


The Unshuttered Heart

stuffed down, made inaccessible. Starved or stuffed, without enough pro-
tein to build emotional and spiritual muscles, unable to eat what is avail-
able, with no one to lend us connection to a source point, deadness can
feel like abysmal confusion, missing pieces, missing connections, having
no voice of our own.

The issue of deadness belongs to all of us. For how do we stay alive,
fresh, excited, and glad working all our lives, maintaining the same rela-
tionship, the same parenting, the same religion, or political party, decade
after decade? Do we stay awake to our dream life? To our life of worship?
Are we living in our actual body, glad for it whatever it is, caring for it
compassionately and with gratitude? Deadness is lecturing to our body to
be something else. We would not talk to our pet the way we talk to our
body, haranguing it for years to be more thin, more full, less wrinkled,
taster at orgasm, longer at erections, looking like someone else. Deadness
can feel like carrying around dead objects inside us, parts split off as too
unbearable to own. And finally in illness and making our way to the doors
of death, are we alive as we die? What news do we bring from this last
frontier to our neighbors and loved ones?

For each of us our experience has no equivalent. We need to locate
it and ask what meanings, what symbols are we generating and in what
language are they speaking—images of dream and fantasy, of words, of rit-
ual gestures of lovemaking, of worship, of community sharing? The great-
est fear is that our life passes us by unlived.

More aliveness is always possible, more fullness. Meaning is contin-
uously manifesting and being created. Our self and symbols of reality and
our relation to it mysteriously emerge all the time when we look into the
eyes of our child or to the stars on a cold night of blackness. This behold-
ing and experiencing the space between us and the other is where alive-
ness springs up. We make it dead by that space not holding, and thus we
lose our subjectivity, our self agency; or we make it dead by that space k
contracting to fixate on one point, and thus we lose the objectivity of

shared consciousness with others.
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might even get caught and held fast in some perversion where we make
up an object or a style of being, a kind of false ecstasy, or compelling
activity, or self celebration to bridge the gap between us and other. No
space exists between the unthinkable and us so no symbolic forms
emerge, no little ideas or inspiring wishes or turned-over thoughts that
meander around and around and breed new insight or different
perspective. Everything is tacked down, cutting off life’s blood.

Underneath we feel emptiness but not a fertile one, not the one of
Zen, the zero-point when the ego has emptied out and the new will accu-
mulate and make itself known, but the gravesite of Ground Zero, of lives
cut short, dying in pain and fear. In clinical work, this contracted space
shows in repetition compulsions of either analysand or analyst, of fixed
meanings to symbols, canned interpretations to dreams, borrowed voices
talking as if one were the theorist one depends upon instead of making
the theory one’s own. We hear stories of mind games, clichéd reactions,
dead language, dogmatistic response, and dumb anonymous suffering. Life
is talked about, but not lived here and now in the room. If we speak from
deadness, it is a lie. And there is no rest in deadness. The sacred is
described but not entered nor received.

We all know something of this deadness and we all struggle to be
alive and remain alive, genuinely, with all our hearts, souls, minds, and
strength. Perhaps this is what it is to serve God as the great command-

ment discloses. Aliveness commands a spiritual response, a summoning.

Aliveness

Aliveness comes down to one thing—consenting to rise, to be
dented, impressed, pressed in upon, to rejoin, to open, to ponder, to be
where we are in this moment and see what happens, allowing the breath
of not knowing to be taken, wanting to see what is there and what is not
there. Aliveness springs from our making something of what we experi-

ence and receiving what experience makes of us. This is the wonder of
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the child the New Testament always recommends us to return to, what
the philosopher Paul Ricoeur calls the “second naiveté”; the goal of Zen
Buddhism to live 100 percent in the present; what Jung means when he
says the ego is the receiver, transmitter of the Self. In such a space we
allow ourselves to depend on something greater than ourselves, to take
what it gives us and respond to it. The mystery of our self mingles with
the mystery at the core of reality, and from that mingling the new gener-
ates, full of the liveliness, the shock of something coming through that is
exactly what is needed, what we have hoped and longed for, but in such
a surprising form that we know we did not invent it. There is a there
there, contra what Gertrude Stein said about Oakland, California.

Sometimes what comes through threatens to break us down, shat-
ter us into pieces. That may be from rock-like defenses we have built
that must be faced and dismantled. Or it may be outer events of war or
attack by another. We are vulnerable, in some ways unprotected, but no
more so than if we live in a prison of neurosis or paranoia. This time, we
muster the protection of looking into the painful experience, into our
avoidance pattern, into our hurting others, and we do this sheltered in
the dependable space between us and an other with whom we risk
dependency and witnessing.

In aliveness the clinical task shifts from, How can we be safe and
secure, protect ourselves from reality, to How much lightning can we
stand? How much reality can we receive?

