FEELING JUNG


Carl Jung was a brilliant man.  Unfortunately, anyone trying to get through his writings will conclude he was also a boring man.  This is not entirely his fault, and in fact his prose occasionally waxes lyrical; but when it does, he pulls himself up and makes a right turn straight back into tedium.  He’s forever saying, “this experiment proves such and such,” or “by our theory we can deduce...”  This seems lame now, but during the early part of the twentieth century when he was doing his work, science was in the thrall of physics.  People like Lord Kelvin and Albert Einstein were wowing the world with pithy insights about things that would eventually lead to cool stuff like unlearnable temperature scales and atom bombs.


And so, all of science was held hostage by the rigorous standards of physics until it was discovered that employing such standards, you not only can’t do science, you can’t do much at all except add two and two.


But even by today’s standards psychology ain’t a science.  To be a science a theory must be able to make predictions.  If I say I’m going to mix baking soda and vinegar together and that when I do it will bubble over, then mix those things together and they bubble over, that’s a scientific hypothesis and experiment with positive results.  But if I say the reason Jane is neurotic is that she was raised by a neurotic, all that is, is a reasonably good guess.


Because making predictions is impossible in psychology.  Oh you can do a bunch of rat torturing, or if you’re with a big, important university, monkey torturing, but not much else.  Say I have a theory that in human beings depression is caused by environment and not by genetics.  To do the experiment, I’d have to separate a pair of identical twins at birth and knowingly send one to a shitty home and one to a good one.  Then at age eighteen or so, I could check back to see which one is miserable and which one isn’t. And of course, scientific theories have to be repeatable, so a bunch of my colleagues would have to do the same thing in order to see whether my result was a fluke or not.  Most people would think this approach has considerable ethical problems.


Of course the fact that psychology isn’t a science does not mean it doesn’t have  valuable insights, or that it doesn’t stumble over the truth sometimes.  Jung worked with and helped hundreds of people with mental health problems and had some damn good insights.


There are a couple of reasons I’m sympathetic to Jungian psychology.  One, I’ve never met a proponent of it who is an asshole.  Jungians are usually fairly gentle, quiet types who don’t want to fight, are fairly calm and not doctrinaire.  They don’t seem to be all that interested in whether they’re right, and I’ve never had one try to make a true believer out of me.  This is very different from say, Scientologists, Jehovah’s Witnesses, Born Again Christians, and Libertarians.


This in itself however, isn’t enough.  I’ve never had an Episcopalian try to convert me, but in that case I think it’s more because they don’t want people like me in the club.  I might, like, fart and embarrass them.  No, the Jungian approach is simply the only one that’s ever worked.  And since I didn’t start therapy until I was 41-- I am now within spitting distance of 43-- it’s not like I wanted to spend a lot of time pissing around.  I’ve tried other styles of psychotherapy.  There was the guy who put electricity in my ears, and then there was the cognitive lady.  She wanted me to explore my role as a woman by doing things like baking cookies more often and going to church.  And there was a communist lesbian.  What I seem to remember getting from her was that I had good reason to cry since capitalism had so thoroughly screwed me and everybody shackled by the American class system.  I’m not sure she was completely wrong, which doesn’t alter the fact that I was paying her because I wanted to stop crying.  Who wants to be right when the only alternative it leaves you with is suicide.


Nope, Jung’s the guy for me.  According to him everybody has two psychological sides, a male and a female.  In males the masculine is more fully expressed and in females the feminine.  Nobody is ever all one or the other.


The anima and animus are the under-expressed parts of the personality.  A man has an under-expressed feminine and a women an under-expressed masculine.  Problems arise when either is excessively repressed.


For example, an intelligent, dynamic woman tells herself she’s got a duty to stay at home with the kids, cook the old man dinner, run their social life and liaison with relatives.  She does most of the scut work (read, housework).  She spends lots of money on makeup and clothes so she’ll look like the women on the magazine covers, and let’s load the conditions even more-- she does look like the women on the magazine covers.  She is living her life the way she thinks she is supposed to; doing everything right, fulfilling all the roles society, her church, parents and husband think are right for her.  Yet  she’s miserable.  What gives?


Herr Doktor would say that of course she’s miserable.  Her animus is completely and utterly repressed.  


Before mid-adolescence, when her spirit got co-opted by evil forces like the fashion and entertainment industries and the idea that people-- particularly men, would like her better if she was dumb-- she wanted to be a geologist.  A geologist, imagine!  What an unfeminine thing to be.  Rocks, dirt, math, time periods measured in millions of years.


She’s all but forgotten about actually wanting to be something all those years ago.  But Jung would ask, has she forgotten or has she denied her self to the degree that her spirit is all but dead?


People trying to kill their own spirits get very depressed.  My last big depression started with horrible dreams in which I was controlled and eventually killed by a horrible grotesque man.  Picture Bluto with a hangover.  Jung would say my animus was in bad shape.  As for killing and controlling me, my animus was just going after that asshole part of me that was trying so hard to be something I’m not.  


