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Petite, twenty-one, Jill Bonneau ambled about
examining the yellow-taped off research area on the first floor of
the Jung Hill Institute of Literature. She wore blue overalls, a
grey work shirt and ankle-hiking boots. Jill loved her job as a
literature research assistant, but more importantly, she love
excavating the Jung Hill Hall of Literature in Berlin, Germany.

The job was an extraordinary achievement for
someone so young, just out of Paris University--a dream job; her
dream job. She received a stipend and a pink pail and told her
assistant, Jacques Rabaud a young French assistant, she would meet
him at the Jung Hill Literature site. The two extroverted
scientists found Carl Jung's life worthy of exploration and had
studied his human motivations, which had created the psychoanalysis
school known as analytical psychology.

They viewed the reported basement of the Jung
Hill structure as the introverted aspect of the facility. This was
because Jung said everyone had an extroverted and a more social
nature, and an introverted, less social nature, aspect to his or
her being.

When Jorg Zweig discovered the possible floor
inside the fourteen-floor research facility, many people didn't
believe him. That certainly would destabilize the building. In
addition, from excavation, they would be creating structural
changes to the Jung Hill Hall.

Many valuable records of Carl Jung remained
at the site because the board refused to lend them to some other
academic institutions for fear of people forgetting to return them.
Jacques Rabaud said before all the Press started arriving, "Jorg
Zweig should have been selected to join me on this project."

"Jacques, it's settled now. Nowadays, it's
rare the original discoverers are allowed to do the excavation when
such important work lies ahead," Jill said, admiring Jacques tanned
hiking pants, work boots and grey work shirt.

Jill's ginger hair brought a certain
attention to her. Her naturally tanned skin gave the impression she
might have been born back in the day, right after the Moors were
kicked out of Spain and western France. She weighed about one
hundred and thirty pounds and stood five feet, nine inches tall.
Several magazines photographing the ground breaking, wanted Jill to
pose in her underwear holding a shovel, but Jill refused.

They said she looked like Marilyn Monroe
dressed as a scientist.

"That's just making me the object, when the
bones in the possible basement hall complex of the Jung Hill
institute are the objects," Jill said cautiously holding her pink
pail in front of her sex.

The pink pail was a large bucket that might
hold water, dirt, and bone remains or anything they might discover
under the foundation of the building. Jacques had already recovered
two coins and deposited them in the pink pail.

Jill's remained high because the Goths had
used the coins as their money in ancient Germany.

So far, the digging had proceeded according
to plan and all that remained was to take a series of photographs
documenting things. In particular, this was to also be as Jacques
Rabaud and Jill Bonneau spoke to the crowd of select fellow
scientist, doctors, philosophers, literature, pundits and eager
photographers from the Press.

 


 


Jill squatted down and took hold of half of
what looked like a metal lid to a great container, and Jacques
squatted holding the other side of the rusted metal lid.

“In position long enough,” Jill said, "I'm
going to lift this latch and will find out if there’s a basement
hall underneath, like Jorg Zweig's x-rays proposed."

Right before she and Jacques lifted the lid,
a reporter asked "Did you know Jorg Zweig is suing the Jung Hill
Institute?"

"Jorg is a sweet man. Any other man might be
jealous under these circumstances," Jill said, with a bob of her
head and a strain in her face and the flexing of her thighs and
arms as she and Jacques tried to get the lid free.

Just then, after they'd stopped for a second
to rest, Jill fanned herself and commented, "I'm so glad women
don't have to stay dainty and coy all the time. Excavating Troy was
like this I imagine. Hard, straining work, that put several ugly
expressions on a girl's face from time to time."

She flashed a perfect polite white-toothed
smile as she tied her ginger hair up into a high ponytail.

Cameras flashed

Jacques gave a raspy chuckle. "Why is no one
taking my picture? I'm handsome." Five female photographers who
found it difficult to reach the front ranks, said “We'll take your
picture, Jacques, because the girls in upper grades and at the
university love to see an intelligent and handsome man at
work."

Satisfied from the eight flashes of the
camera, Jill stepped in front of Jacques and said, “We've got work
to do."

Jill and Jacques positioned themselves and
Jill said, "Pull on my count of three!"

Jacques nodded as they squatted and looked
into each other's eyes; Jill's brown eyes and Jacques' blue
eyes.

"One," Jill shouted. "Two!" and the research
couple prepared to lift up, just as the entire floor fell in, still
wrapped by the yellow security ribbon. A dust plume a tenth as big
as a volcanic ash cloud rose into the first floor of the Jung Hill
Research Institute.

Everybody coughed.

Suddenly, all anyone heard was the receding
sound of Jill's and Jacques' falling.

"Help! I'm falling and tumbling!
Jacques!"

"Jill! Jill! I'm right behind you. Help!
Someone toss a rope."

Elaborate hand gestures came from everyone
trying to see where they had gone.

Every camera flashed but they only got the
plumes of curling, rising, grey, brown and black dusty smoke.

 


 


Jill was aware her ginger hair probably
looked blonde or grey now. However, since the centrifugal forces
kept her rolling head and heels down the steep hill below the Jung
Hill's brick and wood foundation, she coughed and sighed. She was
in fate's hands. "Jacques! she called out, as the fading voices of
the group above the receding hole of light at the top, finally
turned silent.