Wanting to protect ourselves from psychic pain, we limit our imagi-
nations, our ability to play around with ideas, our bodily sensations. We
take someone else’s words instead of fumble for our own. We neglect giv-
ing attention to our dreams. We fear to go down into the depths of one
relationship and instead substitute ever new ones. We avoid saying the
hard truth to one we love. We refuse to let ourselves depend our ful
weight on a symbol of reality. Fearing the pain more aliveness woul
bring, we restrict the range of our living (and the living of those aroun

us, too, for we do not make oxygen for them) and thus go dead in som
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part of our body or feeling. We may sacrifice whole parts of ourselves in
order to protect against pain, but then the whole of us loses some of its
essential vitality (Ogden 1999, 18-19).

If, then, we seek to grow more alive, even seek out analysis to find
and live from our true self (Winnicott 1960/1965, 148), we can expect to
face pain of the deals we made to limit our animation (life force) to pro-
tect against pain. Grief will face us for the living we have lost, but
gladness and excitement will face us, too, in the living to be gained.

This struggle to live all we can in the face of death, illness, loss of
relationship, unbearable grief, acts of injustice, is a struggle we share in all
our different circumstances of life. How much can we see what is there
and what is not there and find our own voice in response to it, to suffer
its inbreaking? How did those children in the walled city of Terezin,
Czechoslovakia, write poems in the midst of the Holocaust (Davidson
1941-44)? How did Ety Hillesum discover theological truth, as we read
in her diaries, in the deportation camp before being carted off to her
death (Hillesum 1983, 36)? Living creatively, as Winnicott calls it, is not
confined to economic class or educational level, let alone to race, creed,
or culture. The quadriplegic, Winnicott attests, can be alive creatively in
his breathing. This is not to say that working for greater economic, edu-
cational, and environmental justice is not to command our energies, but
it is to say in the New Testament words, the pearl of great price is what
we sell all we have for the sake of; riches, fame, security do not ensure
simple happiness in being, only this precious aliveness. What, then, is
that pearl of great price! It is feeling alive and real, vibrantly the
aliveness that belongs to each of us.

Here in clinical work is the mysterious moment of faith. Faith in the
psyche, that it transmutes the illness, not our ego efforts however
absolutely necessary they are; they do not invent the new. Our therapeu-
tic technique is to attune to what is working through us to regenerate this
aliveness spoken of in the New Testament as the abundant life, and in the
Hebrew Bible as the Torah. One client described her recovery of
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adherence to the many commandments within the Law as channels
through ‘which we acknowledge the Oneness of things, the Holy mani-
festing its underlying unity in every action of daily life. Otherwise, she
said, “keeping the Law is just O.C.D.” (obsessive compulsive disorder).
This faith in the psyche's integrative forces links up with what we might
call a depth theology.

This faith allows us to believe anything is possible, that people are
not reduced to their developmental deficits, ot to the inevitability of life-
long damage because of trauma suffered in one’s past. We are connected
to the infinite within, and that grants us tiny but indispensable elbow
room, illustrated by the many people in refugee camps who do not
become terrorists, are not conquered by rage; and by a person’s sealed-up
inner life that slowly in therapy can open and integrate with their
functional self. The lost sheep returns.

Because we recognize that something addresses us through and in
the psyche, we see that meaning is offered generously, repeatedly right
now and tomorrow. We can believe that we have the capacity, even if it
is dormant, broken, in bits, to make something of what we experience,
and thus participate in that mysterious creation of life in the small acts of
living creatively in our lives. As clinicians we still work hard on the gaps
in developmental history, the gaps in relationships, the gaps in sanity, the
gaps of many kinds that condition our finitude, but we also name the One
who breaks into the finite, crossing those gaps to make all things new.

This faith perspective lends energy to face the postmodern horizon
we find ourselves in today where all feels relative with no fixed markers.
We already know that the finitude of our lives confers a sense of being rel-
ative: from dust we come and to dust we return. Yet faith in the infinite
residing in us and addressing us, in that mysterious link, as the thirteenth-
century mystic Hadewijch says, between the abyss of our soul and the
abyss of God, bestows on us the space of aliveness where we find what we
create and create what we find (Hadewijch 1980, 86; see also Ulanov
1998/2004, 200-203). That space is multiplied again and again: we do ouf
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so invaded by conscious ambition that it seems to withdraw forever,

leaving the ego functioning mechanically but joyless.

Mapping the Self

Self is process and content; it is the doing of the analysis and is what
gets done. As process, it promotes the analytical relationship, the rela-
tional context, the experience the two have of the third space as if
arranged to do so in the shadow of the fourth. As content, the Self is con-
structed as we go along, not a prefabricated entity that drops upon us, nor
a fixed ideal we seek to achieve, nor a coherent greater personality dic-
tating from behind the scenes. Yet, as content, something is there, as if in
the shadows, that cannot be reduced to what goes on between interpreter
and interpreted, nor to the provisional meanings the analytical couple
create. Like an objective something, it nips at our heels, barking at us,
wooing us, steering us through the narrow gate to do, to meet, to arrive,
at what? Whether content or process, Self is Jung’s symbolic concept to
describe what drives an analysis and presents itself as the goal. Self is what
distinguishes Jungian analysis from other schools of depth psychology.

