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Robert Bly and Daniel Deardorff, at Bly’s conference on the Great Mother and the New Father, cf. 2003

THE OTHER 


WITHIN
 
“This book is a well, a portal, a very carefully tended path into the mysteries of myth. It is also a map, a worthwhile one for learning how to transcend the complexities and challenges faced by individuals on entering this Earth. It is a must-read for those wanting to understand boldness of heart in the face of adversity.”
MIGUEL RIVERA, MUSICIAN, 
MENTOR, TRANSLATOR, AND TEACHER
“The Other Within is liberating. Deardorff frees us from the oppressive weight of the ideal, the perfect, and draws our gaze toward the borderlands where we catch glimpses of what has been outcast. The trail that Deardorff invites us to follow through the brambles of the psyche is not easy or comforting. His is a work of descent, an invitation into the depths of soul. It is here that we discover the medicine needed by our struggling world. We enter the hive of vulnerability, sorrow, uncertainty, and shame and recover our shared humanity. This book is a blessing to anyone who ever felt estranged from the shimmering world.”
FRANCIS WELLER, MFT,
AUTHOR OF THE WILD 
EDGE OF SORROW
“Deardorff’s masterpiece weaves a tempestuous spell that tosses us into shadowy depths where we might encounter that strange and strangely familiar one within who is, blessedly, an outcast from the life-destroying, conformist-consumer culture precisely because they understand their destined role in shaping the mysterious new world calling to us in the night. The Other Within is one of the few books I recommend to those learning to guide others on the descent to soul.”
BILL PLOTKIN, PH.D.,
AUTHOR OF SOULCRAFT AND WILD 
MIND
“I read the first sentence and was stopped in my tracks: ‘Denial is contagious and facts are an addictive substitute for truth.’ I told Daniel that I could spend my whole life on just this sentence. When Deardorff writes about walking among the ashes, it reminds us that there is a cost to the wisdom journey; there is a cost to freedom. This true and crooked path has gifts for us no matter the wound. With Trickster Wisdom through myths, he shows us the way deeper into ourselves and, by doing so, connects us more to each other.”
QUANITA ROBERSON, COAUTHOR 
OF THE INNERGROUND 
RAILROAD
“Daniel Deardorff searches through our mythic inheritance for the radical otherness that allows the human soul to find and handle the contradictions and oppositions inherent in all of life. With insight and wit, he finds the beauty within disfigurement, the worthiness of crooked things, and the essential genius hidden in the outcast. He offers an imagination of the transgressive, an inventive trickster intelligence that revalues the necessary otherness found both in the margins of culture and in the depths of the individual soul.”
MICHAEL MEADE, AUTHOR OF
AWAKENING THE SOUL
“As I said to fellow wordsmith Michael Ventura just before I went on stage to play drums with Danny, ‘maybe Deardorff should be Jim Morrison’s replacement. He won’t be wearing leather pants, but his depth of soul is a match.’”
JOHN DENSMORE, AUTHOR OF
THE SEEKERS, THE 
DOORS: UNHINGED, 
AND RIDERS ON THE STORM
“The storyteller casts spells. The spells that Daniel Deardorff wove spell out the dark myths of othering that rule the world we have created and that warps our relationship to one another and to the Earth. It is most often from the margin or from exile, from the othered, the deviant (physical, racial, ethnic, religious, sexual) that enlightenment and the prophet comes. Never have we more needed to hear the voices of our healer storytellers such as Danny tell and elucidate for us the healing myths.”
RAFAEL JESÚS GONZÁLEZ, 
POET LAUREATE OF BERKELEY, CALIFORNIA
“The boundlessness of Daniel Deardorff’s soul, the ferocity and tenderness of his heart rang like a struck bell within each person who came upon his path. In him the divine was constantly working on itself, puzzling its favorite koan: In what sort of body, in what kind of creature, can I most exuberantly dance? This lucid book masquerades as a work of scholarship. Watch it waltz you over the cliff.”
DAVID ABRAM, AUTHOR OF
THE SPELL OF THE SENSUOUS
AND BECOMING ANIMAL
“Because the important figure of the Trickster has eluded many in our modern culture, I urge you to read Daniel Deardorff on the subject. In this amazing study of the real and imagined ‘other,’ he has given a valuable roadmap to the profound regions of Story.”
