we all have something in common.”52


  As Hillman wrote Spiegelman early in 1966, he was “involved up to the molars in the shit here, and yet have got enough wind in the upper body still to conceive new ideas (an Eranos lecture this summer ‘On Psychological Creativity’ . . . that is, what is the specific nature of creativity for an analyst or in the psyche, rather than in the arts or sciences? A huge German theme which I don’t yet have a clue about, but am going to risk it.)”53


  That March, three patrons of the Jung Institute (including Hillman’s older “rival,” James Kirsch), began holding discussions with Franz Riklin and others on the Curatorium about the “scandal” around Hillman. Since the founding of the Institute, various individuals with international reputations in their fields (including a Nobel Prize winner) had been invited to be patrons, as their names lent prestige to the endeavor. Now, “fearing that the Institute’s best interests ought to be protected,” these three patrons asked that “an independent authority be appointed to judge the Curatorium’s decision” to retain Hillman as Director of Studies. The Institute’s lawyer was then asked by the Curatorium for clarification of that decision.54 In June, the Institute received a letter from an attorney in Zürich, on Reverend V.’s behalf, requesting Hillman be fired before the month was out. The Curatorium refused to consider the letter, maintaining that Swiss law precluded employers being pressured concerning activities of their employees. “As you see the situation is not laid to rest,” Hillman wrote Alan Lefkowitz, his attorney in the U.S., “but as long as it remains in these legal-moral-political channels as a ‘great debate,’ I feel uncomfortable, troubled, but not truly endangered.”55


  At the time, Hillman had traveled down to Italy with Kate to work for ten days in “a completely equipped house . . . a beautiful place on lake [twenty miles northwest of] Rome, isolated, peaceful, Etruscan. I swim each day, eat, sleep and write.” The home on Lake Bracciano belonged to Dora Bernhardt, an elderly widow and a Jungian analyst in Rome who had been influential in bringing Jung’s psychology to Italy (and was still practicing analysis at 101 years of age). She had offered the house to Hillman “for as long as we like, since she believes in me and my writing.”56 At this lakeside retreat, located “near the hidden sources of Italian creativity, the Etruscans,”57 Hillman brought with him a suitcase full of books and began writing for the first time about the Greek and Roman myths, composing the Eranos paper that would eventually constitute Part One of his book, The Myth of Analysis.


  He wrote Stein that he was focusing for Eranos on “the creative principle in psychology, that is, when the Eros is related to the Psyche. Psyche needs love, love needs soul. It is all more complex than just that, and I must write at least fifty pages for a full two hour talk.” He hesitated to reveal his whole paper ahead of time, “but this inhibiting caution is the daimon in Socratic terms, for his daimon acted just this way, inhibiting rather than urging, and Plato locates the daimon inside the chest entangled with the beast and the demonic emotions. But the beauty of it all is that there are many good authorities who equate the daimon with Eros. That is, the immortal spark, the daimon, which brings those tears to my eyes and sobs to my breast when I speak of it, is at the same time a divine eros within, and it is through this eros that we reach and teach, and are reached and taught. I am aiming to place this at the center of our work, thereby recasting the ritual of analysis and the wrong views of transference.”58


  In the lecture “On Psychological Creativity,” Hillman would delineate the strands of thinking he would take up later in his best-selling The Soul’s Code, writing: “Have we not each a genius, and has not each genius a human soul? Could we not find a similar extraordinariness within ourselves in our own relation to the creative instinct as we experience it?” Even without artistic talent or great will or good fortune, as Jung had once put it: “If you have nothing at all to create, then perhaps you create yourself.”59


  Hillman came alone to Eranos’ Casa Gabriella later that spring to continue working on the paper. He wrote to Kate from the garden, “lovely with violets under the leaves, and grape hyacinths, and I am sitting by a pink camellia bush in the midst of vegetation and spiders and bugs and new shoots... Sitting out of doors here is like my stone in [northern Sweden]—it is the best thing I know to be outside and work.” In writing the paper, he reported feeling as though it was “like a stone (gray granite) solid sculpture which I chisel at to get what I want to come out right. A sort of solid heavy piece which must be modeled all around right, and have only a few ornamental curlicues and fancy words. It’s not like a painting, because it is heavier whereas you remember in Ireland I felt when I began the suicide book it was like a canvas.”


  He continued: “It always surprises me how the things that one writes have a life of their own. I mean ideas continue to come in while I write, and also continuously worked at even when I am tending to other things . . . I am not as afraid as I was sitting down to write this paper compared to beginning the suicide book; nor quite as inflated or as ambitious, as with other things. I want to do a piece of mature work of a man of forty . . . I worry often though about critics like the people who find me a fraud or ambitious or extraverted or tricky, and I hear the criticisms inside me. Maybe it is good and keeps me down. But too much snuffs the spirit. I am still so perplexed about the bad relationships in so many different directions . . . and feel driven up the walls not knowing how to avoid more and other bad ones in the future nor how to repair these. I simply am at a total loss.”60


  However, he had realized while in Italy that “the real insights do not come from the centre, but from the edge. We must be driven to the abyss edge, disintegration, chaos.”61 So was Hillman continually driven to that edge. Now his American attorney wrote him that he doubted “there is really anything you can do to blunt his [Reverend V.’s] persistent vindictiveness.”62 Indeed, as the Hillman family came to Sweden for an abbreviated threeweek stay that summer, Reverend V. had notified Hillman and the Institute through his Zürich attorney that he was planning to bring a court case against both. Hillman wrote Lefkowitz that he was concerned about this seriously impeding “my freedom of movement (to lecture or visit common friends) for years and years to come. Does it not mean that eventually this thing must be brought to court and settled, otherwise I must continue to enter the States as a fugitive, and can make no ‘public’ appearances?”63


  Toward the end of the supposed respite in Sweden, Hillman confided to Stein: “I have had a terrible summer. I have had stomach aches, insomnia, heart beats, and facial tics. I am violently subject to moods, shifting ten times in a day, cut off and unable to take care of myself. With the children it is fine; with Kate bad. I am going through a separation phase with her, and I cannot manage it. I need help [—] someone with me when I am in the throes of my writing and fighting. She is for me as a mother or a servant or a queen, but not with me—because I am too much of a demand on top of all her other burdens— besides she gets very regressed and isolated up here always. I have not the ability to carry myself, arriving here exhausted and then setting in on this massive Eranos paper which has just about finished me, and yet the paper is still not finished. All to be done in these three short weeks. I need her, or someone’s close participation and loving contact in order to keep steered right. Without the relationships [with friends] in Zürich I have only her; she can’t do it; I lose my balance just when I need it most. Somehow I have to learn to find this in myself—or to make my need on Kate less of a demand. It is a turning point and I can’t manage it. My writing has become my reason of living sort of and it is unbalancing me. I am very, very weak... I need her and she feels my need both as a demand and as threat to herself besides, I also need at the same time to separate from her, and meet again in a new way. It’s daily hell.”64


  Kate had supported him for almost a year since Reverend V.’s letter arrived—“You have been very good to me all this time, in fact for a long, long time,” James wrote to her.65 But something else was clearly changing. With the advent of Eranos, Hillman was moving further away from family life. He would write to Ritsema that he basically had “two families”—his wife and children, and his writing—and didn’t know how to sustain both at once. Hillman had begun to feel “split and tortured” by the situation. Besides Reverend V.’s relentless pursuit, the inner conflict between his home and work life was even harder to endure.66


  “ON PSYCHOLOGICAL CREATIVITY”


  The theme of the Eranos gathering in late August 1966 was Schöpfung und Gestaltung (Creation and Forming). Along with Kate, several of Hillman’s friends were in the audience when he stood at the lectern and began his oration. He opened with a quote from the poet John Keats that he would cite many more times in future years: “Call the world if you please ‘The vale of Soul-making.’ Then you will find out the use of the world . . . ” This would become, in fact, a kind of background mantra for his later development of the idea of anima mundi.


  Hillman spoke of how the psychiatric literature was “preoccupied with technique, that is, how to enact therapy, and with transference, that is, the felt experience of the relationship.” But what, he wondered, was, “the true myth” of psychology’s work? It seemed to be dominated by “the preserves of the Mother—childhood and family,” yet its expectations were often heroic or patriarchal, “the Genius-Fathers of Freud and Jung.” With Freud’s focus on Oedipus began the idea “that psychology is ultimately mythology, the study of the stories of the soul.” But perhaps this particular myth was “relevant only to a certain phase.” Hillman went on to discuss “the range and scope” of Freud’s and Jung’s vision, their finding anew “the soul where it was lost in the unconscious.”


  If the “fundamental aim” of psychology was “the awakening or engendering of soul,” this did not come about in isolation: “one is incapable of operating in the psychological field of the other person’s soul without working through one’s own soul as an instrument. A clear mind is not enough, neither is a kind heart, an active spirit, physical presence, nor any other talent or gift one may have.” Jung had stressed that “without the conscious acknowledgment and acceptance of our kinship with those around us there can be no synthesis of personality.”


  Hillman went on to pursue “the notion of creativity itself,” pointing out that the term was very modern, unknown “when we were all God’s creatures living in His creation,” not coming into usage as “productive” until the Romantic reaffirmation of individuality early in the nineteenth century. In the post-war atomic age, he felt “now that God is dead and concomitant with His death the threat of the death of every human [through nuclear war], creativity is carried more and more by man.”


  Hillman went on to describe a number of time-honored definitions of creativity, starting with Genesis and ending with the “functional view that is common in our culture today with its emphasis upon ego-psychology.” There was, too, the identification of creativity with eminence, “where the road of ambition is crowned with the success of fame” and “one becomes one’s image.” At Eranos—as formerly elaborated by Erich Neumann, Mircea Eliade, and Laurens van der Post— the creative had been presented as “renewal” through “the indestructible timeless ground of nature.” So a life might be affected by several of these “archetypal stages in experiencing the creative.”


  In Part Two of his lecture, Hillman took up the question as it related in particular to his field: “If soul is the opus of psychology, what engenders it? And why does this engendering of soul, or psychological creativity, depend so much upon the human connection?” Jung had spoken of a man’s “anima experiences” as “the initiatory way.” Analytical work had revealed “that anima becomes psyche through love, and that it is eros which engenders psyche.” Here he was entering the realm that he and Kerényi had pondered together. “The creative is an achievement of love. It is marked by imagination and beauty, and by connection to tradition as a living force and to nature as a living body.” Everything Hillman italicized for emphasis here would be central to his future work.


  Psychology’s early myths—Freud’s Oedipus in 1900, Jung’s Night Sea Journey in 1912—were “no longer adequate . . . They represent the opening of human consciousness towards an individual destiny. They give it separateness and personal responsibility. But are we not beyond this phase in ourselves, in our field? . . . The heroic age in psychology is past.” In the mid-1960s, the problems “are ones of love, marriage, and divorce; couples in confusion; homosexuality; erotic promiscuity— the desperate compulsive search for psychic relatedness and erotic identity . . . ” In the need for a new myth, “Eros and Psyche has advantages over its predecessors” because “it speaks to our times, when the need of the soul is for love and the need of eros is for psyche.”


