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	 the	life	of	Spirit	is	not	the	life	that	shrinks	from	death	and	keeps	itself	 	 	
	 untouched	by	devastation,	but	rather	the	life	that	endures	it	and	maintains		 		
	 itself	in	it...Spirit	is	this	power	by	looking	the	negative	in	the	face,	and		 	 	
	 tarrying	with	it.	This	tarrying	with	the	negative	is	the	magical	power	that			 	
	 converts	it	into	being.
	 	 	 	 -G.W.F.	Hegel,	The Phenomenology of Spirit



 

 
 What	is	magic?	For	now,	I	want	to	call	it	that	excess	of	meaning	that	vibrates	behind	
everyday	objects	and	encounters.	The	idea	of	something	behind	the	apparent	world	that	gives	
it	meaning	and	that	is	responding	to	us.	I	think	believing	in	magic	means	assuming	beyond	
the	possibility	of	proof,	that	the	world	can	respond	to	us	and	that	we	matter	to	birds	and	
trees	and	to	other	people	in	a	fabric	of--purposiveness?	That	there	are	energies	that	ema-
nate	from	things	and	between	things.	I	think	we	are	absorbing	each	other.	That	we	are	like	
viscous,	materialized	energies	separated	by	permeable	films	of	flesh	and	that	we	are	sharing	
everything.	It	is	so	painful	and	lonely	to	pretend	not	to	need	or	notice	anything,	which	is	
what	we	do	when	we	deny	the	magical	in	and	between	things.	

 What	follows	could	be	construed	as	a	kind	of	being	in	praise	of	magic.	An	ambling	
and	sincere	attempt	to	be	open	to	it.	Our	method	is	inquisitive:	Is	a	dream	a	metaphor?	Can	a	
sublime	experience	be	quantified	and	then	rated,	"reviewed"?	How	do	we	love	and	miss	each	
other?	Is	there	a	spell	to	cure	loneliness?	Or	a	spell	to	help	fulfill	the	absurd	and	constant	
request	that	we	draw	and	promote	the	boundedness	of	our	individuality?	

All	thoughts	are	unfinished.	But	we	submit	this	as	a	humble	prcis,	wondering	what	will	
come	next
   

	

	



Metaphor and Metonymy in Freud and Jung: Dream Symbols

	 A	central	object	of	disagreement	between	Freud	and	Jung	is	the	dream.	As	
interpreters	of	language,	imagery,	and	temporal	relationships	in	dreams,	both	analysts	
approach	the	dream	as	a	semantic	structurefor	both	Freud	and	Jung,	dreams	are	
meaning	laden	cyphers	which	reveal	through	interpretationhowever,	these	interpretive	
strategies	arrive	at	fundamentally	different	understanding	of	the	meaning(s	of	dreams	
and	their	implications	for	the	dreamer.	Freud	and	Jung's	respective	hermeneutical	
approaches	make	certain	a	priori	assumptions	about	the	mechanisms	by	which	dreams	
carry	meaningthis	paper	sets	out	to	examine	those	mechanisms.	To	do	so	we	will	
make	use	of	Roman	Jakobson's	twofold	theory	of	the	characteristics	of	symbolic	
representation.	Jakobson	argues	that	all	symbolic	operations	are	dependent	on	operations	
which	fall	under	the	rubric	of	either	metaphor	or	metonymy.	This	paper	sets	out	to	show	
how	metaphor	and	metonymy	operate	in	Freud	and	Jung's	respective	approaches	to	dream	
symbolism,	concluding	that	Jung	exhibits	a	tendency	towards	metonymy	in	contradistinction	
to	Freud,	who	gravitates	towards	metaphor.	
	 	 	 	 	 	 +

	 In	his	Fundamental of Language,	Roman	Jakobson	posits	that	language	depends	
on	the	interaction	of	two	distinct	linguistic	operations:	Metaphor	and	Metonymy.	Jakobson	
arrives	at	this	conclusion	after	an	analysis	of	aphasia,	concluding	that	the	loss	of	either	of	
these	operations	results	in	the	loss	of	full	language.	Rather	than	denoting	specific	devices	
with	limited	application,	Jakobson	uses	these	terms	to	refer	to	two	more	general	linguistic	
applicationsthe		metaphoric	way	and	the	metonymic	way.	Metaphor	and	metonymy	are	
the	two	polar	figures	of	speech;	all	language	is	dependent	on	this	opposition	while	isolated	
speech	acts	gravitate	towards	either	pole.	