GIOIA TIMPANELLI, AUTHOR OF
SOMETIMES THE SOUL
“At any moment when it seems like we have squandered the spiritual journey and feel like an outcast, we might just stumble into unexpected illumination. Deardorff ’s The Other Within is a unique contribution to our understanding of the inner quest. It shows us how to see the extraordinary beauty in our brokenness.”
JONATHAN YOUNG, PH.D., 
PSYCHOLOGIST, FOUNDING CURATOR 
OF THE JOSEPH CAMPBELL ARCHIVES
“The Other Within challenges our understanding to grasp not only the conundrum of our mutually destructive impulses but the very roots of the human imagination. Deardorff ’s book will reward the seeker with its kaleidoscopic range of knowledge to explain that the fearsome stranger approaching is our own visage in the mirror.”
PAUL KLEYMAN, NATIONAL 
COORDINATOR OF THE JOURNALISTS NETWORK 
ON GENERATIONS
“Unflinching, sometimes uncomfortable, always brave and provocative, this is a book like no other.”
ELLEN DISSANAYAKE, AUTHOR OF 
HOMO AESTHETICUS
“Daniel’s polio made him crooked; his heart made him true. We all can be true if we listen to Daniel, not only with our ears but also with our hearts.”
DR. RICHARD L. BRUNO, 
DIRECTOR OF THE INTERNATIONAL CENTRE 
FOR POLIO EDUCATION
“The telling of myths is medicine for the soul. Danny is, thanks to his brilliant work in The Other Within, just an amazing medicine man the likes of whom will never be seen in this world again. If you had the opportunity to see and hear him, you know how blessed of a man he was and how he blessed all of us who had the privilege and honor to be in his presence. What a remarkable story weaver.”
JOHN LEE, AUTHOR OF
ODD ONE OUT 
AND THE FLYING BOY

 
 
Note to the Reader Regarding a Glossary of Terms in The Other Within
In this work, the author has coined several new words and definitions. He also uses lesser-known words and terms. A glossary is provided at the back of this book. The first time these words or terms appear they are marked with an asterisk.
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Songs written and performed by Daniel Deardorff are accessible for readers at this URL.

https://mythsingerlegacy.org/the-other-within-songs
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FOREWORD
Thrown Out the Window
By Robert Simmons
It was a wound that brought me to meet Daniel Deardorff. And I will always be grateful for it.
I was attending Robert Bly’s Great Mother Conference in 2003 and had been thrilled by the beauty of the poetry, the music, and the amazing talks being presented. Among the early highlights were Daniel’s singing, and his elucidation of his upcoming book, The Other Within. But my joy soon had a hole in it. A few derisive words, offhandedly spoken as a “joke” to the group, went into my heart like a sword. Suddenly I felt like an Outsider—excluded from the flock—among them but not one of them. Walking alone that afternoon, I caught sight of Daniel, sitting in his wheelchair, by himself in an open field. I went over to him, and soon we were talking. I told him about the hurt I was feeling.
Daniel grinned wryly and said, “Oh! Congratulations! You’ve been thrown out the window. All the most interesting people are out here.”
That conversation led to a lifelong friendship between us, and much learning for me.

[image: image]
Daniel was no stranger to woundedness. As a young child, he was one of the last people in America to be stricken by polio. The illness was bad, and it led to a series of disastrous experimental surgeries that left his body twisted and scarred. Yet this was not the only injury. The fact of his physical wounds triggered weird reactions in people, which kept them from actually seeing him. Hence, he was frequently, if unconsciously, consigned by them to Outsiderhood, to Otherness.
As we talked, Daniel spoke of offering one’s wound up as a sacrificial gift. The wound/gift was to be envisioned as a barter with the divine, for we know not what. And what comes to us, whatever it is, must be viewed as the gift in return. This, he made clear, is the way to renounce victimhood.
Later during the conference, when Daniel played his guitar and sang one of his songs, “Burning Windows,” I found myself weeping.
I understand the Angels now
Who envy our lives here
And all the great mistakes we make
And all the things we fear
For we are guided by our wounds
As surely as the stars
If you want to read your destiny
It is written in your scars . . .
These scars are what Deardorff calls “dire gifts.” In reading this book, you will have the precious, daunting opportunity to reflect upon your own, and to see how they indeed shape your destiny. This journey requires a descent into life’s contradictions, and the examination of one’s wounds. If you find your courage, deep in what Daniel called “the nest of your loneliness,” you may realize what it is to be fully alive.