  Hillman next projected ahead to a topic he would take up in his work with men’s groups in the mid-1980s: “The absence of initiation and of mysteries in our culture is largely responsible for our preoccupation with sexuality and our misapprehension and faulty psychization of its manifold nature, and thus our immense difficulty with erotic identity.” [Jung had coined the term “psychization” to describe the process by which an instinct is made conscious.]


  At this point in the talk, Hillman launched into the controversial position that eros needed to be understood as a masculine principle, “connecting the personal to something beyond and bringing the beyond into personal experience . . . eros is the God of Psychic Reality, the true lord of the psyche... eros alone calls out love. It is as if love had in its nature a mission to ignite, educate and convert, spreading its mercurial fire in the soul.” For Socrates, he added, “there was no philosophy without friendship or love,” and no real teaching either.


  But there was something else involved with eros: inhibition. “We can hear the inhibiting ‘no’ only when we are open to the compulsion, which leaves us with the paradox that love and fear go together, forming together a kind of awe, transforming the psyche’s awareness, giving it a religious sense that it must tread with care, fearfully, joyfully, listening to its own footfalls down the long dark halls of the process.” The goal of eros, Hillman stated, is “always psyche,” which carried with it “the question of trust and betrayal.”


  He was moving toward conclusions, first about therapy:


  “Therapy is love itself, the whole of it, not a special part of it. The whole of it includes my Himeros, my desire towards you, and my wanting something with you, and my foolish idealizations and longings that you get better, grow, transform, find your wings; it includes too my Pathos, that yearning, needing, suffering on your account, and my need for your Anteros, your answering love in return—all these things that embarrass me to admit that I am so involved with you, the other person, or with myself and my own soul.”


  Did anyone in that lecture hall perceive the deeply personal— and yet universal—message that Hillman was delivering? “Creative insights,” he went on to say, “come at the raw and tender edge of confrontation, at the borderlines where we are most sensitive and exposed—and curiously, most alone. To meet you I must risk myself as I am.” Perhaps it was not “Know thyself ” through reflection, but “Reveal Thyself ”—“which is the same as the commandment to love, since nowhere are we more revealed than in our loving”—that should be the guiding principle of a creative psychology. In this way, the image changed from “the Enlightened Man who sees, the seer,” to “Transparent Man who is seen and seen through, foolish, who has nothing left to hide, who has become transparent through self-acceptance, wholly revealed, wholly existential, just what he is, freed from paranoid concealment, from the knowledge of his secrets and his secret knowledge.”


  “The arrow falls where it will; we can only follow.” Hillman discussed then the suffering inherent in the tale of Eros and Psyche, “the dark night of the soul” when one gains consciousness. In therapy, “Neurosis becomes initiation, analysis the ritual, and our developmental process in psyche and in Eros leading to their unity becomes the mystery.” Yet, “the new analysis will have its new shadow, no longer the omniscient wise old man of reflection, but the loving fool, whose knowing is only loving, identified with his creations, perhaps like Pygmalion.”


  He closed with a quote from the end of Jung’s Memories, Dreams, Reflections that addressed the realm of Eros: “I have again and again been faced with the mystery of love, and have never been able to explain what it is... For we are in the deepest sense the victims and instruments of cosmogonic ‘love’ . . . A man is at its mercy. He may assent to it, or rebel against it, but he is always caught up by it and enclosed within it. He is dependent upon it and is sustained by it. Love is his light and his darkness, whose end he cannot see.”67


  Hillman scholar Scott Becker has suggested: “The absence of eros—in the Jung Institute’s training and therapy—provides an interesting context to the scandal and to Hillman’s essay on Eros and Psyche. While some readers might interpret the essay as an intellectualized defense against the scandal, one could argue that it lays out the archetypal background of the erotic aspect of James’s and his patient’s actions. From this perspective, it is possible to view the relationship, the scandal, and the old guard’s efforts to force Hillman out as a ‘necessary’ pathology, an enactment of Psyche’s rejection of Eros. Another relevant myth (addressed in another of Hillman’s essays, “On Psychological Femininity”) is the banishment of Dionysos from Thebes; certain gods are unwelcome in the city. Hillman was tapping into forces that, by definition, neither he nor the Institute could contain.”68


  Hillman described Eranos as “a tremendous ritual, quite alive this year, very crowded, even if somewhat too academic for my taste.”69 His first Eranos paper would be elaborated upon in opening his 1972 book, The Myth of Analysis: Three Essays in Archetypal Psychology, published by Northwestern University Press.70 When he gave the talk, the phrase “archetypal psychology” had not yet been articulated. Yet, as he described in Inter Views and A Terrible Love of War, it could be said that “On Psychological Creativity” was where archetypal psychology began. That was because, as he began organizing his thoughts on “what makes for a psychologically creative person,” he found that archetypal fantasies were at work all the time, not only in therapy and relationships but in “the way we think about and know things. The polytheistic psychology of Re-Visioning Psychology had already begun in 1966.”71


  The essay’s focus on eros was fundamental: the Socratic idea that there could be no real teaching without eros. This was the glue that held things together for Hillman, from Dublin through his student years and as the Jung Institute’s Director of Studies. The pattern would continue into the 1970s and later, when he co-founded the Dallas Institute of Humanities and Culture and in working with the men’s groups. Hillman reflected in 2010: “One always thinks you get your ideas from the masters, the mentors, the teachers. I found that ideas are connected with eros, and that where the eros is alive, the two work together. That’s a crucial part of all the work. We always had parties surrounding it all. Eros is the whole key.”72


  UNDER “CONSTANT ATTACK”


  Less than a month after Hillman's first Eranos lecture, on September 23, 1966, in the Zürich civil court Reverend V. filed a joint complaint against Hillman and the Jung Institute, asking damages of ten thousand Swiss francs (more than twenty thousand U.S. dollars at the time). The tone, according to Hillman, was that the V’s “were a happily married couple, very normal, and that her work with me led to severe psychic disturbances in both.” Hillman and the Institute had separate defense cases but lawyers who worked together; once the case was settled in Switzerland, regardless of the outcome, more charges could not be brought in the U.S.74


  To Stein, Hillman wrote: “I am having a rough time as you see but I understand these attacks on me as ‘negative recognition’ and the other side of the positive recognition I get through my writings and Eranos and practice (three patients transferred to me from other analysts here just this autumn). I feel able to cope and inside very much in touch with both my weakness and strength.”75


  On a “grey day” a month later, Hillman told Stein: “My wounds hurt; like a soldier with rheumatic old war wounds.” He felt so much older than a year earlier, “greyer and balder and slower” as a result “of the constant attack... It has constellated my inferior side, a sort of just being, hanging on, yielding nothing, wordless, inexplicable, a sort of earth strength. My dreams help me to hold on, and they go ‘soft on me’; that is, the dreams are kind to myself and so I am less demanding and compulsive with myself.” [PS:] “Practice is going better than ever in most respects.”76


  Audrey Haas, who remained a close friend of Hillman’s throughout his time in Zürich, had then been in analysis with him for several years. She recalled in 2005: “I was looking for some kind of direction and he was good at that and very right for me at the time. We worked most of the time on my negative mother complex. The analysis came to an end in a very, very clear manner. I had a dream that had to do with finding a stone. Jim just looked at me and said, ‘Well, I think that’s it.’ I said, ‘Yeah, I think so, too.’” (In 1990, Hillman would write in an essay he titled “Concerning the Stone:” “To begin with, the stone brings facticity, objectivity. It stands there emblematic of the final freedom from subjectivity.”)77


  Haas and her husband had known Reverend V. and his wife in Zürich, and been among recipients of the now-notorious Hillman letter, but Haas had supported Hillman from the outset. “Jim said to me once, and I’ve never forgotten this image, ‘The trouble with us Aries is, we go at something and we get our horns caught in the fence.’ And just hang in there. Jim was a person that, you either hated him or you loved him.”78


  On Pearl Harbor Day 1966, Stein and Spiegelman drafted a joint letter to C. A. Meier asking: “Is there nothing that you can do to help or mitigate the situation?”79 But, as Hillman wrote to his two friends shortly thereafter, his difficulties with Meier “continue to unfold incredibly.” First Meier had stood up at a meeting of the Swiss Society for Analytical Psychology and pointedly asked Hillman not to be a candidate for re-election in view of what was going on. Several “neutral” people “were astounded and came up to me afterwards to console me. It was extraordinary that he should do this in public for it made him look both foolish and aggressive and partisan.”80


  Then came a registered letter from Meier, with copies to the Curatorium, threatening legal action over the book he and Hillman had been working on together for Northwestern University Press (a translation of Meier’s Ancient Incubation and Modern Psychotherapy). He claimed, correctly, that Hillman hadn’t informed him that a Preface written by Jung for his original edition was not being included, an “oversight” that according to Hillman, he apologized to Meier for.81 Meier was now insisting that his book be published first in the series, that the Jung Preface supplant a new one by Hillman and finally that Hillman’s name not even appear, “neither as editor nor otherwise,”82 in connection with the volume. Meier later threatened to withdraw the book from publication, despite considerable money having been spent on its preparation.


  Hillman’s other former analyst, Liliane Frey, had “passed the word to someone that I had betrayed my spiritual mother and father (they of course did not stand up for me when I was under attack, and so I betrayed them!). But in truth I suppose I have betrayed their spirits, for the conservative group and spirit is not mine... while on the other side are the more oddball people, very disjointed, not organized as a group, not even seeing one another except on a friendship basis, the nuts and so on like Adolf and Riklin.”83


  Eros had kept him going. He’d taken his family on a vacation in the mountains, “and invited friends (old and true) from many places to come and join us for as long as they could, so we had a continual sort of village party for 18 days, which was mainly in hot springs in the snow, bathing out of doors, very relaxed . . . and immensely satisfying.”84


  Something new had happened: “Since then the people who were there feel they went through something together and feel differently towards one another.” Hillman’s own fresh insights, he observed, “were different in that they came through feeling . . . that altered my former views and opinions.”85


  The Institute, too, was prospering, with “good, serious, intelligent young students, and Jung continues to mean a great deal even to the newest generation.” Hillman’s lectures there turned “on the relation of alchemy to analysis as a feeling experience.”86 Among the incoming students: “I begin to see new forms of love flowing among the new crowd... It all interconnects and through feeling and fun: the gang that plays baseball . . . and just the loving contact with friends (even if not about the subject of the Institute) keeps one alive. This is community (not politics) . . . and the being together is what really sustains and carries.”87


  His third book, InSearch: Psychology and Religion, based on the lectures he’d given to the clergymen in Ohio, was being published first in London, then New York and Germany. Editions of Suicide and the Soul had already come out in Italy and Germany.88 Best news of all, though, was that Hillman had been invited back to Eranos—even though the organizers were by now fully aware of his being embroiled in the civil suit brought by Reverend V. Ritsema wrote him that his previous lecture “went well beyond my expectations and fitted so very well in the basic design of what Eranos is trying to be.”89 The next year’s general theme was to be “Polaritut des Lebens: Polarity of Life.” Hillman, in accepting, responded: “You have created an opportunity for me that I shall always be indebted to you for.”90 By the end of January 1967, he had chosen his topic. It would be “Senex and Puer”—the polarity of old and young—eventually subtitled “An Aspect of the Historical and Psychological Present.”91


  Just as InSearch appeared in print, Hillman also penned the preface for a book written by his first female analyst, Rivkah Scharf-Kluger, titled Satan in the Old Testament.92 “As the psychology of the unconscious advances, it seems to move into ever deeper realms,” he wrote, the descent compelling psychology “to investigate the dark and demonic aspects of the psyche which lie below collective life and within our personal problems.” This involved psychology “inescapably with religion,” which amplified the background for plumbing the archetypal depths. Within “the ills and devils that beset us is concealed the age-old question of what is evil—and what is its relation to God, to the world, and to man.


