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    To my recently departed brother. May we meet again.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Clocks slay time… time is dead as long as it is being clicked off by little wheels; only when the clock stops does time come to life. -
William Faulkner
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Chapter 1. The Tower
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“Vocatus atque non vocatus deus aderit.”

It was not at all easy to find. The village was small but scattered, and a fair walk from the Bahnhof at Rapperswil. You could take the train from Zurich that ran along the north side of the Zürichsee and be there in less than forty minutes. After alighting from the train, I wandered south and west towards the lakeside and village of Bollingen, knowing the tower to be located somewhere along the shoreline.

After perhaps twenty minutes of walking, constantly glancing to my left and to the south, I found myself strolling alongside a fenced and forested enclosure, perhaps half an acre in size. The lake could be glimpsed through the trees, perhaps fifteen or twenty feet lower than the road I was on.  There had been no sign, no indication whatsoever, as to the whereabouts of the village or, indeed, the tower itself. This didn’t overly surprise me; I never really expected it to be signposted; it was, after all, a private dwelling, not a tourist destination.

As I peered through the trees that lined the lower part of the hill, I became aware of a building resting right on the shoreline itself. It struck me as quite unique in its architectural style, and stood directly on the lakeside. The shape of the building however, even from this angle, was familiar. I had seen several pictures of it before, mostly in biographies of Carl Jung. These were the days long before the internet even existed, so I had no access to e-maps or even images unless I cared to carry them with me.

To my eyes, the tower looked almost medieval; a low, yet imposing, structure looking out like a sentinel southwards over the broad expanse of the Zürichsee.

I wasn’t at all sure what to do. Originally, when I had chosen to go to Zurich, I’d had a vague desire simply to see the place firsthand. Now I was actually there though, I wanted a closer look. I tried the wooden doorway in the wall on the left side of the building, but found it to be firmly locked. I circled back around the building, arriving at the lakeside to the right of the small, squat tower.

The thought crossed my mind that maybe I could peek around the far wall but, on reaching that point, it wasn’t at all obvious how. I hesitated for a moment, but the lake at this location was shallow and I realised that it wouldn’t be at all difficult to paddle in from the lakeside itself. The silence permeated everything, only disturbed by the odd ripple from the lake against the shore or the occasional tweet from a romantically inclined bird. The road was sufficiently far, and sufficiently unused, to render any sounds irrelevant. The sheer stillness of the place felt, to me at least, to be almost beyond time. As if the passing of the seasons meant nothing in this context, in this place.

I sat on the low bank beside the See and took off my shoes and socks, rolled my jeans up above the knees, and put a tentative foot into the cold waters of the lake. Just beneath the surface the jagged rocks made my progress a little unsteady as I balanced from one foot to another, carefully making my way around the side of the small wall that guarded the loggia.

Rounding the wall, I stepped up onto what appeared to be a low landing-stage. I sat down on some rough-hewn sandstone blocks that formed a low wall, perhaps eighteen inches high, and looked out onto the See. It felt strange to find myself here at last. I enjoyed the afternoon sun as it gently warmed the skin of my face while I attempted to dry my feet. The air felt very fresh. I drew it deep into my lungs. Sitting there in that timeless scene, I felt a sense of existing, in some strange way, almost outside of time. The waters of the See had lapped this shore for centuries past, the wind blown through the trees.

After enjoying the stillness for a few minutes, I became aware of a gentle, mostly rhythmic sound. Looking over to my right, I could see a very small skiff with its canvas sail tied to the boom;  there was barely a breath of wind on the lake that day. The man aboard the skiff had resorted to rowing. I wasn’t sure at first, but it became increasingly obvious that he intended to land the small craft at the tower itself.

As he approached, the man became aware of my presence on the shore and called out, “Grüß Gott!”

I stammered a little in response, my German being rudimentary at best, “er ... hi ... guten Tag ... Grüß Gott.”

As the boat drew near, he eyed me up and down, “bist du Amerikaner? Englisch vielleicht?”