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The Other Within is a dire gift of a book. It is 
difficult, in direct proportion to the truth it conveys. One’s ego may squirm, 
but the soul will find deep nourishment. I will not try to summarize what Daniel 
says, for I can’t match his eloquence. Nor would I want to spoil your epiphanies 
by warning you about what’s coming. Dive in.
ROBERT SIMMONS

INTRODUCTION
The City and the Forest
By Robert Bly
THIS BOOK CONCENTRATES with a fierce vision on two opposing or contrary forces, civilization with its fixed structures on the one hand, and the authentic life of dream, darkness, and genius on the other. On the side of civilization, we have domestic comforts, the steady life, the fixed order of the intellect, securities of various sorts, and the promise of good things to those who obey. As opposites, we have “the whole divine night,” the mysteries of the forest, the madness of the underworld, the lunacy of the moon, the weird road, the wildness of the deer and the whale, the descent, the dive of the genius away from rationality, the ecstasy of art.
Having been brought down by polio in his earliest years, Deardorff finds himself a natural spokesman for the wounded emotional body, the deer pierced by darts, the man or woman on the weird road.
Deardorff is a true inheritor of Joseph Campbell. He is persistent about the intelligence inside the myth. And he gives weight to the wounded emotional body which people on the road of descent possess. He notices that the man or woman who is crippled or fiercely outcast or deformed has an honorary place in the house of mysteries.
Deardorff presents dozens of powerful examples from myth and literature of the contrary states of civilization and weirdness. The civilized king, Gilgamesh, stands for the socialized self, and the wild man, Enkidu, for the second self, the spiritual twin, the daimon. Deardorff discusses how the socialized Gilgamesh is opposite to Enkidu, and he shows how the two “I’s” they represent take many forms in our daily lives. He mentions that the King in Iron John contrasts in a similar way with the hairy man who lives at the bottom of the pond. These are huge subjects for a short book, but Deardorff has done well, even brilliantly. No one else writing today is able to follow these associative roads to the unconscious.
Literally, he has kept his standards high in his language and style as well, so that the book is a pleasure to read. Reading this book, we hear better what Juan Ramon Jiménez was talking of when he declares “I am not I” in his poem that begins:
I am not I. I am this one
walking beside me whom I do not see.

OVERTURE
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Raven Whispers & Forbidden Doors
DENIAL IS CONTAGIOUS and facts are an addictive substitute for truth. All the 
fact-finding missions in the world cannot convince humankind to face this one 
troublesome secret. If only we gave credence to those half-heard whispers of the 
twin ravens who perch on our shoulders each morning. Imagine the difference in 
our world: contrary mysteries chattered in opposite ears—life and death, sun and 
moon, future and past, self and other—confusing the rational mind but reaching 
and informing a wholehearted wisdom. A different world indeed.
The fluent associativity of such thought and memory, whispered to the heart by the voice of myth, has gone unheeded far too long. Neither dogma, nor ethics, nor rule-of-law can speak precisely to the unique depths of the individual person. Only myth, in its sweeping ability to constellate an array of contradictory meanings, has the power to awaken, within the private and particular moment, an immediate sense of what matters most.
There is the “Other” who stands at the margin within society and at once at the edge of consciousness within each individual. The orphaned part of us thrills to every story of the child lost to lowly circumstance; while unbeknownst to the false parents, the child is really the great wizard, the true king or queen, the secret champion waiting to rise from ignominy to a just and rightful destiny. Yet many a noble soul does not rise—they live in “permanent outsiderhood”—the undesirable misfit, tolerated but never truly welcome. As The Other Within wanders through the forest of myth and the alleyways of empire, we may catch a sense of meaning and value—discovering that which matters most—hidden in the perennial human circumstance of Otherness.
From the perspective of civil-society, that which is not proper, or normal, or accepted is deemed to evince a social or moral “disfigurement, ugliness, or crookedness.”1 Plants become weeds, animals become vermin, ideas become heresy and treason, and people become infidel, outcast, misbegotten. This deeming and damning perspective seems immoveable, yet many of the old stories speak to a magical shift: the loathsome beastly shape transformed by a “blessing kiss”—an act of fidelity, love, and valor—as in the strange predicament of “The Dame Ragnelle”:
Her stepmother had by necromancy enchanted her; and she was condemned to remain under that loathsome shape until the best knight of England should wed her and yield to her the sovereignty of all his body and goods. “Thus was I deformed,” she said.2
When Sir Gawain grants her the “blessing kiss” and the “sovereignty,” Ragnelle becomes a radiant beauty. Yet, one must ask, is this magical shift a transformation of form or of perception? And is it possible that perception alone can alter form?