  “Satan interferes, opposes, and accuses. As an instrument of conflict he is fundamental to consciousness, which arises from tension. Further, Satan, while representing that demonic archetypal process associated with the Godhead that sets destruction going, is revealed through this study to have a final purpose which is not just evil in the usual sense. An aspect of this finality may be the development—in both God and man [author’s italics]—of self-limitation through self-opposition.”


  The writing of this preface coincided with Meier charging him “with the most extraordinary things such as being evil,” while refusing to admit “guilt on any point in regard to me, nor even to any bad feeling.”93 This had occurred following a two-hour meeting between them “in a beer place, where we tried to straighten everything out. We came to an agreement there, but two days later he took it back in a letter and spoke of my betrayal complex, my repressions, cheating him [and of] being in the presence of evil.”94 At the meeting, Meier had allegedly made the astounding assertion that he doubted the situation between Hillman and Reverend V. could ever be resolved because it was “two Jews fighting each other.” The Reverend, of course, was hardly Jewish, but that was the way Meier projected the whole mess.95


  In February, Hillman brought together at his home about ten Jewish students and analysands to talk about “the Jewish problem,” something he’d long been considering. “It is as well my problem,” he wrote in a letter. “I have been particularly concerned that with the great changes going on in both the Catholic and Protestant theologies, nothing seems to happen in Jewish ‘theology.’” How did Jewish symbols and themes appear in dreams and analysis, and what might they mean?96


  The Jewish Dream Group, as Hillman called it, came together every few weeks. “There was such a Christian emphasis with Jung,” he reflected years later. “I mean, Christ was called the symbol of the Self. I wanted to see whether the dreams of these students, plus a couple of friends who were Jewish like Esther Strauss, were different than the Jungian. So we would tell dreams to each other which seemed to have Jewish themes in them. And I had an incredible dream in that group: I had all of Freud’s writings and I was cutting them up with scissors into little pieces, putting the words in a bag and shaking them up—to put them down differently. I thought it was very funny (you don’t recognize your own dreams at the moment), but Esther Strauss was astounded by it and made me realize how important it was. I do use Freud—he’s so fertile—and that’s been a dominant theme in some of my later work, cutting up Freud and rearranging him.”97 (In 1985, he published with Charles Boer, Freud’s Own Cookbook, including a recipe for “The Interpretation of Creams.”)98


  The Jewish Dream Group, however, was curtailed by Hillman’s boss, Franz Riklin. “The news got out and what I was doing was considered subversive. It was evidently an act of rebellion without my knowing it. Riklin simply said he didn’t want me to continue with this. He never discussed why, and I said fine.”99 What happened with the dream group, along with the matter of eros, seemed to lead Hillman back to Meier. As Hillman wrote to Spiegelman: “It has to do with love between men, with homoeroticism in the deepest sense, coupled with the Germanic-Jewish problem also in its homoerotic aspects.” It was, perhaps, not that Meier didn’t love him, rather that “as Adolf sees it, he loves me very much . . . and he cannot handle his guilt towards me nor his love towards me, and ends with this peculiar projection of finding me ‘evil’! This last is so devastating, that it has the paranoid homosexual love thing in it.”


  “Well there we are . . . on and on and on in psychology. Freud destroyed by Jung, and Meier destroyed by his fight with Jung, and now Meier and me fighting... all on account of love... or is it also historical, that is, an inevitable fight, because our culture knows no other way of moving from one spirit into another.” 100


  Meier, “on the verge of a lawsuit” with Hillman over the Northwestern book,101 had told him that Reverend V. was regularly forwarding him copies of all correspondence with the Reverend’s lawyer. In the spring, Reverend V. sought to have the International Association of Analytical Psychology intervene in the court proceeding, but was informed by its president, Joseph Wheelwright, that “we have no legal or moral right to call the Institute to account or to infringe upon its autonomy.”102 Hillman took a chance that he could make a trip to America without being found out by Reverend V. Quietly he brought his wife and family over Easter to New York to see their relations, then to “Florida for a grand time of nonsense and swimming and riding ponies in the palmetto country.”103 Back in Zürich after that: “Court session with judge in private this month; be glad when that’s over... a drain.”104


  Five of the Institute’s patrons had begun pressuring the Curatorium to dump him. These now included Kurt Binswanger (a distant blood relation who had himself once had an affair with a patient). And even Kerényi, once a mentor, but who now turned his back on Hillman when they ran into one another at the railroad station. This, Hillman recalled in late life, hurt him deeply.105 Hillman wrote to Stein: “The fantasy around . . . is that if only Hillman would go all would be OK. This is sort of a scapegoat Jonah fantasy, and nonsense and I won’t go, though I weaken each time a new wave hits the beach, and the same six of us have to get back in the trenches and defend the ground we have had to hold for so long.”106


  Hillman, in his martial nature, was fond of employing military analogies. While he had “a nucleus of loyal people” and a wide circle of allies, he wrote that “it must be understood that making relationships into alliances is not a good way to proceed. The support I have had has come spontaneously, or from those who wanted to make cause with me. But the standing firm I am able at last to do, even if I get into panics, and absolutely devastating selfdestructive doubts and critical attacks. I am now the scapegoat for everything wrong around here: owing to me, the Institute is in ‘danger,’ the Jungians are split, Jungian psychology in moral decay . . . I am a kind a focal point for all the old and new diseases, as well as spiritual battles, going on. A lot has to do with what I write. And of course, I do antagonize in my writing.”107


  Hillman’s “antagonistic” writing was taking new directions at his retreat overlooking Lake Maggiore. There, as he wrote Spiegelman: “I cook for myself, see no one and live in old rooms of dead people with books, bits of typically introverted holy objects (eastern things, stones, shells, embroideries with mandalas), and immense peace . . . it takes me always a day or two just to hear again (birds, lake water, leaves in the wind) and stop my running mind. The rich sub tropical vegetation and the lush air even in February make a great change and make my life possible in Zürich. It is a blessing. Today for instance, I was walking along the road, ambling, dangling, in a strange walk feeling myself like a boy, and suddenly for the first time in my life I was just my own lost little boy as I used to be walking along hot summer roads in a striped tee shirt, lost, and I could sense just what I sensed then.”


  Hillman had cut back his analytic practice, from seeing seventeen different people in March to as few as ten. For the past year, he had found himself “not involved with the patients, and in fact am rather wounded and closed and cold and casual and feel a fraud... .and I can’t interpret dreams anymore very well but feel stupid and unverbal (loss of first function) and can’t see connections, but my body is better and I play great baseball and I am stable and dull and can withstand and carry and am less aerial and mercurial, and have no ideas at all and can’t decide what to fill the two hours at Eranos with this summer on puer and senex...


  “I wonder why my patients come or what I have to give at all... I feel the [analytic] hour is NOT important and that Suicide and the Soul is wrong in its emphasis on the Hour and the encounter, for analysis goes on all the time, everywhere, everything is one’s analyst and every conversation can be psychological and a contact of souls [,] and the hour must be humanized and played down, and so I am pretty much a dumb analyst, and I don’t make it a big deal to get in and see me, and a big deal that analysis is a holy way and a ritual and all that shit. What’s important is life and the unconscious and the interplay between the two, which is the process, and neither the ego nor the analysis are the important things, but life just as it flows and what happens in it and the unconscious as it interacts with life in dreams and fantasies and emotions and events . . . and the ego and analysis are there to help understand and channel and watch this interplay of life and the unconscious...”


  His long letter to Spiegelman said, toward its conclusion: “I feel I am changing and am afraid. I have held on these last years, very big years for me, but I feel they are at an end, as if a new introverted phase is coming, with sacrifices, and I don’t know what. I have made an identity through being more American, more Jewish, more a writer, and have absorbed into the ego some of the mana [power] that comes with assimilating a bit of the anima. But this ego must fall, and I feel it slowly falling, not as dramatic breakdown but as a sense of emptiness and fraud and affectlessness.”108


  Only “loving conversations and contact with . . . Anne and Adolf, always daily with Kate” kept him treading water.109 That summer, he wrote to Stein: “Through most of this Kate has been daily sympathetic and helpful and restores me at the end of the day, even if the changes going on in me (my face and expression has aged) and in her lead again and again to total marriage crises, where we feel ‘divorced,’ and all my old puer things come back, projecting the mother on her, losing touch with the shadow and trickster. It’s a long period of readjustment, which I think honestly would have knocked out most people, or broken most marriages.”


  Stein had asked him in a recent letter whether he felt guilt about his relationship with Bea: “Yes, I have a guilt towards her. So far, none of us is able to conduct analysis and a physical love affair at the same time—and especially if the woman is married. I believe I did some good and some harm to us both. I believe I could have done more good and less harm had I been able to continue communication with her, or had her husband been in analysis with someone friendly towards me, so that it all could have been opened up, and the love let flow in depth. As it was and is there is fear and guilt . . . I have often wanted to try to write her or send some sort of human message. She feels ‘abandoned’ by me, and yet it is she who wrote Kate that all connection between us was to cease. I believe that an aspect of my shadow got into this—not just desire, but power and pride too. A sort of phallic identification. I hope to God I don’t fall into this again. Since then, no occasion has arisen for this sort of thing, but also my eros is not as open as it was. I would not say I had retreated, but that I was now slower and older.”


  So did he look forward to presenting his “Senex and Puer” lecture: “It promises to be a good Eranos this year... but mostly academics, and I must keep up the side of the psyche and experience. This is hard for me, since my own academic shadow (and father complex, and inner Meier, and rabbi) tend to push me towards the learned side. It is hard to strike the balance between experience and how it feels and direct talk to people, and the abstract, documented, academic, scholarly . . . There is a cult of the old here and in Jungian psychology and that is partly what my paper will be about, the destructive nature of the negative senex and of the old wise man as an archetypal dominant which constellates puer behavior.”110


  Yet, as of mid-June, he had not begun assembling his new Eranos paper. Was the subject too close to hand? “I find the art is handling the anxiety rather than the ideas or the research,” he wrote to R. F. C. Hull, editor of Jung’s Collected Works.111 So he had left Zürich again for the Tessin, where Ritsema was providing him a room, and then continued the task from Sweden on a month’s sojourn with his family. By August, after passing “a terrible kidney stone” that sent him briefly to the hospital, the talk was “coming into shape.”112


  “SENEX AND PUER”


  The division between older age (senex) and youth (puer) had perhaps never seemed so acute as in 1967, certainly in America where from parents to politicians the “old order” was confronted by the “Summer of Love” in San Francisco, and later the March on the Pentagon in protest of the Vietnam War. In China, Mao and his Red Guard were in the midst of their repressive “Cultural Revolution.” In Zürich, Hillman was, of course, going through a similar split with his Jungian elders. But he found himself as well at a mid-life crossroads, and thus perhaps particularly able at this point in time to discern how the qualities of senex and puer merged in the individual.


