
A Modernist Nekyia: Jung’s Myth of Analysis



Modernism (1895-1946) 
Reductio Elementae 

•  Science: Einstein, Heisenberg, Bohr 
•  Linguistics: Saussure to Semiotics 
•  Painting: Kandinsky, Mondrian, Picasso 
•  Anthropology: Frazer, Harrison, Weston 
•  Psychology: Freud and Jung 
•  Music: Schönberg 
•  Literature: Eliot, Joyce, Mann, Broch, Musil 



“Ulysses” (1922):  the “ mythical method” as a 

continuous parallel between the present and the past, 

with the result of conferring “shape and significance 

upon the anarchy and futility” of contemporary 

history 











Necrotypes and Hologlyphs 
 
Hades aidoneus > Eidos > Archetype 
 
Diction and Iconography of Form 
 
Nekyia + Archetype = Necrotype 
 
Oreographic, Ornithological, Threshold, 
Astronomical, Zoomorphic, Insectomorphic, 
Astronomical, Aquatic, Investiture and Divestiture 
 
Hieroglyph + Holograph = Hologlyph 
 
 
 





Four Chambers of the Underworld 
 
Inferno: A Place of Punishment and Pain 
 
Crypt: Encounters with the Ancestors 
 
Temenos: A Sacred Space of Revelation 

and Transformation 
 
Cornucopia: A Granary of the Archetypes 
 



  Metaphors of Creativity 
 
Nekyia = Poeisis (Writing and the Production of a Text) 
 
Nekyia = Hermeneusis (Reading and Interpretation) 
 
Nekyia = Psychogenesis (Individuation Process) 
 
Nekyia = Ricorso (Return to Origins) 
 
Nekyia = Cosmogenesis (Apocalypse and Recreation) 



Nomenclature 
 
Underworld 
 
Otherworld 
 
Netherworld 
 
Neitherworld 
 
Wonderwearld 
 
Counterworld 







































I was in a house I did not know, which had two storeys. It was my house.” I 
found myself in the upper storey, where there was a kind of salon furnished 
with fine old pieces in Rococo style. On the walls hung a number of precious 
old paintings. I wondered that this should be my house and thought “not bad”. 
But then it occurred to me that I did not know what the lower floor looked 
like. Descending the stairs, I reached the ground floor. There everything was 
much older. I realized that this part of the house must date from about the 
fifteenth or sixteenth century. The furnishings were mediaeval, the floors 
were of red brick. Everywhere it was rather dark. I went from one room to 
another thinking “now I really must explore the whole house.” I came upon a 
heavy door and opened it. Beyond it, I discovered a stone stairway that led 
down into a cellar. Descending again, I found myself in a beautifully vaulted 
room which looked exceedingly ancient. Examining the walls, I discovered 
layers of brick among the ordinary stone blocks, and chips of brick in the 
mortar. As soon as I saw this, I knew that the walls dated from Roman times. 
My interest by now was intense. I looked more closely at the floor. It was of 
stone slabs and in one of these I discovered a ring. When I pulled it, the stone 
slab lifted and again I saw a stairway of narrow stone steps leading down to 
the depths. These, too, I descended and entered a low cave cut into rock. 
Thick dust lay on the floor and in the dust were scattered bones and broken 
pottery, like remains of a primitive culture. I discovered two human skulls, 
obviously very old, and half disintegrated. Then I awoke. 
 













“Time is a child—playing like a child—playing a board game—
the kingdom of the child. 

 
[Heraclitus] 

 
This is Telesphoros, who roams through the dark regions of the 

cosmos and glows like a star out of the depths.  
 

[Mithras Liturgy] 
 

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

 
[Homer’s Odyssey (24.12) 

 



“Soon something else emerged. I began to see on the front 
face, in the natural structure of the stone, a small circle, a 
sort of eye, which looked at me. I chiseled it into the stone, 
and in the center made a tiny homunculus. This corresponds 
to the ‘little doll’ (pupilla)—yourself—which you see in the 
pupil of another’s eye; a kind of Kabir, or the Telesphoros 
of Asklepious. Ancient statues show him wearing a hooded 
cloak and carrying a lantern. At the same time he is a pointer 
of the way” (MDR 227). 
 
Telesphoros whispered diagnoses into the ear of Asclepious 
at his healing temple in Epidauros, and sent dreams to the 
people who slept there in the incubation rooms, surrounded 
by snakes (Ulrich Hoerni February 19, 2011) 



“Do you know what I wanted to chisel into the back 
face of the stone? ‘Le cri de Merlin!’ For what the 
stone expressed reminded me of Merlin’s life in the 
forest, after he had vanished from the world. Men still 
hear his cries, so the legend runs, but they cannot 
understand or interpret them. 
 