His voice was deep and resonant within him. He seemed to radiate a quiet strength and solidity. 

“Ich komme aus England. Es tut mir leid, aber mein Deutsch ist nicht sehr gut. Kannst du Englisch sprechen?” I responded.

The man nodded slowly, climbing out of the boat and easily pulling it up onto the shore, despite its considerable weight.

“A little,” he said. “May I ask what brings you here young man? This is private property you know?”

I blushed slightly, “I know ... I came all this way though. For several years now I have wanted to see the tower that Carl Jung built with my own eyes. My apologies.”

The man considered his response, then smiled, “Welcome to the tower.”

“You seem to know the property well,” I continued, “May I ask who are you?”

“You may, young man. Elitherios Friemann, I am the keeper of this house.”

“So, you know it well?”

“Well?” he laughed, a deep and abiding chuckle, genuinely amused. He drew himself up to his full height, well over six feet, before continuing, “I helped build it young man!”

“Ah,” I said, fascinated, “So you must have known Dr. Jung?”

“Hm, yes, indeed, you could say that. The doctor and I were very close,” he said, a mischievous glint in his grey eyes. If I had to guess, I would say he was perhaps a shade over fifty. There was something deeply masculine about his presence. Although tall, one might also describe him as stocky. His hands in particular looked powerful – perhaps he had been a builder or some other kind of artisan earlier in his life.

He reached into the boat and casually lifted the heavy, sodden oars from their locks and leant them against the back wall of the loggia to dry. The collarless shirt he wore had been rolled up at the sleeves; over it he sported an unbuttoned cotton waistcoat worn as much as somewhere to keep his tobacco as for any other, more utilitarian purpose. The brown skin on his powerful forearms betrayed the fact that this was his normal habit. He pushed his round spectacles to the top of his forehead before continuing, “And what do you know of Doctor Jung?”

The question put me on the spot. I felt tempted to tell this man something of my fascination for Jungian ideas or that I had always admired the good doctor but, in the end, I chose the truth, oddly bizarre as that truth was.

“It’s a slightly strange story ...” I continued, “but when I was a young boy working in London, I dreamed early one Sunday morning of an old man, wearing spectacles much like yours, smiling gently at me. I say dreamed, it was more like a thought that came in that space one inhabits between sleep and waking, just before one fully awakes. A face appeared to emerge from the mist – it took a few seconds but, in the end, it was quite clear. The next day, while I was visiting a bookshop on Cheapside in the City of London, I felt drawn to the psychology section downstairs, an area I had never previously visited. There, on the cover of a book called Memories, Dreams, Reflections, I saw exactly the same face, bearing exactly the same expression, gazing out at me.”

The man considered this information for a few seconds, drawing a pipe from the pocket of his waistcoat and slowly filling the barrel before tamping it down with a silver 3-in-1. He gave the impression of being completely unhurried, utterly at ease with himself, as if he had all the time in the world.

“Go on,” he said.

“I was just seventeen at the time, and had never considered psychology to be a subject in which I would be particularly interested. I flicked through the book though and was quickly entranced by its content. It was an autobiography of sorts, but not one that was so concerned about the outer events of day-to-day existence and personal achievements, but more with the inner life of the writer. Quite literally, his memories, dreams and reflections.”

“Yes, I too have read the book. I believe he had some help writing it – he was in his eighties by then – but much of it is his own work.”

“In the centre of the book were a few old black-and-white photographs. Most were the usual stuff of biographies, but the last was an even clearer reproduction of the face I had seen the morning before. It felt almost as if I was compelled to buy the book.”

“Wise ... very wise, young man. It is good to take note when these little, how shall we say, ‘coincidences?’, occur in life.”

“Well, for someone on ten pounds a week, a price of 17 shillings and 6 pence was rather expensive, but I felt I had to have it.”

Elitherios nodded, considering the implications of what I had said.

“I am familiar with some editions of the book. Tell me, young man, did it contain a picture of a square block of stone in the garden?”