  Hillman had heard Marie-Louise von Franz (who was, alone among the older female followers of Jung, on Hillman’s side during the unfolding “scandal”) lecture on “The Problems of the Puer Aeternus” during his final year as an Institute student. 113 The Latin term meaning “eternal youth” derived originally from Ovid’s Metamorphoses, and later the same child-god was identified both with Dionysus and Eros. Von Franz’s interpretation was that charming, creative, dream-pursuing males were also escaping commitment due to an unconscious mother-bound problem that kept them adolescent well into their adult years. The puer, according to von Franz, needed to be “grounded” into ordinary, everyday reality.


  Hillman “felt insulted” by this. “This was the beginning of my struggle with the Jungian tradition.”114 “I had swallowed the Jungian view that puer meant mother complex, weakness, fancy, aestheticism, not in touch with reality, up-in-the-air, donjuanism... about fifteen negative words used about puer aeternus. Having lived my life, or part of my life, within that mythical structure, it seemed to me that it was being abused. It really hit me, angered me.”115


  As Glen Slater of Pacifica Graduate Institute has written: “Hillman sees the redemption of the puer in the marriage to psyche—in reflection, depth, and complication. This is a return to psychic reality, to psychic ground, not necessarily to the literal ground of everyday life. It is the puer’s enduring dedication to his vision that leads to a healing of his wounds—a union of sames.”116


  Late in 1965, within months after the battle lines having been drawn following Reverend V.’s public release of Hillman’s letter, the subject of puer versus senex was coming up in exchanges with Hillman’s friends. Stein wrote him: “I am convinced that in Jungian psychology the resistance of the senex is the superior power. Unless you can gather a real nucleus of loyal supporters and followers around the truly creative principle which you stand for... I am very pessimistic about the outcome.”117


  Hillman soon after wrote to Spiegelman: “The older generation for all their virtues fail somewhere in their emotional reactions... we must stop talking of the puer problem and begin to speak of the senex problem.” He went on to write of “the ugly reactions” of the Jungian hierarchy as personified by Meier and Frey. “We are sort of grouped together in their minds, and in the long run it is important for us and for Jungian psychology that it not be led by the old duffers and their ‘pupils,’ but that those of us who are carrying something alive in us come out on top.”118


  As Hillman put it in late life, “This figure of the puer was already possessing me and the collective world at that time, a new spirit beginning.”119 He set out to write something “along the line of ‘self-justification’ by exploring the puer and laying it out against the senex, which was ‘me’ against the established Jungians, disguised and raised to the level of archetypal theory.”120 He later called it “partly a biographical vindication of my own mythical structure,” but not the other way around.


  “I’m putting it from the viewpoint of the puer itself: we start in myth and live myth in biography. And that’s why you have to read my myths—my books—to get my biography. The puer writings are far beyond my own mother complex and father complex, my own puer structure. That structure is a gift, too, for it gave me the chance to have insight into the problem beyond me, the big problem that angered me so. There was this sense that something dreadful was happening in the midst of this Jungian psychology that meant so much to me. A new repression was happening and no one saw it. A whole spiritual possibility in young men and in the spirit of the culture was being destroyed by the condemnation of the puer. It meant that we were attacking our own creative possibility... ”121 “In the Jungian texts, Great Mother is the only archetype with a capital letter besides Self. My concern has been trying to free the puer from the mother.”122


  When Hillman took the podium in late August 1967 during the Eranos symposium on “Polarities,” he began by establishing a historical framework, but by way of an astrological (and thus mythological) method. Hillman reflected on the closing of the age of Pisces, “the Sign of the Fishes, the Sign of the Christian Age, the myth of time within which we take our historical orientation. Fifty-nine generations stand behind us in this aeon; one stands before us... the transitional one that carries us into the next millennium, and the time of Aquarius. Transition of millennia in one generation echoes the metamorphosis of the Gods that took place at the beginning of this era by its founder [Jesus], who lived but one generation. The senex-puer polarity is given by the historical situation in which we are.”123


  Now the inter-generational family conflicts, the divide in the political realm where aging leaders sought to maintain “law and order” and rebellious youth sought “rights and freedom,” brought an unprecedented “disorder and violence” that called to mind Yeats’ poem “The Second Coming.”


  However, Hillman went on, “The psyche is not isolated from history . . . We can no more grasp the soul of the times through the TV news than we can understand the soul of a person only through the events of his case history. (Twenty-six volumes of a Warren Report can never settle or explain the living ferment of a myth) . . . History is but the stage on which we enact the mythemes of the soul... ”124


  “And each one, anyone, who makes a clearing in his bit of the forest of the past is the hero who redeems time and is the scapegoat who by taking on the sins undoes time.” To be involved with “the puzzling paradoxes” of the connection between senex and puer, “Father Time and Eternal Youth,” was to be drawn into history.125


  However, “the soul is neither young nor old—or it is both... Our puer attitudes are not bound to youth, nor are our senex qualities reserved for age . . . The senex as well as the puer may appear at many phases and may influence any complex.” The young person of the present transitional moment was forced to take on issues “of meaning, of religion, of selfhood” that were, in conventional Jungian thinking, generally reserved for life’s second half.


  The soul is that which “holds polarities in harmony . . . But now the ego, having replaced the soul as the center of the conscious personality, cannot hold the tension. With its disjunctive rationalism it makes divisions where the soul gives feeling connections and mythic unities. So the soul has come unstrung, its suffering and illness reflect the torn condition of the split archetype.”


  The only alternative to this was “living in ambivalence . . . where yea and nay, light and darkness, right action and wrong, are held closely together and are difficult to distinguish.”126


  Having established his ground, Hillman moved on to discuss the senex and its relationship to the ego’s authority. Yet “without the enthusiasm and eros of the son, authority loses its idealism. It aspires to nothing but its own perpetuation, leading but to tyranny and cynicism, for meaning cannot be sustained by structure and order alone.”127 Senex qualities (like all major archetypes) were inherent from the beginning, as “in the small child who knows and says ‘I know’ and ‘mine’ with the full intensity of its being.” The duality within the senex itself raised questions throughout life, for example “how can my knowledge become wisdom?”128


  In introducing the subject of the puer, Hillman spoke of figures like Icarus who possess “vertical direct access to the spirit . . . When the puer spirit falls into the public arena, it hurries history along,” as seemed to be happening in the late 1960s. But by itself, at its core, like the senex it “resists development.” With the negative side of the puer, “Everything new is worshipped . . . while the historical is discarded because it is of the senex who is now enemy.” If this defined, to a degree, the Sixties youth rebellion, then the consequences were also spelled out: “By refusing history, by pushing it all down into the unconscious in order to fly above it, one is forced to repeat history unconsciously. In the unconscious the senex position builds up with a compulsive vengeance until with all the force of historical necessity it takes over in its turn, reducing new truths to old clichés again, switching the only-puer into an onlysenex, split from the next generation.”129


  Yet “psychology requires time, femininity of soul, and the entanglement of relationships.” Hillman saw it as “of immediate importance” to heal the split between the two so-called opposites. Here he went on the offensive against Jolande Jacobi and the foremost London Jungian, Michael Fordham, both of whose emphasis on Jung’s idea that life can be separated into first and second halves “dangerously divides puer and senex.”130 Change, for both senex and puer, “requires listening, feeling, and going step-by-step” in their different ways. It was the “tension of ambivalent opposites” that was “the structural pre-condition for change.”131


  This was most clearly delineated, as Jung had noted, “around its midpoint in the fourth decade [of a life] . . . when the two faces are so close to each other and yet seem to look in opposite directions.” One was then in the midst “of a symbolic situation characterized by ambivalence of feeling and attitude,” where “fears and confusion are appropriate.” In that situation, “by continuing true to one’s past puer spirit and consciously affirming it, one has already assumed the senex virtue of responsibility and order.”132


  A merger was ultimately the transformation of the “conflict of extremes” that humankind sought. The split was what “leads to the curse between generations, the betrayals, to kings and powers not sages and wisdom, and the inability of the master to recognize his pupil and give him blessing.” But if “the two faces turned towards each other in dialogue—this unending dialogue with oneself and between oneself and the world is that which holds one in meaning.”133


  He was emphasizing mythical images “towards archetypal healing, for myth is the language of ambivalence; nothing is only this or that; the Gods and dancers will not stand still.” These mythical solutions might seem “unclear, ambivalent, foolish.” However, in such a time as the present, “the ego today is a ‘mind at the end of its tether.’ All it can do is leave itself open to the possibility of grace and to a renewal which might then take place in its absence . . . At this moment of transition we cannot advance until we have first retreated enough inward and backward so that the unconscious figures within can catch up with us.”134


  Although Eranos organizer Rudolf Ritsema wrote Hillman in 1968 that his “contribution to last year’s Eranos is one of those that make it worthwhile for me to work for Eranos,”135 Hillman in his note of thanks said: “The paper is not well enough written; too difficult, too condensed. It is like powdered soup and needs much water. I hope to be able to expand it into a small book. The contents are worth it, I know.”136 (In late life, Hillman would muse that the image of “powdered soup” revealed more about him than all his other “reasonable” statements.)137


  This Eranos lecture in fact marked the beginning of a prodigious phenomenological study of the puer-senex topic that he would continue for years. Nine essays (four by Hillman) elaborating the puer figure would be published as The Puer Papers in 1979. Hillman would discuss the subject at some length in Inter Views (1983), and the third volume of his Uniform Edition (2005) would bring together thirteen papers (altogether, 350 pages) that he wrote between 1967 and 1996, under the title of Senex and Puer.


  Patricia Berry, who first got to know Hillman as a student, was at this time his analysand, and later became his second wife, said in 2008 of the seminal essay: “Yes, he was defending his own nature. In von Franz’ view, he would be the type of man who flees the mother (and that’s true, too!) by being slightly off the ground, or being intellectual and hiding himself in books and sort of denying the ordinary world in that way. Jim’s take on the puer—and that’s how he was defending himself—was to say, Look, these are wonderful qualities, without which new ideas or incredible art or all kinds of innovative things do not happen, not without this slightly irresponsible ability to take off and explore. So he re-valued the puer but said that what it has to be balanced with—or thought about in terms of—is not the mother but the senex, the old man: that there’s got to be a way for the puer to learn how to be responsible to what you might call fathering type principles—tradition and carrying something through. He shifted the paradigm, made it different than what Jungians were learning.”138


  AMERICA BECKONING


  Astrologically, Hillman was undergoing a major transit. Neptune is the planet astrologers associate with deep imaginal forces and was strongly accentuated in Hillman’s natal chart. From early 1966 and all through 1967, Neptune was making a once-in-alifetime square to its place at the time of his birth. “It’s not unusual to experience a desperate urgency at this time,” writes astrologer Howard Sasportas in The Gods of Change. “What we are experiencing is a ‘spiritual’ crisis, or a crisis of meaning.”139 When the path an individual has followed up until now abruptly disappears beneath his feet, he is forced to discover a new way, from the darkness that envelops him.