	 The	metaphoric	function	underwrites	all	linguistic	operations	whereby	a	sign	
substitutes	for	its	represented	object.	Jakobson's	metaphoric	function	bears	resemblance	
to	Ferdinand	de	Saussure's	dyadic	sign	composed	of	a	signifier	which	corresponds	to	
a	remote	or	abstract	signified.	Names,	denotations,	diagnoses,	abstract	symbolization,	
metaphor,	synonymy,	antimony	and	all	other	forms	of	substitution,	Jakobson	terms	
"metaphoric	operations."	The	capacity	to	create	metaphor	amounts	to	the	ability	to	
establish	semantic	equivalence.	For	example,	I	see	"bachelorette"	and	"unmarried	woman"	
as	synonymous,	semantically	equivalent.	Synonymy	is	the	ground	for	substitution	at	the	
level	of	the	individual	sign	independent	of	its	context	within	a	sentence.	A	simple	example	
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illustrates	the	term's	semantic	autonomy:	"I	was	speaking	with	a	[bachelorette]	is	semantically	
equivalent	to	"I	was	speaking	with	a	[unmarried	woman]."	One	can	substitute	similar	
terms	for	one	another	without	altering	the	meaning	of	the	sentence.	Jakobson	posits	that	
the	Metaphoric	function	of	language	extends	to	all	possible	substitutions,	not	only	synonymy,	
but	also	antimony	and	metaphor.	Substituting	the	object	of	a	sentence	[bachelor]	as	in	"I	
spoke	to	the	[bachelor],"		for	the	antonymous	term	[husband],	or	the	similar	term	[loner],	all	
evidence	how	the	metaphoric	function	operates	in	language.	

	 This	principle	of	substitution	is	operative	in	all	signs	and	symbols	of	convention.	For	
example,	an	owl	symbolizing	wisdom	involves	a	substitution	of	[owl]	for	[the	concept	of	
wisdom].	This	is	an	arbitrary	correspondence	dictated	by	precedent.	The	metaphoric	function	
is	also	operative	in	all	nominal	processes	such	as	diagnosing	or	branding,	whereby	a	name	or	
logo	is	assigned	to	an	object	or	phenomena.	

	 According	to	Jakobson,	the	metaphoric	function	is	"internal"	to	the	sign,	unaffected	
by	its	position	in	a	syntactic	chain.	This	is	a	sign's	denotation,	its	meaning.	Jakobson	calls	
this	metalanguage,	a	sign's	meaningful	content	which	may	be	communicated	by	synonymy	
or	metaphor,	and	similarly,	points	to	antimony	(recall	the	bachelorette	example	above.		In	
common	dialogue	we	call	attention	to	metalanguage	constantlywhen	speaking	we	ask	the	
listener,	"Do	you	see	what	I	mean?"	and	when	listening	we	may	ask	the	speaker,	"What	do	
you	mean?"	Then,	as	speakers,	we	adjust	the	questionable	sign	with	a	more	appropriate	sign	
in	order	to	transmit	the	intended	semantic	message	and	say	what	we	are	trying	to	say.	The	
metaphoric	function	keeps	metalanguage	attached	to	the	codes	we	deploy	in	common	speech,	
which	is	dependent	on	the	substitution	of	a	code	for	its	metalinguistic	content.	