“That it did, I even remember reading a few words about it. Something about homunculi and some Latin inscriptions if I recall correctly?”

“Look to your left,” he instructed.

I quickly glanced that way and was somewhat taken aback that I had failed to notice the block in that photograph while I had been engaged in the banality of drying my feet. There it was, right beside me and barely three feet away, the famous ‘stone of Bollingen’.

A little embarrassed at my own inattention to my surroundings, I inspected it now.

In reality, it wasn’t that large, which perhaps explains why I had originally missed it. The block was perhaps twenty inches in height and almost perfectly square. I remembered reading that it was this very ‘squareness’ that had originally caught Jung’s attention. The stone had been inadvertently delivered by a local mason’s. A more triangular stone had been originally ordered but, on delivery, Jung found this particular stone, with its square solidity, to be something he felt he must have.

As ever, Jung was very open to such coincidences. Others may have requested that the masons take the stone back, but Jung, being Jung, felt it had been delivered for a purpose, even if both he and those who delivered it had no idea what that purpose might be as yet.

The rock itself was sandstone, a sedimentary rock and hence much easier than most metamorphic or igneous rocks as a material to work with, or at least if your intention was to carve inscriptions into the block. As I gazed at the rock now, I found myself fascinated by the images and words that Jung had carved into it. Three sides were full, from top to bottom, with mostly Latin sayings. In the middle was placed the image of a small figure of a man in a circle looking out from the centre of the rock back towards the tower.

“What is this?” I asked Elitherios, fascinated by the tiny figure.

“That, my son, is a homunculus.”

I had vaguely heard of this before but had forgotten the reference.

“A homunculus? I think I’ve heard of it but please explain.”

He gave a slight nod and smiled indulgently. “Look me in the eyes,” he said, sounding strangely like a stage hypnotist, “now focus on just my left eye ...”

I did so for several seconds. His eyes had their own peculiar beauty; the irises I now realised were an odd admixture of light grey and pale blue. In the pupil I could see my own querying self reflected back at me.

“All I can see is an image of myself ...” I observed.

“... and that, my inquisitive friend, is a homunculus. At the physical level, it’s the little man, captured in the pupil of your interlocutor’s eye. For Jung and others, he represented part of alchemy’s attempt to create spiritual wholeness; a literal projection of the Self, born of the ‘prima materia’ of the unconscious.”

I recalled now that I had read the description in Memories, Dreams, Reflections but had not considered it to be particularly significant at the time. On my first reading, many such subtleties had escaped my naive mind.

I looked around the stone now. On three sides it was adorned with all manner of inscriptions, yet the fourth side was left blank.

“Why nothing on this side, Elitherios?”

“I think the Herr Professor did intend, at some stage, to utilise that as well but ... well, sadly, tempus fugit.”

“He ran out of time before he could complete it? Do you have any idea what he intended?”

“If memory serves, I believe he spoke of a desire to inscribe Le Cri de Merlin, but never quite got around to it before such work became too arduous for him.”

“Le Cri de Merlin – Merlin’s Cry? Was he fond of the figure of the Arthurian wizard?”

“Very much so. He felt a certain affinity with the figure of Merlin, locked away in the forest, alive but unable to communicate with men. Knowing he had something to say that they needed to hear, but finding himself forever imprisoned amongst the trees.”

It was indeed a fitting metaphor. Jung’s life was one of struggle against an increasingly disconnected zeitgeist. Much of it sounded to be a wake-up call to the modern world, a warning of the dangers of such radical estrangement from the numinous, the spiritual, even from the Earth itself. Perhaps the most direct expression of his concern was expressed in Modern Man In Search Of A Soul in which he warned of the dangers of this process of ever-increasing alienation.

Sitting there in the afternoon sun, I pondered how much more appropriate that warning had become in the years since. So much of modern life struck me as being spent in the ever faster pursuit of the trivial and the empty, of distractions and amusements, rather than the more significant pursuits of countless generations of our predecessors.

