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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	moJfs	
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	ChrisJan	and	
Dionysian	elements,	so	cross	and	grapes	are	symbols	of	the	heavenly	and	chthonic	spirit.	
The	uniJng	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	wriJngs	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. 
 

























































a group of statuary, two female figures carved in stone, 
on a high base: mother and daughter it seemed; one of 
them sit-ting, older than the other, more dignified, 
right goddess like and mild, yet with mourning brows 
above the lightless empty eye-sockets; clad in a 
flowing tunic and mantle of many folds, her matronly 
brow with its waves of hair cov-ered with a veil. The 
other figure stood in the protecting em-brace of the 
first, with round, youthful face and arms and hands 
hidden in the folds of the mantle.  (Lowe-Porter 494) 



Two	grey	old	women,	witchlike,	with	hanging	breasts	
and	dugs	of	finger-length,	were	busy	there,	between	
flaming	braziers,	most	horribly.	They	were	
dismembering	a	child.	In	dreadful	silence	they	tore	it	
apart	with	their	bare	hands—Hans	Castorp	saw	the	
bright	hair	blood-smeared—and	cracked	the	tender	
bones	between	their	jaws,	their	dreadful	lips	dripped	
blood.		(Lowe-Porter	494)	



“The crypt, the grave, has always been the primary 
symbol in their initiation ceremony. The apprentice, 
the novice hungry to be admitted to such knowledge, 
must remain undaunted by the grave’s horrors; the 
rules of the lodge demand that he be tested by being 
led down into the crypt and that he remain there until 
he is brought forth by the hand of an unknown brother. 
Which is the reason for the maze of corridors and dark 
vaulted chambers through which the neophyte must 
wander, for the black cloth with which the halls of 
lodges of the strict charges are draped, for the cult of 
the coffin, which plays such an important role in their 
meetings and initiation ceremonies.”  (502) 



Both involved a “cult of the crypt and coffin,” having to do 
with “a symbolism of last and ultimate things, with el-ements 
of orgiastic primal religion, with unbridled nocturnal 
sacrifices, in honor of dying and ripening, of death, 
transformation, and resur-rection. You will recall that both the 
cult of Isis and the Eleusinian mysteries were carried out in 
dark caves at night. Well, there were and are a great many 
mementos of Egypt in Freemasonry, and among its secret 
societies were some that used the name Eleusinian. Those 
lodges held feasts, feasts of the Eleusinian mysteries and the 
secrets of Aphrodite, which at last got the female involved—
and the Feast of Roses, an allusion to the three blue roses on 
the Masonic apron, which, it seems, frequently ended in 
bacchanalian excess.” (503) 



Herr	Se[embrini	was	cheaJng	a	li[le	and	had	given	
his	Thoth	Trismegistus	all	too	sleek	an	image.	For	he	
had	been	a	monkey,	moon,	and	soul	god—a	baboon	
with	a	crescent	moon	above	his	head	and	above	all,	
under	the	name	of	Hermes,	a	god	of	death	and	the	
dead,	a	grabber	and	guide	of	souls,	who	by	late	
anJquity	had	become	a	great	sorceror	and	served	the	
cabalisJc	Middle	Ages	as	the	father	of	hermeJc	
alchemy.		(514)	





Jacob could not think of those depths without con-necting 
them in his thought, to their enrichment and consecration, with 
the idea of the lower world and the kingdom of the dead—that 
idea which played an im-portant part, not indeed in his re-li-
gious convictions, but probably in the depths of his soul and in 
the power of his imagination: that primitive mythical in-
heritance of all peoples, the conception of the under-world, the 
realm of Osiris the dismembered one, where he ruled, the 
place of Namtar, the god of plagues, the kingdom of terrors, 
whence came all evil spirits and pestilences. It was the world 
whereinto the constellations descended at their setting, to rise 
again at the appointed hour, whereas no mortal who trod the 
path to this abode ever found the way back again.  