THERE IS THE “GENIUS” who stands beside, before, and beyond us: “The tutelary god or attendant spirit allotted to every person at his birth, to govern his fortunes and determine his character, and finally to conduct him out of the world.”3 The power of this Genius is to deform: “de” meaning to remove, and “form” meaning the visible aspect. To remove the visible aspect is to disclose the interior shape in an aesthetic rupture, or gnostic flood of luminous interiority. The old tribal initiators used this rupture to divert ordinary perception and awaken the imagination to the Mystery of life. In the context of the present work, imagination is understood to be the sum total of all one’s capacities.4 Moreover, “Imagination,” as defined by Gaston Bachelard, is “the faculty of deforming the images offered by perception.”5
While my personal life has been immeasurably shaped and informed by a literal deformity of body, the reader should not confuse the author’s deformity with the deforming powers of imagination. To be clear, the Genius of Deformity is much more than a vantage afforded by alterity, nor is it a mere capacity of human intelligence—it is the extra-human agent of imagination. It is our lost and longed for twin: the not-I,* the wild-one, the paraclete,* the wounded-healer, the daimon,* the vengeful-guardian-angel, whom we forgot the day we were born, and from whom the walls of social order have kept us divided. Otherness of any kind—cultural, racial, religious, sexual, physiognomic—presents a de-formation which effaces the veil of social, ideological, and physical “structure.” Thus, it is offering or threatening the ultimate disclosure—deeper than “appearance”—that totality of reality which can be understood, not by explication, but only by the artful subtlety of what is implied.6 The “implicate” is the deep-song, the Ghost River, the complex and ever-shifting imagery of myth that has, for a few, revealed and revised the isolating wounds of Otherness to be the common ground of human understanding, compassion, and meaning.
____________
*When specialized glossary terms are presented without immediate definition in the
text, an asterisk will alert you that the definition can be found in this book’s glossary.

Facing the Other within us presents a terrifying difficulty. The trouble is vividly portrayed in a crucial moment of the tale “Maria Morevna”: handing us the keys to the palace she, the great warrior queen, declares, “I must go to battle. In my absence you have the run of things, anything you desire, all is open to you save one small room in the deepest dungeon; that door you must, on no account, seek to prise open.” If we obey her interdiction the status quo remains undisturbed—nothing happens—and we live a cheerful mediocrity. Yet in quiet moments we may feel a distressing call to the dark rooms hidden in the dungeons of the psyche; the doors are locked, bolted, chained, and long rusted shut. Tacitly forbidden, they are kept out of mind. Thus, the people at the center of things are buoyantly ignorant, while those at the edge are burdened with a bewildering gravity. In the unknown darkness behind the door something nameless longs for the arrival of one with the cunning and grace to grasp the key. The initiatory journey of ordeals, awe, and thunderbolts will begin the moment we open that door. On the other reluctant hand, the requisite cost of denial is the endless task of finding some person, group, or nation to scapegoat—the great civilizing strategy—foisting our defects onto Others.
The prohibitive cost of denying Otherness could not be more crucial to the survival of the human race. Our mass refusal to face the “Other within” has engendered a regimen of sociopolitical atrocities, genocidal horrors, and environmental devastations—a virulent storm of global proportions. Contrary to the tenets of foreign policy and social activism, a remedy for this aggressive pandemic cannot be mediated, legislated, or enforced at a global, regional, or municipal level; it can only begin at the root, within each individual (intra-personally*), and within our nearest and most intimate relations (inter-personally*). It is therefore in this small and most private of territories that the potential for a truly humane society begins.
ODIN, THE RAVEN GOD, often came masked as a wanderer; an unexpected guest, appearing on the doorstep at twilight to test our trust and generosity. The wisdom to shield Glory in a cloak of shame is the oldest mercy of the gods. Only thus can it come amongst us. As to how he knew when and whom to visit, they say that Odin had two ravens who left his side only in the half-light of dawn. Returning to his shoulders in the full-light of morning they whispered the whole world condition to his heart; an irrational but imaginal means of gathering information, and a mythic lesson we can only hope to emulate.