  Then, for ten months beginning in October 1967, transiting Uranus opposed its own place in Hillman’s birth chart, also a once-in-a-lifetime occurrence. Besides accentuating “the stark realization that we’re not getting any younger,” writes Sasportas, “a more creative solution to the crisis involves going down into it—facing the pain and the darkness. Let go: let the crisis happen and see where it leads.”140 This planetary alignment is often referred to by astrologers as a “mid-life crisis.”


  During the spring of 1967, Hillman had been suddenly offered a job as a short-term visiting professor at the University of Chicago. It was his attorney Lefkowitz’s opinion that he could feel free to enter and leave the U.S. without fear of repercussions from Reverend V. However, Hillman responded to the school that he doubted he could be available until the autumn quarter of 1968.141 He didn’t mention his legal difficulties, obviously hoping that by that time it might all be settled.


  When San Francisco State College also invited him to give two talks, Hillman, in accepting, “must ask you not to announce my participation in the program in advance, but to keep it simply as if I appear at the last moment. This surely sounds strange, probably exaggerated if not paranoid, but I have good reason.”142 He did not explain further.


  That September, he wrote Stein to tell him that he was en route to the U.S. and planned to see him and Spiegelman in Los Angeles. He’d not allowed his name to be printed on the San Francisco State College’s program. “I can’t afford that the enemies let Reverend V. know I am in the states for he has warned me he would try and get me if I came over. He would have a hard time finding me, getting someone to process me with a subpoena but he is the type who would like the noise and scandal and revenge.”


  After the summer, he was “enjoying work again, having made a new transition and have a new vision... Eranos was partly good and partly unsuccessful. My paper wasn’t quite ‘understood,’ something new for me, and yet I am happy it turned out this way, for I don’t understand it either.”143


  Just before he left to take his chances again in the U.S., Hillman heard back from the University of Chicago. He was being offered an appointment as the Howard L. Willett Visiting Professor for either the autumn quarter 1968 or the spring quarter 1969.144


  Hillman gave two talks at San Francisco State College that mid-October 1967. Many of the students lived in the Haight-Ashbury district, where flowers-in-the-hair, free love, and psychedelic drugs had drawn more than 100,000 youth from all across the country that summer. One night while Hillman was there, a procession marched down the street carrying an urn that was ceremoniously buried at the Panhandle park in HaightAshbury, symbolizing the “death of the hippie.”145


  In his book InSearch: Psychology & Religion, being published that same fall, Hillman expressed his “wariness about the unthinking optimism and overboard feelings of the sixties’ counter-culture movement.”146 He wrote, in an oblique reference to the hippie philosophy: “Love romanticized is a sweet-cheat answer to the dried and technical world . . . To presume that every experience of love is Love of the Divine Ground of Being . . . to be cozened into love by a philosophy which neglects its fearfulness . . . is witness to just how much of love lives in shadow.”147


  He spoke to the students on “Life and Death in Analysis” and the next night on “Symbols of Dying.” The lectures drew heavily from the ground he’d covered in Suicide and the Soul. In one autobiographical moment during his first talk, he noted that “the soul history of personality is revealed mainly through dreams which usually circle around certain experiences or themata; and they leave out entire areas of a person’s remembered life, of his biography. For example, I spent six summers in a camp as a boy, and in twenty years of recording my dreams I have never dreamt of any of this . . . Or that I have fourteen cousins and have only dreamt of one of these cousins in all these years; or that I have traveled in many countries and only one or two or four of these countries come back again and again and again as themes in my inner mythology . . . That my dreams continue to center on certain people, places, scenes and colors, rewoven and interwoven into a mythology of my own soul. This is a difference between my outer case history and my inner soul history.”148


  Back in Zürich the battle over Hillman seemed to be coming to a head. Reverend V.’s civil suit went before a judge. Along with Hillman, Reverend V. was on hand, but Bea did not appear at the trial. Hillman’s defense attorney contended that his was not a physician-patient relationship with Bea, but a training-analysis where “the wife of a candidate at the Institute gets orienting instruction about what the husband learns in his professional training.” (This was true, per se.) A comparison was drawn to “lessons in languages and singing.”149 According to Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig: “From this, certain parties drew the odd conclusion that the Curatorium regards analysis as comparable to singing lessons.”150


  The judge wanted Hillman to appear in private to answer some questions, and the case was still pending when a committee of six Jung Institute patrons requested a session with the Curatorium, which took place on November 11, 1967. There Hillman was reprimanded by one patron for not helping move toward a peaceful settlement of the suit, and the committee recommended “Dr. Hillman’s quickest departure”151 as Director of Studies.


  Hillman wrote Donleavy with more military analogies: “Battle rages here. Two days ago tank battle, two hours spent by Professors, ex chiefs of companies and ex ambassadors against our team, concerning my ethics. Two hours of character defamation: ‘What really went on in those singing lessons.’ They will proceed to take measures unless I am out of job by Dec. 31. But I won’t go, and so denunciation to the police is expected in New Year.”152


  In a letter to Stein, Hillman added: “It reeks of envy, anti-Semitism and blood-power. At times Kate and I get filled with fear in the anus and gut . . . They are really trying to get me out even of Switzerland . . . I have at least learned to have confidence in insecurity.”153


  Given all that was still happening, Hillman was unable to decide whether he could possibly give another talk at Eranos in 1968. He wrote Ritsema, however, that “the theme of language continues to pre-occupy my dreams, even the problem of altogether new language (!).”154


  “Before the year was out, Hillman “accepted to go back to Eranos for a third bout... But I do not know yet what I will talk on and I fear a) being unlearned-since alone among these people I have to create a wholly new paper each time, the rest being scholars in their own right, and b) not being able to write. This fear is haunting me, and haunts me every time I am not actually working on something.”155


  Hillman wrote to Spiegelman: “It is the last day of the year. I sit in the house alone, pajamas. I have stuff spread out over two rooms, to read and write . . . I can’t do any of it . . . Kate and I had the best autumn in years; the children were not ill all autumn, either. But something inside me is trapped by the load of work I carry. When I bitterly complain to my inner figure (Jung) he says what do I expect with the whole battle going on . . . plus Eranos. The battle is a continuing draining tension.”156


  There remained the gnawing uncertainty of whether the patron’s committee would “take some sort of actions against me in early 68 like denunciation as an undesirable alien to the Fremdenpolizei [immigration authorities].”


  But when the chips were down, and enemies appeared to have the upper hand, Hillman could always count on friends. Spiegelman responded: “What you are going through now, in the world, is nothing less than a hero’s task, a martyr’s role for Jungian psychology. And in all this, you are keeping your head, your individuality, and your creative spirit. No wonder Jung is there as an inner figure—you are doing his work! [As] the real new leader of the Jungians... you are suffering so; but the God and Goddess are with you and I am sure that they have a big hand in this.”157
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  TURNING POINT


  Nineteen sixty-eight was a year of endings, many of them tragic. That winter’s Tet Offensive made it clear that America was losing the Vietnam War. President Lyndon Johnson decided shortly thereafter not to run again. First Martin Luther King, Jr., leader of the civil rights movement, and then likely Democratic presidential nominee Robert Kennedy were assassinated. All across the United States and Europe, social rebellion erupted among the youth. At the Democratic Convention in Chicago, police savagely attacked demonstrators outside. In Czechoslovakia, Russian tanks moved in to quell a pro-democracy movement. That November, Richard Nixon became president of the United States.


  Hillman, in a prescient note to one of the Jung Institute’s benefactors early in the year, wrote: “We are all well despite a harrowing winter of 200 rabies cases in the neighboring forests, earthquakes in Sicily, and avalanches in the mountains. Nature is still mighty, despite our computers.”1 While Suicide and the Soul had sold out, and a new printing was in progress, at the same time “a man who was very important to me just killed himself,” Hillman informed Stein in the spring. “He had been my patient; then he moved away and I only saw him once a month. Then his bank cracked and he cracked, and he was hospitalized (I took him), but his wife took him out, and then he turned away from the unc[onscious] and from me, and bang: I failed, although people generally excuse me.”2


  Hillman had downsized his therapeutic practice, “by not taking new people and letting old ones leave without a fight.” He was in an overworked and flat-lined condition with “no new wild ideas,” yet “writing never lets me go. I hate it too and yet can’t stop it.”3


  Little wonder that he felt “angrily blocked” all winter. The Patrons’ Committee of the Institute, unable to move the Curatorium to take action against Hillman, finally went “with consciously damaging criticism” to the Department of Education of the Canton of Zürich—the public board with supervisory authority over the Jung Institute—alleging a Curatorium cover-up of his conduct.4 Since Hillman was a foreigner, the Canton could readily oust him if it chose. Heinrich-Karl Fierz, a long-time Institute professor and medical director of the Zürichberg Clinic that Meier had founded in 1964, sent a registered letter about Hillman’s editing of the Northwestern Series and purportedly “stealing books from Meier and Jacobi” as being “uncollegial” and having violated statutes.5 The attacks seemed unremitting.


  On April 23, 1968, the judge finally issued a nineteenpage judgment in Reverend V.’s case. The Jung Institute “was absolved of any negligence in the matter” because Arthur’s wife had not come forward and the statute of limitations had expired.6 A few weeks later Reverend V. was in fact required to compensate the Institute 800 Swiss francs to defray its court costs. Hillman, however, would be ordered to pay 4,000 of the 10,000 francs that the Reverend had demanded (the two were to divide court costs equally).7 He was found to have misused “in an ‘extreme,’ ‘stubborn’ and persistent way a ‘pronounced relationship of trust’ toward his younger and married patient as an ‘experienced,’ ‘proved’ psychologist/teacher,” and that his manner also “greatly injured” Reverend V., whose demand to the Curatorium for Hillman’s dismissal was ‘not without reason.’”8


  Hillman, in a letter thanking the Curatorium members “for their patience, courage and good will,” responded that the picture painted by the judgment—“that I was a persistent invader in an ‘untroubled marriage,’ that the V’s were ‘innocent victims,’ that it is understandable that Reverend V. sent, three months after, a photocopy of his wife’s letter to forty people because of his ‘concern for the reputation of the Institute’—is a psychological construction . . . Those who know me, as does the Curatorium, can recognize the distortions in the opinion.” However, even though his lawyer believed he “could expect a less sentimental and more differentiated verdict from a higher court,” Hillman felt he would “still be in the same predicament . . . Nothing new could be added. An appeal therefore would still not be able to do justice unless a certain tact and integrity were forsaken.” Alluding, perhaps, to his awareness, via Bea’s letter, of the other woman in the Reverend’s life. So he would let the matter rest; he would not appeal the decision.9 Meanwhile, the Educational Office of the Canton of Zürich suggested to the Curatorium that Hillman be dismissed “and pointed to the withdrawal of his residence permit in Switzerland in case this wish was not met.”10