	 Alternatively,	the	metonymic	function	refers	to	syntax,	a	sign's	relative	place	
embedded	in	a	code.	Jakobson	tells	us	that	words	inherently	refer	to	the	context	in	which	
they	appear,	whether	that	context	be	a	simple	sentence	or	an	anthology.	Jakobson	explains	
the	difference	between	the	two	functions:	there	are	two	references	which	serve	to	interpret	
the	sign--	one	to	the	code,	and	the	other	to	the	context,	whether	coded	or	free;	and	in	each	
of	these	ways	the	sign	is	related	to	another	set	of	linguistic	signs,	through	an	alternation	
in	the	former	case	and	through	an	alignment	in	the	latter.	A	given	significative	unit	may	
be	replaced	by	other,	more	explicit	signs	of	the	same	code,	whereby	its	general	meaning	is	
revealed,	while	its	contextual	meaning	is	determined	by	its	connection	with	other	signs	within	
the	same	sequence.	

		 Whereas	the	metaphoric	function,	which	underwrites	substitution	and	denotation	is	
"internal"	to	a	given	sign,	the	metonymic	function	underwrites	syntactic	relations	between	
the	constituent	signs	of	a	given	code,	and	therefore	is	"external"	to	the	individual	sign.	
This	metonymic	function	underwrites	the	syntactical	rules	organizing	words	into	higher	
units,	such	as	the	relation	between	a	subject	and	predicate	in	a	sentence.	Furthermore,	the	
distinction	between	he-his-or	him	is	a	metonymic	function	as	it	presents	the	same	semantic	
content	from	different	viewpoints.

	 Jakobson	argues	that	the	metonymic	function	underwrites	semantic	groupings	
based	on	functional,	temporal,	or	spatial	contiguity.	For	example,	the	grouping	
[(refrigerator	(dish	soap	(saut]	is	based	on	spatial	proximity,	as	each	occupies	a	place	

in	the	kitchen,	and	functional	relation,	as	all	three	are	related	to	food.	Similarly,	[(alarm	
clock	(grogginess	(coffee]	have	a	temporal	relation,	as	all	three	are	part	of	a	typical	
morning.	An	individual's	ability	to	arrange	such	objects	into	a	meaningful	grouping	based	
on	semantic	contiguity	is	underwritten	by	the	metonymic	function.	According	to	Jakobson,	
although	this	operation	is	in	part	structured	by	the	rules	of	language	as	a	cultural	contract,	
the	metonymic	function	is	an	innate	capacity	which	is	a	pre-condition	of	normal	linguistic	
operation	groupings	based	on	semantic	contiguity.	Such	groupings,	therefore,	are	not	an	
arbitrary	function	of	learned	behavior,	but	rather	are	made	possible	by	a	built	in	capacity	for	
the	organization	of	semantic	units.

	 Jakobson	concludes	that	both	metaphoric	and	metonymic	functions	
are	innate	cognitive	processes	following	his	study	of	aphaia,	the	full	or	partial	
loss	of	language.	Jakobson	isolates	two	deficiencies	that	result	in	diminished	
speechSimilarity	Disorder	and	Contiguity	Disorder.	Similarity	Disorder	is	the	inability	
to	select	individual	linguistic	units	while	retaining	the	ability	to	construct	meaningful	
syntactic	chains.	To	the	aphasic	suffering	from	similarity	disorder,	a	one-word	utterance	
is	impossible.	Contiguity	Disorder	is	the	inability	to	construct	meaningful	syntactic	chains	
while	retaining	the	ability	to	make	use	of	an	isolated	sign.	From	the	study	of	aphasics	
suffering	from	similarity	disorder,	who	have	lost	the	ability	to	organize	complex	sentences	
but	retain	the	ability	to	use	isolated	words,	Jakobson	concludes	that	the	Metonymic	function	
is	the	foundational	capacity	for	basic	syntax	and	for	more	complex	semantic	operations	such	
as	synecdoche	and	metonymy	proper.	On	the	other	hand,	from	the	study	of	those	suffering	
from	Contiguity	Disorder,	those	who	have	lost	the	ability	to	select	isolated	words	but	retain	
the	ability	to	combine	signs	into	sentences,	Jakobson	concludes	that	the	Metaphoric	function	
is	the	foundational	capacity	to	select	and	exchange	individual	signs,	and	underwrites	more	
complex	semantic	operations	such	as	metaphor	and	synonymy.	