It was the place of filth and excrement, but also of 
gold and riches: the womb in which one buried the 
seed corn, out of which it sprouted again as nourishing 
grain; the land of the black moon, of winter and the 
parching summer, whither Tammuz the shepherd in his 
spring sank down and would sink each year, when the 
boar killed him, and all creation ceased and the 
weeping world lay sere, until Ishtar, goddess and 
mother, made pilgrimage to hell to seek him, broke the 
dust-covered bolts of his prison, and mid laughter and 
rejoicing, brought forth the beautiful and beloved out 
of the pit and the grave, to reign over the new season 
and the fresh-flowering fields.  (57-58) 









Pistorius on Abraxas:

“we consist of the whole existence of the world, 
each one of us, and just as our body bears in it the 
various stages of our evolution back to the fish 
and further back still, we have in our soul 
everything that has ever existed in the human 
mind. All the gods and devils whether among the 
Greeks, Chinese or Zulus are all within us, 
existing as possibilities, wishes, outlets.” (100) 



Sinclair’s vision of the Great Goddess:

“In their midst strode a mighty, godlike form with 
shining stars in her hair, as huge as a mountain but 
having the features of Frau Eva. The ranks of men were 
swallowed up into her as into a gigantic cave and 
vanished from sight. The goddess crouched on the 
ground, the ‘sign’ shone on her brow. She seemed to be 
in the grip of a dream. She closed her eyes and her great 
countenance was twisted in pain. Suddenly she called 
out, and from her forehead sprang stars, many 
thousands of them which leaped in graceful curves 
across the dark heavens.”	





















































Nuvoletta wears a “lightdress, spunn of sisteen shimmers,” 
and looks down on the combatants below, “leaning over the 
bannistars and listening all she childishly could” (157). She 
“listened as she reflected herself, though the heavenly one 
with his constellaria and his emanations stood between, and 
she tried all she tried to make the Mookse look up at her 
(though he was fore too adiaptotously farseeing) and to make 
the Gripes hear how coy she could be (though he was much 
too schystimatically auricular about his ens to heed her) but it 
was all mild’s vapour moist. Not even her feignt reflection, 
Nuvoluccia, could they toke their gnoses off for the 
minds” (157)  



Another variation on the night-sea journey of the 
Celtic nekyia is evoked in the description of the 
wanderings of the Norwegian sailor in the tavern 
chapter (2.3). He is said to have been “hiberniating 
after seven oak ages, fearsome where they were he had 
gone dump in the doomering this tide where the 
peixies would pickle him down to the button of his 
seat and his sess old soss Erinly into the boelgein with 
the help of Divy and Jorum’s locquor and shut the 
door after him to make a rarely fine Ran’s cattle of 
fish. Morya Mortimor!”  (316) 































H.D. (Hilda Doolittle)



Klinik Dr. Brunner (Villa Verena)



1946 May 13 . H.D. taken to Seehof, Privat Klinik Brunner, Kusnacht (on Lake 
Zurich), near Zurich by Dr. Denis Carroll, arranged for by Bryher and Walter 
Schmideberg. According to a letter from H.D. to Ezra Pound, this the date that 
H.D. left London.

1946 June 11. H.D. at Klinik Kusnacht; writes to Norman Holmes Pearson; has 
just received a postcard from Mexico (Oaxaca); didn't get to Bryn Mawr after 
all but is continuing her work; describes her setting: "I am in a fabulously 
romantic 18th Century Manor House, with garden to match; the roses are 
especially beautiful and most of them have been brought from Versailles ”; 
says "I am staying on here, as the change is remaking me altogether"; though 
she was disappointed about Bryn Mawr, she was cheered on receiving The 
Flowering of the Rod; says "I am so glad that you suggested the title to me".

1946 June 22. H.D. at Klinik Kusnacht; writes to Silvia Dobson; says she is 
happy and is being taken on walks through the gardens; says she is 
"continuing my Writing on the Wall, this second volume, like the first, you 
remember, is a tribute to Sigmund Freud; H.D. Goes on to say “Things seem so 
much better now, don’t they. Since the ending of the war, three months ago, I 
feel now, we will all be much happier and able to continue our writing in real 
content & security.”
	
	
	



Villa Kenwin (Vevey)



Bryher (Winifred Ellerman)


