  While faced with this prospect, Hillman made a trip to New York, where he granted an interview to the Christian Herald magazine. There, in the course of a discussion about “risk decisions,” he was asked about the Vietnam War. “Well, the Vietnam War is such a huge and complex and historical issue that individuals can’t decide about the war,” Hillman said. “But they can decide about how they feel and what role they will take in regard to it. Coming home after being in Europe, I notice that people here are hypnotized by this war. It’s the thing that comes into everybody’s speech at one time or another. It is this fascination with the problem, more than the war itself, which is paralyzing the country.”11


  While fascination with Hillman’s problem with Reverend V. was paralyzing the Jungian world, ironically his new book, InSearch: Psychology and Religion, was catching the eye of reviewers, one of whom wrote that it “is mainly for ministers of religion to show them how analytical psychology ‘moves toward “re-mythologizing” experiences with religious implications.’ It is a counter-blast to the Bishop of Woolwich’s book Honest to God, which Hillman dislikes for its attempt to demythologize Christianity into a religion of ‘personal relationships’ based on love.”12


  Hillman took a different tack, one that might have been interpreted as an effort to justify his actions, writing in InSearch that “the real revolution in the soul is not in itself sexual. The human sexual instinct is widely plastic and provides energy for changes in consciousness all through psychological history. If one may read the trend of collective events through the particular experiences of individuals, the deep change now going on is merely carried by sexual fantasies as psychic dynamisms, the intention of which is ultimately a revivification and expansion of psychic reality. Through living-in rather than only acting-out, immense instinctual energy is given to inner life. The lust and covetousness give the impetus to discover inner space.”13


  That summer, as his third lecture at Eranos approached, he and Kate went sailing in Greece with two other couples, after which they took the family to Sweden—“where my discipline keeps me at the writing table a good six sunlit hours a day. Some hard tennis for an hour in the afternoon, and then children, swimming, eating, loafing.” The new Eranos paper was “trying to knock holes in the usual language of psychology (mainly a 19th century invention) and to point a way towards a new kind of language for psychopathology.”14


  Hillman had long been bothered by the question of how to write psychology. One of his attractions to Jung was that, rather than using recent statistical evidence to support his ideas, he went back to ancient sources, drawing from the history of culture for his authority. “One of the things that belongs to the method is something that comes from alchemy,” Hillman later reflected, “which is that you explain the obscure by the more obscure. That means you keep the mystery of what you’re struggling with still there. You don’t explain it away. You refer to something even more complex or difficult.”15


  ERANOS 1968


  “... that was a tremendous encyclopediac work. Collecting all those facts. I worked for months on that! Reading everything I could—medical history—to get new images of psychopathology.”


  —Hillman, describing his paper on psychiatric language, 198316


  For his latest talk—“The Language of Psychology and the Speech of the Soul”17—Hillman returned to the basic theme first outlined in Suicide and the Soul, that “care of the soul” must be the root of therapy and its language must be “soul carrying,” something altogether different from scientific, medical language.


  “Here I was connecting underneath to my own tradition of the poetic, literary expression as more authentic to psychology and psychotherapy than the medical language of the official field. This was to become through the years developed in different ways, non-stop argument, elaborated best perhaps in The Soul’s Code.”18 As he put it in Inter Views: “Psychological language is the worst: aggression, hostility, dependence—what ugly empty words. They are so full and big and important that they are empty . . . Our language in psychology is poverty stricken— Aphrodite driven out of it completely.”19


  In his Eranos lecture, Hillman said: “Perhaps, because of his proclivity for the soul’s speech, Jung was the first in our times to understand psychic reality as myth; this he learned from the tales told him by his psychiatric charges at Zürich’s Burghölzli asylum. Freud saw the myth but did not leave it there; he turned it into conceptual language. Jung dreamt the myth along. Freud and Jung stand for a similar tale told in two cities, their societies and generations . . . two ways in which the word of the soul, psychology, finds expression.”20


  Hillman went on to express his “distrust” for today’s psychological language, above all that of psychopathology and its “description of the alienations, sufferings, and bizarre life of the soul.”21 If hysteria had been the primary “symptom” of the nineteenth century, and anxiety and schizophrenia of the early twentieth, we were now “in the age of psychopathy, an age without reflection and without connection, that is, without psyche and without Eros, an age that acts out the soul’s metaphors in the streets.”22 Condoned as normal “for the underprivileged, the adolescent, and the revolutionary, [it] is largely non-verbal, or verbal only at the level of chants, shouts, and slogans.” Where was the dialogue and the language that carried metaphor?


  He went on to offer a brief “case history” of psychology and its language, the emphasis on “self ” that came with the Reformation and how the word “soul” had all but disappeared by the mid-nineteenth century. He discussed Herbart and Bentham, who expunged the soul from “the living center of the personality” except in its “unseemly” aspects, until the Age of Reason and the Enlightenment found “the light, now turning toward itself, created a new science of the mind, psychology, and of the mind’s shadow, psychopathology... Perhaps Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818), belongs also to the history of psychiatry.”23


  Taking up the theme of sexuality and psychology’s discovery of masochism, Hillman noted the psyche’s craving “to submit in some form, in any form, to Eros—Eros at any price—in order to disengage itself from the imperious materialist inflation of the nineteenth century’s insistence that the psyche belongs only to the mind.”24 His historical investigation proceeded, through de Sade and mesmerism, and the head “become the symbol through which the beginnings of the contemporary fantasy of a ‘strong ego’ were being expressed.”25 Jung had “quite clearly regarded the diagnostic language of psychotherapy as mainly a professional convention to which he too paid his due.”26


  In summarizing his “case history,” Hillman returned to Plotinus and his depiction of “the motion of the soul as circular.”27 Weren’t there a multiplicity of souls with voices within us (totem, ancestral, muse etc.)? And what of memoria, or the collective unconscious in Jung’s definition, located in the mind and yet far beyond its range? “But the unconscious, so newly found, was in fact a palace left from antiquity and the Renaissance, still inhabited by the surviving pagan Gods and once called the realm of memoria.”28 “We had forgotten memoria because the ruling psychologists of the Enlightenment . . . take their position from the will and reason, declaring the soul to be empty of imaginal remembrance.”29


  Hillman continued, in a remarkable passage outlining parallels between the unconscious and memoria: “the unconscious is always present, just as the past is always present.” Imaginal fantasies are bound up with our willing, loving, and understanding. “So, we never cease projecting. We are dreaming all the time. The dream is there; we can never leave it. Part of the soul is continually remembering in mythopoetic speech, continually seeing, feeling, and hearing . . . Experience reverberates with memories, and it echoes reminiscences that we may never actually have lived. Thereby our lives seem at one and the same moment to be uniquely our own and altogether new, yet to carry an ancestral aura, a quality of déjà vu.”30


  Hillman referred to Frances Yates’s book The Art of Memory, and how “through the imagination man has access to the gods: through the memoria the gods enter our lives.” So it might be that psychological language must “find its kinship, not with the logics of scientific reason or with the exercises of a behaving will, but with the arts.”31 “Why are our fantasies embarrassing to tell, and why are we embarrassed hearing the intimate tales of another’s imagination? . . . The shame about our fantasies gives testimony to their importance.” Our will and intelligence do not embarrass us in the same way, yet “the revelation of fantasies exposes the divine, which implies that our fantasies are alien because they are not ours. They arise from the transpersonal background, from nature or spirit or the divine, even as they become personalized through our lives, moving our personalities into mythic enactments.”32


  So Hillman was moved to re-imagine psychopathology, beyond the old concepts of ego strength and development. He posited that “the psyche insists on repetition... on the same figures and situations, bringing them back in dreams through many years.”33 And “the purgatory of faithful repetition of the same mistakes is also their redemption into individual style.”34 Hillman’s assessment of dreams foreshadowed his later work: “Perhaps the point of dreams is that, night after night, year after year, they prepare the imaginal ego for old age, death, and fate by soaking it through and through in memoria. Perhaps the point of dreams has very little to do with our daily concerns, and their purpose is the soul-making of the imaginal ego.”35


  In active imagination, “especially important in this work is love,” the emotion that activates the images.36 Then, in a passage on myth and mental illness, Hillman returned to the Greeks “for an archaeology of fantasy.” Like the problems of psychopathology, classical mythology offered “a collection of highly interrelated families of tales with much precise detail but without schematic system either in the individual tales or among the tales as a group.”37 At the same time, in life “our pain becomes a way of gaining insight into mythology.” It was therapeutic: “Entering into the divine archetypal core of the complexes, we can be cured of what ails us by what ails us.”38 One need only “think of the pathological detail in the tales of Persephone, of Hercules, Dionysus, or Apollo,”39 to find the divine persons in our diseases.


  Our notions of psychological insight would change if we began looking with imagination: “We could then see through our habitual ego, see the myths working within it to create our so-called ego psychology and its usual psychopathology. We might also be less threatened by the grotesque, horrible, and obscene, since, from the imaginal perspective, the bizarre would simply belong.”40


  Ultimately, his essay’s “concealed urgency” concerned whether psychology “may become a place of soul-making.”41 “Within the art of memory there is room for the seven deadly sins and for the seven planetary Gods, and their separation is not quite so easy. Since the earliest pre-Socratic psychology, we have known that psychic conditions are always mixed states; the psyche is a middle thing between heaven and the underworld, a harmony, a bow, a lyre.”42


  Hillman’s talk would later be cited as exemplifying the uniqueness of Eranos, in the 1988 yearbook put together by Rudolf Ritsema and recalling the by-then more than 600 contributions to Corpus Eranos. “The spontaneous expression of the psyche in images, thoughts and emotions has been most appropriately termed the ‘speech of the soul’ by James Hillman in his 1968 lecture, where he contrasted it with the rational language of psychology as a science. Throughout the fifty-six Eranos conferences, this spontaneous speech of the soul has been studied in its innumerable expressions: dreams, fantasies, myths, religions, poetry, scientific theories, fine arts and alchemy.”43


  UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO


  Six weeks after Eranos, Hillman took a leave-of-absence from the Jung Institute and flew across the Atlantic to take up his first professorship in America. It was a new chair called the Willets, created at a separate section of the University of Chicago for brighter students, where he would be paid $2,000 for a two-month quarter. As he put it beforehand in a letter: “Just a Visiting Thing, but should be enjoyable to talk to little boys and girls on alchemy.”44 In a more serious vein, Hillman wrote (in French) to Henry Corbin, the professor of Islamic mysticism whom he’d met at Eranos: “In Chicago I shall attempt to give a series of public lectures on psychology and alchemy, in order to demonstrate the development of the personality from the point of view neither pathological nor normal but traditional. Imagine, alchemy at Chicago!”45