Hence he ended in exile, and hence ‘le cri de Merlin’ 
which still sounded from the forest after his death. This 
cry that no one could understand implies that he lives on 
in unredeemed form” (MDR 228). 



“the Tower, as we shall see, is connected with the 
dead” (225). 
 
Early spring of 1924: “an outpouring of sounds, 
having the quality of water and of wind,” “as 
though there were one orchestra inside the Tower 
and another one outside” (229). 
 
Footsteps outside, music, laughter, “several 
hundred dark-clad figures, possibly peasant boys in 
their Sunday clothes, who had come down from the 
mountains and were pouring in around the 
Tower” (229). 



“It was only much later that I found an explanation. This was 
when I came across a seventeenth-century Lucerne chronicle 
by Rennwald Cysat. He tells the following story: On a high 
pasture of Mount Pilatus, which is particularly notorious for 
spooks—it is said that Wotan to this day practices his magic 
arts there—Cysat, while climbing the mountain, was 
disturbed one night by a procession of men who poured past 
his hut on both sides, playing music and singing—precisely 
what I had experienced in the Tower. 
 
The next morning Cysat asked the herdsman with whom he 
had spent that night what could have been the meaning of it. 
The man had a ready explanation: those must have been the 
departed folk—salig Lut, in Swiss dialect; the phrase also 
means blessed folk—namely, Wotan’s army of departed 
souls” (231). 



“In the winter of 1955-56 I chiseled the names of my paternal 
ancestors on three stone tablets and placed them in the 
courtyard of the Tower. I painted the ceiling with motifs from 
my own and my wife’s arms [….] My grandfather changed the 
elements of the arms [….] He was an ardent Freemason and 
Grand Master of the Swiss lodge [….] The symbolism of these 
arms is Masonic, or Rosicrucian. Just as the cross and rose 
represent the Rosicrucian problem of opposites (“per crucem 
ad rosam”), that is, the Christian and Dionysian elements, so 
cross and grapes are symbols of the heavenly and chthonic 
spirit. The uniting symbol is the gold star, the aurum 
philosophorum” (MDR 232). 
 
 





Jung goes on to discuss the Rosicrucians Michael Maier 
and Gerardus Dorneus, whose “alchemical philosophy” 
was centered in Frankfurt and whose work fills “the first 
volume of the Theatrum Chemicum of 1602” (233). He then 
notes that his paternal grandfathers were “familiar with the 
writings of the two alchemists” (233). 



“When we began to build at Bollingen in 1923, my 
eldest daughter came to see the spot, and exclaimed, 
‘What, you’re building here? There are corpses about!’ 
Naturally I thought, ‘Ridiculous! Nothing of the sort!’ 
But when we were constructing the annex four years 
later, we did come upon a skeleton. It lay at a depth of 
seven feet in the ground [….] It belonged to one of the 
many dozens of French soldiers who were drowned in 
the Linth in 1799 and were later washed up on the shores 
of the Upper Lake. These men were drowned when the 
Austrians blew up the bridge of Grynau which the 
French were storming. A photograph of the open grave 
with the skeleton and the date of its discovery—August 
22, 1927—is preserved at the Tower” (232).  

























































Drachenkampf 
 

Leo Frobenius, Das Zeitalter des Sonnengottes 

 
C.G. Jung, Wandlungen und Symbole der Libido 

 
Mary Wakeman, God’s Battle with the Monster 

 
Joseph Fontenrose, Python 

































Snake at the Patio Door 

 Going through a sliding door inside from the patio I see a 
large, long rattlesnake slide by in front of me, and have to quickly 
go in to try to slide the door closed so it can’t get in. On the other 
side of the house the same thing happens with another snake, this 
one equally long but with a dark sleek head like a seal or dog. I 
want Cheryle to see it, but Charles wants to let the door open a crack 
so it can come in. I am very terrified and have to fight to keep the 
door closed. 



Crocodile in the Back Yard 
 

 Of looking down into the yard at night from the second floor 
of our apartment and seeing a large crocodile! Awesome but scary. It 
rolls over, quite at home and somewhat playfully. But then it 
appears up the steps right outside the door, and I am really worried 
it can get in. Try to show it to some guy for help, wondering what is 
one supposed to do when an alligator shows up? Dial 911? I just 
don’t know. 
 



Crocodile in the Creek 
 

 But when I fall back to sleep I am walking out to some steps 
that lead down to a pontoon over the water, maybe a creek, and see 
that huge crocodile again, the ridges on its back right up close under 
the steps and pier. Then I notice that it has knocked some of the 
steps away, exposing anybody who walks down them. It could easily 
lunge and grab them right off the pontoon. So I go back and tell my 
children that there is a big fucking gator so don’t walk out there. 
 






