Like a door slammed in the Wanderer’s face the social and psychological rejection of Otherness constitutes a clear attack on the imaginal intelligence of the soul. Suffering the violations of perceived and projected deformity one’s “identity” is split: divided into insider and outsider, worthy and worthless, above and below. That which is above we adore and aspire to personify, that which is beneath us we disdain and hold in contempt. This deeming duality of superior/ inferior is the core of civilization’s method (i.e., conquest, oppression, and exploitation). The discourse of human rights seeks to challenge the inaccuracy of the imposed category “inferior.” Nevertheless, just as Jerome Rothenberg asserts that “primitive means complex,”7 the assertion herein entails an equally contrary inversion: “inferior means powerful.” If rational thought is superior to myth, then it will be in myth’s inferiority that the greater efficacy and power reside.
A myth is a story that tells a sacred truth without the use of facts. Myth discloses value: not “values” in the moralistic or politically-correct sense, but intrinsic “value” as valor, valent, revaluation, revelation, insight to essence and meaning. The illogical and transgressive manner by which myth works to reverse, revise, and deform our typical ideas and beliefs resembles the Mythic Trickster, the many named, shape-shifting, gender-bending, ambi-valent adventurer—Coyote, Raven, Legba, Loki, Tokwaj, et al. The Trickster comes as harbinger and exemplar of Deformity’s Genius and mythopoeic* intelligence, embodying and articulating the powerful inferiority employed to leap the split between one’s exterior and interior life.
IN MY WRITING I generally refuse the use of personal anecdote: the following paragraph, then, stands as an uncharacteristic departure. The summer this book was completed, no longer writing, I felt a strange disquiet, my heart echoed with a clear imperative: “Don’t just say it, make it real.” I didn’t want to, and I’d sworn I never would. Not by happenstance, but by intention—not the stage of the elite performer, but downtown on a crowded corner—for the first time in my life, I took my archetypally appointed place, in my wheelchair, guitar in hand: I sang the blues for loose change. In some eyes I saw the “piteous cripple,” in others the “courageous angel.” Singing in the tension between the masks, I tested my actions against my words:
To grasp the significance of the mask, it must be recalled that the mask itself is a story. It is crucial to objectify the imposed identity as “the masked persona,” which “is then deployed to tell stories,” and most importantly, stories told subjectively, personally, from a “very specific vantage point”—from the deeper standpoint of identity prior to identification.8
If I mistakenly identify my “Self” with the state of piteousness or courageousness, I assume the limits and privileges of that state (social status), consequently losing touch with my innate and implicit value—my “story”—identity prior to identification.
Given the prevalent confusion between perceived-status and innerbeing, William Blake says we must: “Distinguish therefore States from Individuals in those States. / States Change: but Individual Identities never change nor cease.”9 Polarized identifications, such as piteous/ courageous, ugly/beautiful, inferior/superior, are masks which obscure identity. Lao Tzu says: “In my obscurity is my value. That’s why the wise wear their jade under common clothes.”10 In other words, as Blake has it: “Shame is Pride’s cloke.”11 In order to distinguish the external status—the shameful common clothes—from the interior identity one must remain connected to the value of “jade” and “Pride” obscured and cloaked within. And yet, no matter how grand or degrading the mask may be, it is never just a facade, it has a life of its own, it is a story. If we refuse to learn the stories of whatever masks life bequeaths to us, we will never understand what people see when they look our way.
The challenge to accept the imposed identity as a useful cloak while upholding interiority requires a kind of ambi-dexterous, ambi-valent juggling of inner and outer truths—juglito ergo sum.12 The Trickster’s mythopoeic ambivalence (ambi = both + valent = of worth) teaches us to hold contraries in creative tension—coincidentia oppositorum*—without dropping, devaluing, or denying one over the other. As in Lao Tzu, “being and nonbeing arise together; hard and easy complete each other; high and low depend on each other,”13 so in Blake, “Without Contraries is no progression.”14 Thus, we escape the cut of duality’s one-sided blade. To deny inferiority, in a half-hearted (mono-valent) effort to “claim a just and rightful destiny,” is to abdicate and forfeit imagination—turning our backs on the shadowy roots of wisdom—whereupon a full half the heart is exiled.