  Hillman went early to find a place to stay, before his entire family joined him ten days later—Kate and the four children (Julia, the oldest, was now thirteen), as well as a seventeenyear-old au pair from Sweden. “We were given a wonderful place on the South Side of Chicago,” Hillman recalled, “a classical brick house with many, many rooms built in the style of Frank Lloyd Wright around 1910. Muhammad Ali’s mentor, Elijah Muhammad, lived right around the corner.” About twenty students who’d been living in the house had all had to evacuate the day Hillman arrived. “The whole house had been a pot joint, so every inch of every room had that sweet marijuana smell, and it all had to be cleaned.” Two blocks north was the beginning of the ghetto, “and I mean really ghetto.” But Kate would walk “these perkish blond children” right through it to a nearby YMCA for swimming lessons twice a week.46 Hillman wrote: “The kids do not go to school. Julia and Carola have programs of homework from here (math and French mainly, and some reading and writing). Julia has besides two long mornings of riding with a trainer . . . I push them to the piano too (two in house).”47


  The campus was predominantly of “Collegiate Gothic” style modeled after Oxford University. Hillman taught a seminar course on Tuesdays and Thursdays on dreams and psychology, and gave a larger lecture every Wednesday evening in the amphitheater of the science building where physicist Enrico Fermi had isolated plutonium and created the first nuclear reaction during World War II. Nineteen sixty-eight had its own Zeitgeist. “The students all came into class and sat on the floor, drugged out of their minds,” as Hillman remembered.48


  He’d been very excited about the new position—“I’d always had this kind of fantasy about entering the American academic world”49—but it didn’t last long. In one of his early letters from Chicago, Hillman felt “seriously disoriented here.” He was provided a nice office in a corner tower of the university, but found it to be “fluorescent, efficient, over-heated, bare . . . It is as if a major push of my process began in Zürich, and now I am over here in a backwater, biding time.”50 In another letter: “I hate college campus atmosphere: coffee shops (girl talking behind me of her gynocol[ogical] examination, her pill, pelvis, etc., an ugly little fat greasy kid—this is American ‘sophistication’ UGH), fake Gothic, studied poses, despair. I shall go mad if I don’t write. My madness here is falling into dull collective adaptive bourgeois jewish man.”51


  He soon dove into rewriting his senex-puer lecture, which he planned to turn into a book. In another letter, to one of his former students in Zürich, he wrote: “You have no idea what it is to REWRITE psychiatric history to see it all anew afresh different from all the texts, and to prove your point of view in the welter of all the details of history, and to face the doubts that experts will find you wrong. I did all that this past year in the midst of all else.”52


  But the teaching weighed on him. “Have to give grades to the students. Imagine. How do I do it? They are to turn in papers. I don’t even want to read them. Forgot that I would have to read the papers when I assigned paper on the soul.”53 To Joseph Wheelwright, co-founder of the Jung Institute in San Francisco, Hillman wrote: “My contact with the students is not good . . . they are a broody lot here, their minds overblown (pot and ideas), and I find myself out of one torment into another . . . instead of ‘patients’ interfering with my thinking and writing, now it’s students. My lecture series on alchemy goes very well indeed and is enjoyable.”54


  It was a seminar course called “Alchemical Opus/Analytical Work,” which he’d begun formulating for classes at the Jung Institute. Besides Marie-Louise von Franz, Hillman was the first teacher at the Institute to lecture on alchemy. It came about after he observed that the latter volumes of Jung’s Collected Works “were essentially on alchemical writing, and nobody was paying any attention to it, they were all teaching the early part. I just thought I could make alchemy much more understandable than the mystical way it was being talked about. I thought it was actually a very practical subject for therapy, where you could talk to the patient using images like sulfur and salt and such things, better than simply talking about concepts of psychopathology.”55


  Jung, as Hillman would describe in a volume titled Alchemical Psychology, “spent a great part of his mature years working out, in his own words, ‘an alchemical basis for depth psychology,’ particularly the opus of psychological transformation.”56 Hillman’s emphasis, however, would be on alchemical language as a mode of therapy: words for “crafting the psyche” through metaphor—describing elements like salt, sulfur, mercury, lead and colors of the spectrum as states of consciousness: “We learn to evaporate away the vaporousness, to calcine so as to burn passions down to dry essences. We learn about condensing and congealing cloudy conditions so as to get hard clear drops from them. We learn about coagulating and fixing, about dissolving and putrefying, about mortifying and blackening.”57


  He was glad when the term ended toward mid-December. “I’ve often written, don’t expect love in a university,” Hillman reflected in 2007. “The professors don’t love the students, the students don’t love the work, the administration doesn’t love the professors, and the professors hate the administration. Within all the departments, there are rivalries. There’s really an absence of eros, is the best I can say. In Zürich, it was full of passion— hatreds and affections—I mean, it was real in the emotional sense. It was ugly but it was real.”58


  “When psychology becomes a specialism and the psyche is set forth in an academic textbook, the soul disappears. When the soul is taken over by the university in the secular spirit of enlightenment, it loses all actuality, all substance, and all relevance for life. Thus academic psychology has been a psychology without soul from the beginning.”59


  — Hillman, The Myth of Analysis, 1972


  FORCED OUT


  Ugly reality was to reach its denouement in Florida, where Hillman flew to meet his friend Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig, who had just arrived from Zürich to give a few days of joint lectures with him at a small Catholic school where one of Hillman’s female patients was now a counselor. Guggenbühl brought him news from the home front: “When you come back to Zürich, I think you will no longer be Director of Studies . . .”60 “What happened while you were away is that you’ve been eased out.”61 In Hillman’s absence, Curatorium president Franz Riklin had finally bowed to the pressure. From Miami, Hillman wrote: “I sit in a chair in a vast plain of sand, concrete, low buildings . . . pines, odd transition music in the air... No birds cry.”62


  Hillman went to spend Christmas at a dude ranch in Arizona, where Kate and the children came, along with the Steins and Kenny Donoghue. “There wasn’t a dude on the place, it was a broken-down motel where some guy had horses, but we had a really enjoyable time,” Hillman remembered.63


  He wouldn’t ascertain the details of what had transpired until he returned to Zürich, after about three weeks in Arizona. “I learn on opening [the] front door [that] the office of education had ordered Riklin and [Fritz] Baumann to get me out at once, or there would be complications with the Fremdenpolizei,” Hillman wrote to the Steins. “Perhaps Rik and Bau could have argued more firmly, but in any event they submitted— and so I submitted because I had two choices: to fight for the job and maybe lose and get thrown out, or at least use up vast energy and involve all sorts of people; or to resign, wait the six more months until my ten years are up since working began here, and play safe. I chose the latter, but mainly because inside the moment the crisis was over of the decision (Jan 11 – 15) [1969] I felt superb and have felt GREAT RELIEF. At last I can not only give up practice for a while which I had planned, but also the business work over there and having to see people (whom I dislike) for the sake of the work . . . now I’m on my own for first time in 10 years.”64


  Later in the letter, he added: “By the way, they could not have forced me out had I been Swiss . . . and they admitted as much. It’s a dirty trick used against the foreigner.” When he moved out of his office that January, “I was free but psychologically I was at a loose end,” Hillman said later.65


  Riklin and Baumann wrote to the Institute’s Patrons, “regretfully” informing them that Hillman had submitted his resignation effective February 1. “He served us excellently, performing with great devotion and not without personal sacrifice. For this, we wish to thank him here.” The resignation “was caused by the express wish of the Office of Education of the Canton of Zürich. This wish was coupled with the indication of a possible withdrawal of his permission to remain in Switzerland should the wish not be heeded. To avoid this sort of complications for us and for Dr. Hillman, we were obliged to comply, and have accepted with protest, the resignation.”


  The letter went on to chastise the “several patrons” who “had urged this measure upon the Office of Education... The resignation of Dr. Hillman produces definite disadvantages for the Institute—organizational, financial and, of course, purely human.”66


  In sending a copy of the letter to his friend Spiegelman, Hillman added a handwritten note at the bottom of the page: “Here it is! Can’t fight the police, so I am in a sense DISBARRED (no practice, no teaching, no work). I feel relieved, but it is a bad thing, especially for the Spirit, for Adolf too; he is alone now.”


  In fact, it was not yet over. That April came a nine-page compilation spearheaded by Meier that was called an “Aide-Memoire Concerning the Present Situation of Analytical Psychology in Switzerland.” It began by referencing “for several years a definite malaise which has developed more and more into a real crisis” with the Jung Institute and Hillman’s affair as its “true focal point.” Above all, “the appearance of uncontrollable rumors” had resulted in “an increasing poisoning of collegial relationships, particularly between those colleagues who were and still are in the immediate orbit of the crisis. Through this crisis an immeasurable harm has been done to the esteem of the work of Professor C. G. Jung in Switzerland and abroad.”


  The Hillman affair, Meier claimed, was “to a large extent the consequence of the conditions prevailing at the Institute,” statutes with “no clear separation of the powers in Legislative and Executive” that inevitably led “to an undemocratic, autocratic regime.” Here Meier was apparently looking to settle old scores dating back to his being ousted as Curatorium president twelve years before. The Aide-Memoire attacked Riklin and his “tendency to lead the Institute in an autocratic way,” with “more and more an unhealthy accumulation of power concentrated in the president’s hand.” The prime example being “the absolutely unintelligible way the Curatorium . . . manipulated the affair of the Director of Studies.” Incredibly, Meier and company were claiming that the “autocratic regime ruling at the Institut[e] . . . used the affair in order to strengthen decisively its position.” The Aide-Memoire went on to examine the whole “affair” once again in obsessive detail, as “with growing terror one followed Dr. Hillman’s conduct and the support he received through the majority of the Curatorium.”


  On May 4, Hillman’s distant blood relative, Kurt Binswanger, read the Aide-Memoire aloud at the General Meeting of the Swiss Society for Analytical Psychology. All sixty of its members were sent copies.67 Hillman wrote of a “big showdown” scheduled for June 7, “Patrons versus Curatorium, and then a debate in the Swiss Society” over the future of the Institute.68 The day before was also the annual celebration of Jung’s “death day,” when the Institute customarily organized a reception. As Hillman related to Stein: “About 300 people were there in the rented hall. Riklin collapsed, has had a rather massive heart attack, is in hospital. I do not know what will happen next. Adolf took care of him in the office (which they share).”69


  Years later, Guggenbühl remembered: “When Riklin collapsed with his first coronary, there just happened to be a medical congress for heart specialists happening in Zürich. We gave him some morphine, the ambulance came and two men carried him downstairs. Just to show you who Riklin was – he turned to these strong ambulance fellows and said: ‘Do you realize you carry a colonel?’”70 (Riklin had been a colonel in the Swiss Army for many years, and remained the commander of a military hospital.)


  Hillman continued in a letter to Stein: “Riklin is now out: whatever happens he cannot resume his work for four months at least. I expect the Institute will be reorganized. The question is whether Adolf can step in or whether the other side will now push everyone out.”71


  At the end of the month at a general meeting of the Swiss Society for Analytical Psychology, Guggenbühl read a reply to the Aide-Memoire on behalf of the Curatorium. Meier, who was present, “did not correct any of the points,” according to Guggenbühl and Franz Baumann.72 The attacks upon the Curatorium in recent years, Guggenbühl said, had “included distortions and false allegations” and the group had been forced to deal “again and again with such expressions of hostility . . . The time expended on such conflicts has now exceeded all reasonable limits.” He went on to discuss how Hillman had not resigned earlier because he “felt committed to the Institute . . . [which] was experiencing a phase of expansion and gratifying activity . . . Perhaps he also felt impelled to face up to the situation rather than run from it. And, in point of fact, in the intervening years he has had to face the worst kind of vilification.”