Jung'’s description of Self is familiar to us, the circle whose center is
everywhere and circumference is nowhere (Jung 1938/1958, 92). He

speaks of Self as “a borderline concept,” hence

a symbol because it expresses something we cannot express otherwise,
because we simply do not understand it. The self is unknown ground. . . .
the self is a living symbol because it designates something we know exists;
we know there is a totality of consciousness and unconsciousness because
we are the living examples of it. The self expresses our acknowledgment of
a thing that is actually in existence, but of which we do not know enough.
It overreaches us, it is bigger than we are. (Jung 1988, vol. 1, 413-14)

Because Self is unknown ground, our experience of it always begins

in muddle, blankness, even dis-ease, deconstruction of narratives and
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What Is the Self Engineering?

meanings dear to us. But left unknown, unacknowledged, we experience
it as fate determining our future, instead of as aliveness, invitation to
conversation, culminating in conjunction,

The Self points to a pattern of energy that gathers the bits of psyche
around a center big enough to include all the parts of us, and small
enough where it meets the ego when we connect to this energy, to feel as
if we uniquely are being addressed. We register such moments in a sense
of having come home to where we belong, or in such questions as, What

am | to be doing in this life? What matters, and am I living toward it?

A Guiding Question

Over the years of work as analysts, and as patients with our own psyches,
we each develop a guiding question that scopes out the territory, the frontiers,
the borders of known and unknown. For me, the question that emerges to
guide my work has been, What is the Self engineering? This query opens to
what I do not know, and focuses on the particularity of each analysand’s prob-
lem and potenriality. Something is being engineered, for example, through
this woman’s stubborm animus criticism against anything she says in meetings
as “shallow and obvious,” despite her many degrees; something is being engi-
neeted through this man's repetition compulsion of masochistic abasement
before prostitutes, through rhis woman’s suicide attempts. Something very spe-
cific is communicating—that the first woman does not go far enough down
into her own depths to speak her own voice but instead says what she thinks
is expected, and she discovers that it is not what she knows that is asked for
but what she is; that hiding in this man’s perversion, and sheltered all these
years by it, is a small boy wounded in both his aggressiveness and his need to
venerate something beyond himself; that this woman’s suicide attempts were
something to fall back on when her ego gets exhausted (see Ulanov and
Ulanov 1994, 344-45; Ulanov 1996a/2004; 1996b/2004, chapters 3 and 10).

The Self is an archetype by which Jung means “instinctual forms
of mental functioning. They are not inherited ideas, but mentally
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expressed instincts, forms and not contents” {Jung 1975, 16 November
1959, 521). Another word for archetype is primordial image which
has a collective generalized quality and expresses our human tendency
to picture our instinctive life in mythological motifs, fairy tales, folk-
lore, religious symbolism. An example that surprised me was an
analysand describing his desperate experience of his overwhelming
work schedule. It is like being chained to a wheel, he said, just relent-
lessly grinding you down. 1 registered a small shock of recognition, but
had to go look up the myth to be sure. It was Ixion tied to the wheel
in punishment for trying to seduce Hera. That bore on an element in
our transference-countertransference field and helped me see more
clearly the meaning of his not appearing for sessions (because of work
deadlines) but paying for them, saying, | pay for availability, hence
having me but not actually being with me and the work with the psy-
che. | too was bound to a wheel going nowhere. Jung says, “I don’t
know whether the archetype is ‘true’ or not. 1 only know that it lives
and that | have not made it” (Jung 1975, 13 June 1955, 258).

The Self is not only an archetype but the centering archetype of the
layer of the psyche Jung calls objective, as that pattern of energy that
gathers the various primordial images that turn up in a person’s psyche
into a coherent whole. In his long study of Nietzsche, Jung gives the
example of Zarathustra as the old man archetype that appears “in times
of trouble, when mankind is in a state of confusion, when an old orien-
tation has been lost and a new one is needed” (Jung 1988, vol. 1, 24).
(We might say this characterizes our time now, the beginning of this new
century and millennium. ) “In that moment the father of all prophets, the
wise old man, ought to appear to give a new revelation, to give birth to a
new truth.” But Nietzsche could not metabolize this powerful image,
could not relate to Zarathustra, by balancing it with integrating what he
called “the ugliest man” (ibid., 702) that he had to “swallow the toad”
(ibid., 255). Jung thinks Nietzsche intuited his end while writing this
book, “that it was going to finish him, and in fact his disease began soon
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