Since then I’ve learned how to get along with my animus better, and when it wants to get my attention it no longer comes to me in dreams as a drunken Bluto, but as a man I admire, like Springsteen, or men I think are great looking: Sting, Michael Jordan, handsome men from General Hospital.  My animus knows me very well.


Once I dreamt of Pee Wee Herman.  I don’t know what that means.


The point is, I try to pay attention, therefore avoiding Bluto and encouraging MJ.  Should I actually have, ah, romantic congress with one of these fab guys, it means in my waking life I’m hitting the mark.  Maybe I’m working on a piece of writing and have finally gotten it right, or maybe I’ve got an idea that I need to follow through with.  It makes sense, I think, that if your spirit needs to get your attention, it’s going to don a disguise you will pay attention to.  Animi aren’t dumb, but they don’t speak English.  They don’t yell, “hey knucklehead, pay attention over here.”


My shrink tells me the ugly, dark, controlling and deadly man image is a common one for thirty and forty something women who have yet to find themselves, or have found themselves but lost themselves again.


Men don’t have an animus, but an anima, an unexpressed feminine.  While the ideal woman in this culture is beautiful and about as bright as a 25 watt bulb, the ideal man is tall, chiseled of feature, assertive, aggressive, smart, strong and brave.  He is not sensitive, kind, weak, passive, contemplative, tolerant, or emotional.  Men who possess these qualities are taught to repress them, often with disastrous results, men more so than women because of the unspoken cultural license they’re issued at birth to externalize their feelings.  Whereas a mentally compromised woman might swallow a bottle of tranquilizers, a man is more likely to beat up his wife, kids, a member of a local minority, or maybe just pick a fight at a bar.  You don’t get all that many women walking into Burger Kings and spraying bullets everywhere.  (Fortunately you don’t get all that many men doing it either, but when it happens, it’s a man.)


A man who won’t allow himself to feel is invariably a tyrant and a prick.  A man who does not acknowledge the fact that he sometimes feels dependant, or nurturing, or tender, or even weak and incompetent, will never figure out how to act like a human being.  This is a shame, not just for him but for everybody.  It’s sad that a man who can’t turn off his feelings is considered by this culture a wus; and many clueless women find the image of the ultra-masculine cutthroat corporate executive, sexy.  This, I don’t get, but according to the soap operas, it’s true.  


(N.B.  I do not, repeat not spend all my time watching soap operas.  Sometimes I watch basketball.)


Where was I?  Right.  Well guess what?  If a guy’s cutthroat in the boardroom what do you think he’s going to do with his wife when those lines around her eyes turn to creases?  Turn her in for a newer model, that’s what.  Or if he’s really cutthroat, stab her forty two times accidentally drown her in the swimming pool while he’s sleepwalking. (see xxxx murder case, Phoenix 1999)


Jung’s theories also offer up an interesting explanation for stalking.  When a part of the personality is repressed thoroughly, it’s usually projected onto someone else.  This explains, for example, the overzealous minister’s loathing of the libertine.  He perceives a drunk to be worse than he actually is because he’s projecting all his own festering and repressed demons onto the poor schmuck.  Or the dumb bubba’s hatred of homosexuals.  He’s so invested in the idea that male sexuality is supposed to be a particular thing-- something to do with a six-pac, a prostitute and a couple of rufies perhaps, that whenever he feels anything outside this narrow field, he jumps on it and pushes it down pronto.  When he sees a homosexual he projects his self-loathing onto him, maybe calls out the boys and they go out for a night of male bonding and queer stomping.  Of course the bubba’s never really see who they’re stomping; the poor sod’s just a body they’ve hung their projections on.


In the case of stalking, say Mr Loony is in total denial of the feminine, maybe when he was a kid his father beat him for “being soft,” or natural sexual feelings were considered shameful, wrong, dirty.  Maybe every time he got attached to an animal it was taken from him, he was ridiculed or worse.  Maybe his mother was constantly abused either emotionally or physically.  In any case, he learned the feminine is dangerous, bad, and to be avoided at all costs.


A man simply cannot survive psychologically this way, any more than a woman can survive psychologically repressing her talents and individuality.  So Mr Loony locates his suffocating feminine with someone else, some Hollywood celebrity for example.  He sees all her movies, reads everything he can in the magazines about her, but after awhile it isn’t enough.  He becomes obsessed with her and directs his energies toward actually finding her.  Of course when he does, she tells him to piss off and calls the police.  He interprets this as personal rejection, which makes him really mad.


Of course Mr Loony’s obsession has absolutely nothing to do with the real Ms Celebrity.  He doesn’t even see her, all he sees is the image she projects on the movie screen and for whatever reason, it appeals to him.  And he has no need or desire to know her at all.  In fact the real woman gets in the way of his delusions.


Big celebrities can hire expensive security firms to keep people like Mr Loony away, which isn’t to minimize the plight of people like Jody Foster, but to cast light on the plight of, well, people like me.