Lacking imagination, the “value” of human-life—and of all life—is reckoned as a mere commodity. Even “Love” as Blake said, “becomes a State, when divided from Imagination.”15 There is a slippery correlation between the obscurity of Lao Tzu’s “value” and the imaginal life of Blake’s “love”: in a world where love and value have become the favored tools of exploitation, the fidelious authenticity which bears the “blessing kiss” goes underground; out of sight, out of mind, abiding in the cold black dungeon. Meanwhile, the best chance of remembering our inner value, in the face of such overwhelming avarice, ignorance, and prejudice, is Trickster-wisdom: obscurity, eccentricity, lunacy, wildness, deformity—such is the “subversive virtue”16 of William Blake and Lao Tzu: twin ravens flown from opposites ends of space and time, they are paragons of Deformity’s Genius, far ahead of us on the path. Now and then, a black feather drifts down at our feet, showing us the way.
IN THE GREAT STORMS of life the rose and thistle blossoms of status wither and blow away, revealing that which we cared for least to be constant and faithful to self and soul—to that which matters most. Reinterpreting inferiority as an opening to the real and vital interiority will not put an end to castigation and oppression, yet perhaps it can inform the “style” with which one walks this difficult road.
It would appear the better course to steer clear of such a hard path; many will avoid it, others have no choice, and a few will make their way by a blend of compulsion and free will. Blake says: “Improvement makes strait roads, but the crooked roads without Improvement are roads of Genius”17; standing at the crossroads of the “crooked” and the “straight,” the “formal” and the “de-formed,” Lao Tzu proclaims: “True straightness looks crooked.”18The Other Within takes that crooked and precipitous way which Robert Bly has called “the Road of Ashes.”19 Walking among ashes one may feel the grief of loss and resentment. If one walks far enough, the ashes are no longer personal; we feel the grief of sacrifice and fidelity. These are the ashes of the bison, of the Black Forest, of Hiroshima, Auschwitz, Tulsa, and Wounded Knee. It is not an inviting or desirable road; it is the left-hand path of departure from the ordinary life. True and crooked, the path descends before us offering a chance, a priceless and devastating hope—in the words of poet Roque Dalton:
Love becomes a diamond because it had the chance to become ashes.20

PRELUDE
[image: image]


Songs of the Dog-Man
Every human being, in the infinite variety of body and soul, comes into this world, so unique and so alike, with so much promise; each one prepared and appointed for the best . . . It’s not going to happen. The promise of life will break—early or late, far and away from the life that might have been—we fall, and thus, we are betrayed. Crushed and broken, this anomalous, aberrant, unimaginable shape of life, strange to the eyes of the pack, if not concealed, means a life of exile. Although, as will be shown, this betrayed condition is ultimately the condition of everyone, there is the considerable matter of degree. Not to establish a comparative hierarchy or heroics of “woundedness,” but simply to make the case herein by reference to its most conspicuous exemplar: the Outsider amongst us—the one with no escape from
That defiling and disfigured shape
The mirror of malicious eyes
Casts upon his eye until at last
He thinks that shape must be his shape . . .1
“Wisdom”—the vision of doom or being doomed to vision—begins in the unforeseen catastrophe which strips away life’s promise, reduces hope to ashes, and leaves one castaway in the original darkness. Consciousness is stripped down to nothing; what remains is what we are.
What remains is the “hierophany* of betrayal”; here is the violent strike of a Thunderbolt—the irrevocable summons to a deeper life—and for a few, the hard-won discovery that the very instrument of betrayal, the Thunderbolt which afflicts them, is also the soul’s invincible core.
The ground of betrayal opens the senses to something ineffable. The “hierophany” (hier = sacred, phany = manifestation) according to Mircea Eliade, “designate[s] the act of manifestation of the sacred.” In addition, he remarks, “It is a fitting term, because it does not imply anything further; it expresses no more than is implicit in its etymological content, i.e., that something sacred shows itself to us.”2 The hierophany, in terms of the present work, is the personal experience of undifferentiated sacrality:* the gnostic influx—in-formance*—of “divine energies” which shape and orient the whole being to accord with an ever shifting cosmos. Again, in Eliade’s words: “the hierophany reveals an absolute fixed point, a center.”3 However, this coming to center is not the beatific “silver lining,” the dawn after the night, the light at the end of the tunnel—it is the lightning-bolt-trident of Shiva, by which life is destroyed and created at once. Moreover, for those thus stricken, the hierophany perpetuates and redoubles the circumstance of betrayal; if our society marked us as undesirable before, now wielding the de-structuring, de-forming, visionary Thunderbolt, we shall be anathema.