"Jill! I'm here!" he said, his voice tossing
before him and then tossing behind him as he fell around and around
in circles moving down behind Jill.

"I can't stop falling," Jill yelled. She held
onto the pink pail because it was her only link to the surface.
"He-e-e-el-l-l-pppppppppppp!"

Jacques yelled, too.

Finally, they both crashed headfirst into a
large basketful of pears.

 


One of the pears rolled out and slipped right
into the pink pail Jill held. "I think this is a good sign,
Jacques," she replied.

"I hope we've discovered something to get us
back up the hill to civilization."

Jill sat up. "I'm glad I didn't wear a dress
or skort or my underwear would be pretty dirty about now."

"Is that all women can think about is how
they look?" Jacques said, irritated.

"Jacques, you don't have to be afraid of the
dark." Jill got up, carrying the pink pail. "Now let's explore this
place. I am not letting my dream job slip away."

Jacques dusted himself off. He scooped up a
pear and bit into it. "Okay, Looks like we're in the bottom of a
hill, and probably Jung Hill. Did you hear that, Jill?"

Jill turned around excited. She bent down and
picked up another pear to eat. "I'm hungry. This is fate. We were
meant to find these pears at this time. Another month and they'd be
spoiled."

"Jacques," I said, "We're at the bottom of
Jung Hill. That means!"

"Oh my fate! We're in Jung's mind!" She took
another bite. "Keep recording. This is historic."

"If only I had some light," Jacques said.

Jill walked around holding the pail out in
front of her so that it clanged against anything as an early
warning system. Finally, she clanged into something steady, low,
and hard. "A table, Jacques. Small, but it's a table." Jill felt
around, squatting.

The wooden table and all the chairs were
tiny.

"My eyes are adjusting, Jill."

"Mine too, Jacques. I found some candles."
Jill lifted up the half-inch candle.

"Not much light for this place," Jacques
added.

"If we light it, it’ll only last about ten
minutes." Jill put the candle down. Portraits of several men lined
one wall over a couch by a chair and desk. Rich man, Poor man,
Beggerman, Thief, Doctor, Lawyer, Merchant, Chief, Tinker, Tailor,
Soldier and Sailor; they were all there."

"Those must be some of Jung's clients,"
Jacques offered.

Jill flashed a patronizing glance at Jacques
and scoffed, "I’m thinking those are some of the men his women and
girls had to contend with...or heaven forbid, defend themselves
from and then repress the memories in their subconscious
minds."

Jacques' face drained. "That's the entire
male population!"

"Who else do you think are attracted to the
female population, Jacques?"

"In Jung's mind the archetypes and symbols
are of childhood. The childhood Jung," Jacques went on.

Jill's pensive look said it all, but she
offered, "You think this is how Jung saw childhood and he tried to
recreate it, to really see it. You know gain a foot hold."

"Such an honor to be in the childhood of the
great Carl Jung."

"Sorry, I know I'm right, Jacques. The same
problems today existed yesterday." Jill pointed. "Those are the men
in his female client's mind."

"Sexual fantasies probably--if I admit you're
right!" Jacque acquiesced.

"Females like sex. But I say those females
came to Jung for other reasons than their own sexual
fantasies."

Jacques kept feeling his cold palms around
the walls. "Jill this place is amazing. And how about those
portraits of his, mom--"

"And his Dad!"

"This is terrifying--for a child," Jill sat
her pail down.

"Don't loose that. It is our only proof
besides this mp3 recorder that we exist.

"I won't lose my pail, Jacques." She shook
her head. "You worry way too much, Jacques. Have a little hope that
things are going to work out. What's the worse that can happen;
perhaps we fall in love!"

She laughed.

Jacques laughed more slowly. "You mean we
might be down here forever?"

"Now, I didn't say that, Jacques---just talk
into the mp3 recorder. I like hearing the sound of your voice."

Jacques continued to talk. "We all dream, and
dreams mean things significant to the waking consciousness. This
Jung taught us. He also taught us that we all want to make sense of
our reality. Symbols best served this purpose."

"Okay, enough talk already, Jacques. I'm
going to light the candles."

She squatted and sat down in the tiny pink
chair, because the tiny blue chair was on the other side and
Jacques practically blocked her way to it.

"These matches are so small--there." The hiss
of the match sent off the precursor smell of sulfur. "Ouch. Dang
match is gone out." Jill lit another and hurriedly brought the
candle to the flame this time, instead of the other way around.

"Better, Jill."

"Read me a story, Jacques."

"What's gotten into you, Jill? We're here on
business."

"I'm not going to miss this moment to see
what Carl Jung stored in his childhood mind." She handed him the
small dusty brown cloth book.

"I can't get my fingers around the edges."
Jacques laid the book down. He picked up one of the burnt
matchsticks and tried to open the cover. "This is the memory of
Carl Jung's younger self. Not his separate version of myself. This
is just a drawer of my brain. Like one stores collections together.
Memory slots enable everyone to be more efficient."

"Truly, Carl Jung lived ahead of his times,"
Jill stretched her legs. The pear sat in her pink pail. "So, we're
in this childhood drawer of Carl Jung."

"That means we're safe," Jacques said,
turning his attention to everything in the small space.

Jill viewed the whole space while Jacques
read. She noticed the little coat, glosses and




































































































































THE END
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