	 Jakobson	tells	us	that	all	symbolic	processes	are	contingent	on	both	the	Metaphoric	
function	and	the	Metonymic	function.	Contiguity,	the	capacity	for	syntax	and	therefore	the	
capacity	to	organize	symbols	into	a	meaningful	chain,	and	similarity,	the	ability	to	select,	
substitute	and	establish	equivalence	among	signs,	are	constitutive	of	all	semiotic	processes,	
whether	the	theories	of	an	empiricist	or	the	painter	s	work.	However,	although	both	are	
constitutive	of	all	symbolic	operations,	codes	exhibit	a	tendency	towards	one	or	the	other--		
either	of	the	two	gravitational	poles	will	prevail	in	any	semiotic	enterprise.	

	 Jakobson	argues,	for	example,	that	in	literature,	authors	associated	with	Realism,	
such	as	Tolstoy	and	Dostoyevsky,	tend	towards	metonymy,	whereas	symbolist	poets	such	
as	Mallarm	and	romanticists	such	as	Herman	Melville	show	a	penchant	for	metaphor.	In	
literary	analysis,	structuralists	who	make	use	of	Ferdinand	de	Saussure's	unipolar	approach	
are	disposed	to	seeing	metaphor	to	the	exclusion	of	metonymy.	According	to	Jakobson,	
denotation	is	a	metaphoric	function,	and	naming	practices	in	general	tend	towards	metaphor.	

Medical	diagnosis	is	an	example	of	metaphor	as	well,	as	an	abstract	name	is	assigned	to	a	
given	psychical	or	physiological	phenomenon.	

	
Freud's Dream Interpretation



	 In	The Interpretation of Dream Freud	writes	of	the	dream	as	something	self-
contained,	an		end	in	itself	that	serves	a	distinct	psychic	purpose.	The	appearance	of	the	
dream	can	be	reduced	entirely	to	personal	memoryall	of	the	forms	including	imagery,	
language	and	characters,	are	furnished	from	one's	personal,	lived	experience.	The	dream	
is	therefore	contained	within	the	context	of	the	dreamer	s	subjective	experience.	What	
this	means	for	interpretation	is	that	dreams	can't	be	seen	to	relate	to	material	aside	from	
the	dreamer	s	experience--	dreams	therefore	can	not	be	decoded	using	a	codex	such	as	a	
tarot	dream	spread,	but	rather	must	be	interpreted	in	relation	to	the	dreamer's	relevant	
experiences.	

	 Interpretation of Dream	opens	with	Freud's	thesis	that	every	dream		is	a	psychical	
structure	that	has	a	meaning.	Freud	offers	a	comprehensive	theory	of	the	dream	which	
focuses	on	its	semantical	operations	and	what	they	reveal	about	the	human	psyche,	in	cases	
of	both	pathology	and	psychic	health.	Freud	argues	that	the	dream	fulfills	a	vital	function	
in	maintaining	psychic	stasis.	The	Freudian	dream	is	cathartic--	preserving	psychic	stasis	by	
allowing	for	the	release	of	excess	psychic	energy.		Freud	s	guiding	thesis	in	the	Interpretation 
is	that	a	dream	is	the	fulfillment	of	a	wish.	This	wish	can	be	something	as	banal	as	thirst,	
which	is	represented	in	dreams	of	gulping	water,	but	often	is	a	complex	operation	which	
appears	to	the	dreamer	as	a	confounding	sequence	of	events.
	