  In the end, Guggehbühl continued, when the Patrons prevailed with the Office of Education to intercede against Hillman, “for the first time in the history of modern psychology, a disagreement among psychologists was settled by recourse to government authority.” Yes, it would have been easier for the Curatorium to discharge Hillman. However, “we believed—and still believe—that such a differentiated attitude, one which judges a man not in terms of one’s mistake but in terms of his total personality, is more appropriate to the C. G. Jung Institute . . . Prof. Jung was an exceptional man who caused a good deal of friction. When he felt that something was right, he stood up for it regardless of whether representatives of the church, the state or the academic world raised their eyebrows. In this spirit, the Curatorium in no way feels itself to have betrayed Jung.”


  In concluding, Guggenbühl sadly noted that “the two mutually hostile groups of Jungians now appear to be irreconcilable . . . How is it possible that we, who analyze others and have ourselves had a thorough grounding in analytical psychology, can play so fast and loose with our mutual projections?”73


  Just over a month later, after seeming to have made a satisfactory recovery from his first heart attack, Franz Riklin died suddenly of another coronary after picking up a heavy piece of wood outside his home. An obituary written by Jung’s grandson, Dieter Baumann, concluded: “Because no ideal solutions exist for complex situations, he often had to find—and defend— what he felt to be the most human solution. Unfortunately, he frequently encountered a lack of sympathetic understanding. He was opposed and thus forced to make additional, energydraining efforts on the behalf of others.”74


  In a vindication of Riklin and his efforts during the threeand-a-half year travail over Hillman, Adolf Guggenbühl-Craig would be elected president of the Curatorium.


  Soon after Riklin’s death, Marvin Spiegelman wrote Meier a letter from California about the Aide-Memoire. In expressing his outrage about “the document’s righteousness in tone,” Spiegelman stated:


  “How can you, Fredy, speak of the ‘medical model,’ or inveigh against intimacy with patients? I have heard from your own lips the inadequacy of the medical model, and was not Jung, too, in sharp disagreement with this traditional asymmetrical type of relationship in which the ‘patient’ was, somehow, not responsible for his own fate, in conjunction with the analyst? I have heard, too, from your own lips, about the struggle with intimacy in your work and in that of many other Jungian analysts! How, in God’s name, can you righteously and hypocritically take Hillman to task here? Perhaps you forget that both Hillman and Mrs. Hillman were your patients? That you had a relation of deep intimacy with both? That he cared for you deeply? That even the Rev. V. was working with you at the time these events took place? My God, Fredy, you are not the innocent, objective outsider who is trying only to bring good for Jungian psychology!”75


  Spiegelman quit his local Jungian society in Los Angeles after that, not to return for fourteen years. Later, though, he corresponded with Meier and, shortly before Meier died at the age of ninety in 1995, saw him in Switzerland. Spiegelman remembered deciding to ask the old man a question—about betrayal. While avoiding the subject of Hillman, Spiegelman brought up Tony Frey. Frey had undergone analysis with Meier and they had once been the closest of colleagues. In 1964 Frey had established with Meier the world’s first and only in-patient Jungian psychiatric clinic, the Zürichberg. Then he and Meier had a falling out, and Meier booted him, and Frey fought him into Federal court and lost. In 1996, Frey (who was married) had told an interviewer: “What went wrong, I think, was that neither of us was aware of the transference and countertransference between us . . . Meier was always against the homosexuals. He couldn’t stand that. That’s why he could not see the homosexual or homoerotic element in our relationship. We were neighbors, living two houses apart in Zürich. We were listening to the same music and had the same guests. We had everything together.”76


  When in 1995, Spiegelman asked Meier: “How do you understand these betrayals occurred? Why did Frey feel so betrayed?” Meier sat there for a moment, pondering, and then is said to have replied: “Well, Tony couldn’t appreciate that I had the greater consciousness.”77 Spiegelman said later: “I was dumbfounded by this remark and realized Meier’s blind spot, truly formidable in such an otherwise conscious person.”78


  Hillman later reflected: “Curious, despite all the known similar violations, my case became ‘celebre . . . ’ A real storm in a teacup in Zürich, and everywhere—while others got away in secrecy suffering only rumors and gossip, mine became huge...79 It was like a boil under the surface and once the head was pricked, which was me, then [out came] all the stuff. And it went on for a long time in other Jungian societies, this persecution of anybody who had slept with a patient. They began to change all the rules of therapy, that you couldn’t ever see a patient outside, not even have lunch with them. Whereas previously, in the relation of therapists to patients, they all did the same thing—but it was concealed. Like a gentleman’s agreement, it wasn’t mentioned.”80


  “Looking back on the 1960’s from 2009, I have a ‘distance’ perspective,” Hillman wrote in a letter. “About sexual passion and its paradox. When Eros strikes, it inflames. One is possessed and obsessed; it is so overwhelming, curiously, that all reason and proportion dissolve. Just as all the novelists and dramatists and poets have always said. Yet, paradoxically, it is just as UNimportant as it feels important. Mostly, it is a ‘brief encounter’ that holds absolutely no lasting meaning (or even shorter) meaning— except for the experience of the passion-flame itself. This is the paradox: both overwhelming and insignificant. The two ‘souls’ so intimately ‘knowing’ each other (in the biblical sense) don’t know each other at all. Meaningful and meaningless.”81


  TRANSITION


  To the Steins, Hillman wrote early in 1969 that he was moving “out of office and into new life... It’s like a blow that is a blessing. Not many of us get a chance to really start afresh in midlife.”82 “One reconsiders the whole life pattern and questions what to do how to do it etc.”83 A few months later, he wrote Stein again:


  “I feel both ‘lost’ and ‘found,’ in that from time to time great sense of being connected with the real basic current of what I am to do with myself . . . other times I am desolate. It’s great . . . I haven’t been in such a stage of thorough upheaval since I began analysis. It affects all parts of my life, including writing... I have many, many ideas these days again. The psyche is really moving.”84


  Scott Becker comments on the denouement of the “scandal”: “Was this phase of Hillman’s life a tragedy, a morality play, a cautionary tale? Are we to see fatal flaws in his character (hubris, hypocrisy), the fall of a great man? Or, without dismissing these interpretations, can we recognize in Hillman’s sense of liberation that there was also an initiation taking place, that the erotic melodrama and titanic clash of professional egos concealed a plutonian undercurrent of necessary destruction (a myth hiding behind the mess)? If considering that Hillman’s fall may have served a deeper fate leaves us feeling less certain, more vulnerable to fortune’s slings and arrows, doesn’t it also allow for the possibility of a sense of mystery, purpose and awe as we sort through our own inevitable messes?”85


  There would be a fourth Eranos lecture for Hillman that summer of 1969, which he had accepted only “after long reflection. Will write about the secondary position of woman and how this has been the age old view.”86 It would be called, when included in his book The Myth of Analysis, “On Psychological Femininity.” Once again, Hillman was tapping-in to emerging collective concerns, in this case, perhaps prefiguring the feminist movement. But his approach was grounded in the past, showing how the whole venture of scientific psychology was aimed at repressing the Dionysian.


  He wrote to Kate while working on the lecture in the Tessin that he felt “a great sense of time and urgency . . . every moment counts, and yet there must be no squeeze and ulcer . . . it’s a rhythm matter.


  “Last night they had a blow up picture of my head, huge foto, and I have been studying it. It gave me a terrible shock and made me almost want to cry. I can’t understand it. It touched an archetype of middle age, of what happens to the face through time. I understand why Rembrandt and Van Gogh and other painters make all those self portraits, to try and see ‘who they are’... we never really study our face, catch it off guard, penetrate into it... and so need others who ‘see us’ to tell us about ourselves. Do you see what I mean . . . one’s own face is terribly numinous, very hard to face it.”87


  In March 1969, Hillman traveled to London to visit the Warburg Institute, where he had heard that portions of the Eranos collection of symbolic or archetypal images were housed: “images of the gods of Egypt, symbols like crosses, images of certain animals and trees.”88 The five-story brick building occupied a full city block of Woburn Square. This had once been the private library of Aby Warburg, a Hamburg scholar whose primary interest was in the art of the Renaissance. Following Warburg’s death, his vast collection of texts and images had been moved to London when Hitler came to power, and was subsequently incorporated into the University of London during World War II. By 1969, the Warburg Institute was drawing scholars from around the world, immersing themselves in how European thought harkened back to the ancients.89


  One day Hillman found himself alone in the Warburg library. Here the images of antiquity, of the mythic figures, and the philosophers were all gathered in one place. “A giant vault of psychic archaeology,” he would recall. Perhaps “a ‘dig’ would reveal a buried tradition on which psychology and psychotherapy could build a different approach from the medical-scientific and its terminology.”90 The gods and goddesses of antiquity were each catalogued and, as Hillman opened the drawers and perused the images of Aphrodite and Apollo, Hestia and Hermes, he felt something mysterious happening inside him. It didn’t happen all at once, as some overwhelming visionary experience, rather the dawning realization that “there was a trove of occult knowledge buried here.”91


  There were texts associated with the images, obscure authors from the Renaissance era whom he’d never heard of before. One of these was Marsilio Ficino—“a loveless, humpbacked, melancholy teacher and translator who lived in Florence,”92 Hillman would later write; translator and reformulator of Plato, Plotinus, and the Corpus Hermeticum. Ficino’s reading of ancient philosophy provided “an incentive to plumb the depths of one’s own soul so that the whole world may become clearer in the inner light”93—a way of seeing that had deeply influenced Michelangelo, among others. Ficino’s ideas had spread through Renaissance Europe, then gone underground with the advent of the Rationalists and the Enlightenment, and now they reverberated in Hillman across the centuries as though he’d found an ancestral brother. He had the overwhelming feeling that “something was beginning and something was over.”94


  He wrote in a letter to Kate that, setting foot in the Warburg, he’d “had very powerful experiences and I am more and more sure that I have got my new direction . . . It’s a matter now of organizing my major ideas together like a biography of the mind... getting the main thoughts into major order, and that I can live with for a long time. Mythology and Psychology and my own ‘psychopathy’ all go together.”95


  He reflected in 2007: “Looking back, much of what I had been floundering around with in this lecture or that seminar were pieces that the Warburg pulled together into a single tradition—and that is what I was searching for: a tradition prior to Jung and Freud which could found the work and which was a tradition in which soul was the central trope.”96


  This marked the beginning of what Hillman would come to call Archetypal Psychology. “My ideas in the interrelation of psychology and mythology fill me with joy,” he wrote Stein not long after returning from London.97 And, as he put it to Spiegelman as the tumultuous decade of the sixties drew toward a close: “I feel way out on a branch and like it there very much.”98
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