“Betrayal”—to be traded, delivered, handed over, no longer held, dropped—is the crisis of a rupture in the veil of the ordinary-life. A violation in which we are in-formed by assault: dis-possession, disappointment, dis-ease; every indignity, every wound, every curse, every tragic fall brings us to this crossroads.
The contrary roads of this exterior/interior intersection seem to represent a choice; but the power of the crossroads will not be found in dualities: in either/or, black or white decisions; where choosing one denies the other. The potency of the crossroads lies in Novalis’s “seat”: where the inner-world and the outer-world meet and overlap. Here is the dialectic betwixt-and-between, the both-and,* the neither-nor. And this must not be confused with the middle way of compromise and reconciliation, rather, it is the emergent Third-way of holding the tension while participating fully in both extremes of the contradiction. To “choose one way” or “hold the tension” presents the vast but subtle difference between being robbed or making a sacrifice.
The crux of this disjunction lies in the dissonance between the image-of-self as reflected, inter-personally, in the mirror of society’s “malicious eyes,” and the other image-of-self, intra-personally, in the mirror of one’s soul. When the tension between these disparate reflections cannot be endured, the attendant crisis results in exile from one sphere or the other—i.e., either society or the heart. This crisis is definitively portrayed by Morris Berman:
The shock is not that an Other exists, but that you realize that you are an Other for other Others. What now opens up, and deepens until age eight, and is something you are condemned to deal with for the rest of your life, is that an interpretation can be put upon you that is antagonistic to what you feel about yourself.4
This disjunction is the consequence of an imposed “shape,” an external “status” assigned to an exotic deformity, weakness, or poverty (and sometimes, ironically, assigned to exotic beauty, wealth, or strength) where the imposed inter-personal status is experienced as a violation—a disfigurement and disqualification of the intra-personal implicate interior-shape:
All deformities are signs of mysteries which may be either benign or malign. Like all anomalies, the first emotion they arouse may be one of repugnance, but this is a ground or a sign of being favoured, by the concealment of something very precious which requires great pains if it is to be acquired. This explains the mingled fear and respect in which African society holds the feeble-minded, the halt and, especially, the blind, the latter being judged able to see beyond the outward appearance of things To understand the anomaly, one must overstep the normal bounds of judgment. In so doing one gains a deeper knowledge of the mysteries of being and of life. . . . It is a commonplace that the blind are often regarded as “seers” in the sense of being “second-sighted” or clairvoyant. In the same way, deaf people may be regarded as being “clair-audiant.” Deformity makes its victim the benign or malign intercessor between the known and the unknown, the dark and the bright side of nature, this world and the beyond.5
The deformed, limbless and handicapped have this in common, that they are marginalized by human or “daylight” society, since their “evenness” is affected, and must perforce now belong to the other order, that of darkness, be it celestial or infernal, divine or satanic . . . the odd man out can carry the meaning of someone who has offended the social code, either criminally or heroically. Both criminal and hero derive from the sacred.6
Any oddness then—in visage, action, or thought—can mark the oddman-out. Deformity, or lack of “evenness,” is not limited to physiognomy. And yet the stricken one is “favoured, by the concealment of something very precious which requires great pains if it is to be acquired.”
This concealed and precious “something” cannot be seen or known in any ordinary sense: “To understand the anomaly, one must overstep the normal bounds of judgment”; that is to say, beyond right and wrong, the fall into oddness is a “step” toward the wyrd-doom* of destiny—toward the expression of one’s apportioned cup of Mystery and sacrality. Rilke says:
Those in need have to step forward,
have to say: I am blind,
or: I’m about to go blind,
or: nothing is going well with me,
or: I have a sick child,
or: right there I’m sort of glued together . . .
They have to sing; if they didn’t sing, everyone
would walk past, as if they were fences or trees . . .
But God himself comes and stays a long time
when the world of half-people start to bore him.
In this, his title poem of “The Voices,”7 Rilke articulates each voice in the
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