	 In	these	more	complex	dreams,	a	wish	repressed	by	the	superego	is	cathected	
by	the	drive	energies,	and	must	be	fulfilled	in	order	to	preserve	stasis	(the	pleasure	
principle.	However,	because	the	wish	is	outside	the	boundaries	of	moral	behavior,	it	
must	be	fulfilled	unbeknownst	to	conscious	reflection,	saving	the	dreamer	the	stress	
of	regret.	In	these	cases,	the	wish	is	fulfilled	in	effigythe	objects	of	the	wish	are	
represented	symbolically	by	the	contents	of	the	dream.	The	wish	therefore	is	the	dream	s	
metalanguagethe	semantic	content	which	dictates	the	objects	of	the	dream.	Censorship	
therefore	demands	a	substitution	of	the	objects	of	the	wish	for	the	contents	of	the	dream.		At	
bottom,	Freud	understands	the	dream	as	a	metaphoric	operation	in	the	Jakobsonian	sense,	
one	in	which	the	dream	content	substitutes	for	unfulfilled	desires.	The	science	of	dream	
interpretation	is	to	undo	the	substitution	and	arrive	at	the	hidden	meaning	of	the	dream.	The	
dream,	in	this	case,	is	a	riddle,	with	a	disguised	meaning.

	 Put	differently,	dreams	make	use	of	metaphors,	often	gleaned	from	a	surrounding	
cultural	milieu,	in	order	to	elude	the	personal	censor.	For	example,	in	the	dream	
"The	Language	of	Flowers,"		the	blossoming	branch	stands	for	chastity	because	of	the	trope	
of	blossoms	in	annunciation	paintings	and	hence,	for	immaculate	conception.	However,	
the	flowers	in	this	dream	are	red	and	therefore	allude	to	menstruation,	coming	of	age	and	
notions	of	virtue,	or	lack	thereof,	which	accompanied	Victorian	attitudes	surrounding	
sexual	maturity.	The	blossoming	branch	is	therefore	a	symbol	of	convention	as	it	nucleates	
around	notions	of	sexual	morality	using	well-known	metaphors	to	represent	the	two	poles	
of	women's	ethical	judgement	in	regard	to	sex	(innocence/deviance	gleaned	from	the	image	
bank	of	common	culture	(19th	century	Catholic	Vienna.

	 Although	Freud	views	dreaming	as	an	essentially	metaphorical	operation,	he	also	
incorporates	metonymic	functions	in	his	elaboration	of	them.	Analysis	reveals	that	the	
dream	contents	often	are	synecdochic,	with	a	single	dream-object	standing	in	for	a	wealth	
of	memories	and	affects.	The	symbols	of	dreams	are	often	polysemous,	and	therefore	

metonymic.	Freud	calls	this	polysemy	"over-determination"the	images,	objects,	words	and	
events	of	the	dream	are	nodal	points	on	which	many	of	the	dreamer's	significant	thoughts	
and	memories	converge.	

	 Freud	tells	us	that	dreams	are	"brief,	meagre	and	laconic"	in	comparison	with	the	
range	and	wealth	of	the	information	represented.	The	dream	is	a	highly	condensed	image	
which	combines	many	different	thoughts	into	a	single	picture.	This	is	an	operation	of	
synecdoche	by	which	a	single	object	in	the	dream	content	stands	in	for	a	grouping	of	
associations.	The	dream	offers	condensed	data,	laden	with	meaning;	the	terminus	of	strings	
of	associations	which	extend	into	recent	and	distant	memories.	In	this	way,	the	dream	is	
metonymic	in	that	what	is	represented	in	the	dream	represents	a	larger	whole	of	which	it	is	a	
constituent	part.
	