I examined another facet of the stone. Carved deep into the block was what appeared to be a poem in Latin. A little embarrassed at my own ignorance, I turned to Elitherios again.

“Would you do the honours for me? I have no idea what it says but would love to know. It looks like some kind of poem?”

The older man smiled, he appeared to be enjoying himself sharing the arcane secrets of this sacred place and shedding a little light into my darkness. Elitherios was clearly a person to be taken seriously, yet there was still something of the jester about him.

“Well, let me see ...

Here stands the mean, uncomely stone,

‘Tis very cheap in price!

The more it is despised by fools,

The more loved by the wise.”

I smiled at the translation, “For a man who claims to know ‘a little English’ you seem to be a very able translator!”

“Hm ... two years spent in the last war caring for British internees has its benefits,” he laughed.

“What stone is he referring to?”

“The lapis philosophorum – the philosopher’s stone, as I think you would put it in English?” he responded. “Some believed it to be capable of turning base metals into gold, others that it was the elixir of life and could bestow endless rejuvenation on those who find it, even immortality.”

“Did Professor Jung believe such a thing?”

“Not really. For him the quest for the stone was a psychological, or even a spiritual, quest. He realised early on that most of the writings of the alchemists were not to be taken literally but as symbols of transformation. They described a process by which an individual could elevate themselves, but to do so they may well have to confront many of the more negative aspects within their own psyche; hence the fundamental metaphor of alchemy; turning base metal into gold.”

“I remember trying to read about these things in Memories, Dreams, Reflections. It all gave an impression of being so obscure, riddles within riddles, and enigmas everywhere one looked, and all tied up in Latin or Ancient Greek to boot. That really didn’t help!”

Elitherios laughed, then nodded slowly in empathy at the challenges faced by this particular young seeker.

“It was a dangerous thing back then. In some places, at some times, being accused of being involved in alchemy could be close to a death sentence. Christianity dominated and, for the most part, not a particularly liberal version of Christianity at that. The obscurantist language was often a necessary subterfuge needed to protect themselves and, of course, such knowledge was not for everyone. Even Jesus himself warned of not casting pearls before swine, did he not?”

It was certainly true that not everybody would appreciate the nature of the quest that the alchemists were engaged in.

“Were they often prosecuted as warlocks and hence at risk of being burnt or hanged?”

“Not really, although it was certainly possible if they were directly accused of witchcraft. The term ‘warlock’ is mainly a more recent invention, at least for the most part. For many though, the charge of heresy was the greater risk, although alchemy was looked upon as science by most through that period,” Elitherios paused as he considered the question, his brow furrowing quizzically, “No, really, the greater part of this is the notion of protecting what they felt were sacred ideas and processes from the less than worthy. They felt that the understanding needed would arise only in a recipient who was truly ready for the process. It was not just a question of the transfer of knowledge; on its own that would not be enough, hence they set a series of puzzles and enigmas. Only those ready for the path would be persistent enough, or patient enough, to stay with the procedure.”

I stood up and looked around at the stone once again. On the right-hand side I re-examined the figure of the homunculus once more. At first, I had thought it to be a man but, on closer inspection, it may even have been a young lad? Looking even closer, the figure appeared to be that of a small boy dressed in a hooded cloak, completely enclosed within a circle. The surrounding inscriptions had been split into four parts, each with their own particular clue to give, complete with alchemical symbols. After trying to make sense of the text for a minute or two, it finally dawned on me that these carvings in the stone were not in Latin. I looked back across to Elitherios, standing there in the afternoon sun, a subtle but amused grin on his tanned features.

“OK, I give up – it’s not Latin is it, so I am guessing ... Ancient Greek?”

“Excellent. You guessed correctly,” said my guide.

“I am assuming you can translate this too? Could you cast a little light into my darkness?”

Elitherios smiled, enjoying the slow revelation of the secrets of the stone and amused at my acknowledgement of the breadth of his knowledge.

“It’s a poem of sorts: 

‘Time is a child, playing like a child, a board game – the kingdom of the child.