When I worked as a waitress a creepy guy came in a lot.  After the first couple of times, I began asking other girls to wait on him, but it didn’t stop him coming back.  Eventually he started following me at night.  I’d go to the movies with friends he’d show up, to a bar, the same thing.  Visiting friends, on a date, he’d be there-- sometimes I’d barely see him out of the corner of my eye.  He’d never approach me.  


Then the pictures started showing up on the windshield of my car, naked women in all sorts of sexual situations.


One night I’d spent the evening carousing with friends, catching a glimpse of the creepoid every once in awhile, but when I drove home, I didn’t see him following me and thought I was in the clear.  I was nineteen or twenty,  lived out in the Santa Susanna Pass near the San Fernando Valley in a trailer on the property of some friends.  I got out of my car and there he was standing in the middle of the road with his arms held out like Frankenstein’s monster, and as I slammed the car door he came after me.  I ran to a friend’s house and one of them chased him off with a shotgun.


For weeks I couldn’t go back to my own house because I was scared shitless.  My bosses at the restaurant started chasing the guy out, but it was still weeks before he gave up.  It was fucking scary I’ll tell you.  To be objectified to that degree, man!


But I got off lucky.  For many women this kind of stuff goes on for months or years.  And often it’s an ex-boyfriend or husband.  And the thing is, it’s not even really after her.  He’s after a part of himself that he’s lost.  Maybe that’s why it’s so scary.  If somebody wants to rob you and you finally convince him you don’t have any money, unless he’s got another agenda-- is drug crazed or vicious, he’ll go away.  With a stalker you can never give him what he wants or convince him you don’t have it because what he wants has absolutely nothing to do with you.  It has to do with the fact that he’s divorced  from his own soul.


Any discussion of Jung would be incomplete without mentioning the shadow.  The shadow is the part of ourselves we’re embarrassed or ashamed about, and it’s almost always projected.  In extreme cases you get stalkers, the Spanish Inquisition, and the Salem Witch hunts.  In less extreme cases you get, ah, your Spinster Aunt Betty.  


When Betty was a child and first had sexual feelings, maybe she was masturbating or something, her mother caught her and punished her severely.  Later, when she was older, getting breasts, her period, turning into a woman, she was bombarded with messages about the carnal and filthy nature of the sex act and everything attached to it.  When Betty started dating, she got the whole indoctrination again and was warned that, “men are only after one thing.”  


So later on her date, maybe with a guy she really likes, he does what guys do-- he tries something.  Maybe it’s something as innocent as an arm around her shoulder, hand holding, a kiss, who knows.  Betty freaks out.  Mother was right!  These evil men creatures are only after one thing.  She beats back her date’s advances and high tails it home.


But time passes, and the dates go by one by one until she can no longer deny her body’s unprompted response to someone’s touch.  She is horrified, but maybe-- like some poor nymph in a nineteen fifties movie, gives in and is seduced.  Eventually she is so guilt ridden and ashamed, has oppressed and denied her natural sexuality for so long, that it becomes something it wouldn’t normally be.  It becomes huge and all encompassing.  And she projects it on to every man she sees.  Men all become sex fiends only after one thing.  Momma was right.


In the sixties and seventies everyone jumped on the bandwagon and agreed that sexual repression was bad.  Well, not everyone but most guys did because they aren’t the ones who get knocked up.  I actually remember a few occasions in which I’d say “no,” to a guy and he’d sneak in the metaphoric back door by educating me about Sigmund Freud.  In other words, tell me I really wanted it, I just didn’t know I wanted it.  Afterwards, I would discover that no, I hadn’t actually wanted it after all, but by then, well it really didn’t matter did it?   


But in spite of the fact that a lot of women got snookered by the so-called sexual revolution, I still believe that sexual repression is bad.  Any natural human need that is held down artificially, pops up somewhere else.  It’s why the habitual dieter is inevitably the one sneaking late night gallons of Ben and Jerry’s; it’s why the celebate priest molests children and it’s why people like Jimmy Swaggart are the ones inevitably caught shacking up with hookers.  Shall I go on?  It’s why British conservative politicians are caught wearing leather teddies and dry cleaning bags over their heads, it’s why macho NYPD cops rape some poor prisoner with a broom; it’s why transvestites dress up in clothes Mae West wouldn’t have been caught in on her worst days; and it’s why the Boy Scouts are full of shit.  They won’t allow gay men to be scout leaders-- which only comes up because my kid and I have been arguing about him being a boyscout.  Apparently the boyscout brass are afraid of gay men molesting kids.  Well, guess who’s more likely to molest a young boy, an out of the closet gay or a Southern Baptist who’s been taught it’s a sin to even think about having sex with men?  It’s not even a tough call.


I’ve found Jung very helpful on my own journey.  I still take medication, and maybe always will.  Depression isn’t something you get cured of, like strep throat.  It’s something you manage, at least when you’ve been living with it for as long as I have.  Maybe if I’d had a great Jungian therapist when I was twenty... Who knows?  Maybe I just wasn’t ready; maybe I was too busy listening to altruists with beards, a joint in one hand and the collected writings of Sigmund Freud in the other.