This is Telesphoros, who roams through the dark regions of this cosmos and glows like a star out of the depths.

He points the way to the gates of the sun and to the land of dreams.’”

I sat bemused on the low parapet, becoming increasingly aware of the depth of my own ignorance.

“Telesphoros?” I queried, seeking some kind of foothold to make sense of what was being given to me.

“Telesphoros; he is the puer aeternus, the eternal child. His name is made up from telos, meaning a purpose, an end or completion, perhaps even fulfilment, and phero meaning to bring or to carry. Put them together and you have the sense of the process of bringing something to completion. Telesphoros was closely associated with the Greek God Asklepios, the God of Healing, but his role indicates something beyond just recovery, beyond just getting better, to a place wherein a process, something fundamental within the sufferer, has been addressed and can be brought to completion.”

I pondered his words. This man seemed to know almost as much as his friend, the good professor.

“So, he is almost like some kind of psychopomp? He guides people through the labyrinthine processes of the underworld?”

“Yes, almost,” he looked at me almost as if he was appraising just how far to allow me into the more arcane hints contained within the inscriptions, “you could put it that way. I can see how you could think of him filling the role of psychopomp. The healing is incomplete if the person being treated merely comes back to the place they started from. Telesphoros, his guidance, helps the seeker to take it so much further, to a deeper kind of healing, to a place of completion.”

So much about this place was enticing to me. The promise of more secrets, of arcane knowledge, drew me on. I looked to the arched, wooden door that led from the loggia to the inner courtyard, the inner sanctum, wanting to explore further. I stood up and walked over, tried the heavy metal handle, but found it locked. Turning back to Elitherios, he smiled at me, like a father with a naughty child. He held up a heavy metal key in his left hand.

“There are some things that must remain private young man, at least for now. At another time, another stage, doorways may be open to you, but for now, it is enough.”

The child in me, the petulant little boy that in many ways I still was, wanted to argue the point but, faced with the solid certainty of his expression, I quickly acquiesced. Part of me was aware that he was right, that I was not ready, at least not yet.

It had been a strange afternoon; fascinating at one level yet somehow disconcerting at another. The depth of my own ignorance, even on matters that I had previously believed myself well informed, was laid bare to me. Beyond the logical though, beyond even the pedagogic process that was, whether I liked it or not, taking place within me, something else was stirring.

Despite the enduring warmth of the day, I shivered slightly. There was a decidedly odd atmosphere about the place. While there, I felt almost as if I had entered a zone, drifted through a portal perhaps, where time itself followed different rules and the knowledge I was being granted was somehow timeless in itself.

By now, the sun was slowly setting in the West, an orange glow glinting off of the waters of the See. Herr Friemann looked at me, “You’d better be getting back to Zurich now. If you are staying at the youth hostel, I know it to be a fair distance from the Hauptbahnhof.”

I nodded, “Of course.”

I was sad to be leaving. In the past few hours I felt I had come to know Elitherios as well as one could on such a short acquaintance. There was something about his presence that felt as if it was embedded in the place, almost as if he were as much a part of the tower as the buildings themselves. We walked up the grassy path through the trees back towards the road. I led, with Herr Friemann just a metre or so behind. In a patch of longer grass to my left I saw a rock, perhaps a metre wide, with some words in Latin carved deeply into it.

Vocatus atque non vocatus deus aderit

I paused and gazed at the rock.

“Deus ... the only word I know there, it means ‘God’ doesn’t it?” I queried.

“It does indeed young man. Vocatus is from the Latin ‘to be called’, atque non means ‘or not’ and aderit means ‘to be present’.”

“So ... let me see, ‘Called upon or not, God is present’, or something along those lines?”

“Very good, a pretty reasonable estimation of the usual translation,” he said smiling as we continued up the path.

“Which is?”

He turned and put his strong hands on my still boyish shoulders. He then gazed steadfastly into my eyes, as if seeking something, before continuing:

“Called upon or not, God will be present.”

Those were
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