Symbolism is Metonymy: The Jungian Archetype
	
	 Man and hi Symbol was	published	posthumously,	and	was	the	final	project	Jung	
undertook.	His	essay	"Approaching	the	Unconscious"	offers	a	condensed	explication	of	his	
theory	of	the	symbol.	Jung	posits	that	dream	symbols	and	prominent	cultural	symbols	are	
one	and	the	same	phenomenon,	issuing	from	the	unconscious	as	talismans	of	instinctual	
psychic	structures.	Jung	argues	that	modern	reason	separates	humanity	from	the	deeper	
instinctive	strata	of	the	human	psyche,	and	ultimately	from	the	somatic	basis	of	the	psychic	
phenomena.	Symbols	issue	from	the	unconscious,	giving	us	a	glimpse	of	the	psyche's	
bottomless	mystery	and	complexity;	suppressed	by	modern	strictures	to	psychic	life.

	 According	to	Jung,	humans	use	symbols	to	represent	phenomena	which	are	beyond	
comprehension	(this	understanding	of	the	symbol	bears	the	stamp	of	the	Kantian	noumena	
in	that	there	are	parts	of	the	human	environment	and	experience	which	lay	beyond	the	
reach	of	reason.	The	symbol	alludes	to	this	enigma.	As	such,	rather	than	substituting	
for	a	determinate	semantic	object	in	a	systematized	metalanguage	as	Freud	would	have	
it,	the	Jungian	symbol	points	towards	a	semantic	field	which	transcends	the	limits	of	
reason.	It	connotes	a	larger	field	of	semantic	associations.	Jung	tells	us	that	metonymic	
symbols	are	evidenced	in	ritual,	art,	mythology	and	technology.	The	fact	that	cultural	
fields	and	disciplines	with	limited	contact	produce	symbols	which	bear	resemblance	to	one	
another	is	evidence	of	built	in	unconscious	patterns.	Jung	argues	that	in	dreams,	the	psyche	
produces	symbols	spontaneously:	"As	a	plant	produces	its	flower,	so	the	psyche	creates	its	
symbols...Every	dream	is	evidence	of	this	process."

	 Unlike	Freud,	who	sees	the	dream	content	as	a	disguise	for	a	metalinguistic	wish	
which	is	the	dream's	true	meaning,	Jung	believes	that	the	actual	form	and	content	of	a	dream	
is	meaningful,	not	only	a	substitution.	The	coded	pictorial	language	of	the	dream	expresses	
something	that	the	unconscious	was	trying	to	say:	to	put	this	in	linguistic	terms,	Jung	
sees	meaning	in	description,	in	the	dream's	pictorial	and	temporal	syntax,	not	only	in	the	
metalinguistic	thought	which	it	substitutes	for.	Where	Freud	sees	the	manifest	contents	of	
the	dream	as	being	a	metaphoric	substitution	for	the	metalanguage	of	the	wish,	Jung	sees	
the	dream	as	a	pictorial	language	which	forms	semantic	combinations	and	vivid	imagery.	
This	imagery	is	predicative,	a	horizontal	system	of	combinations;	a	language	which	expresses	
meaning	through	formal	syntax.	



	 This	is	not	to	say	that	Jung	ignores	metaphoric	substitutions	in	dream	symbolism.	
On	the	contrary	much	of	his	investigation	aims	at	revealing	a	hidden	message	in	the	dream	
symbol.	However,	for	Jung,	the	imagery	of	the	dream	can't	be	reduced	to	a	deliberate	
disguise,	a	pictorial	substitution	for	a	hidden	metalanguage;	the	dream	is	a	pictorial	syntax	
which	is	itself	meaningfulat	once	revealing	and	concealing	new	knowledge	through	formal	
juxtaposition,	affect	and	dream-speech.

	 Following	the	form	of	the	dream	content	reveals	formal	patterns.	Jung	argues	that	
these	patterns	often	bear	resemblance	to	prominent	cultural	symbols.	Rather	than	being	a	
result	of	suggestion,	Jung	argues	that	these	patterns	are	products	of	the		instinctive	forces	
which	manifest	themselves	in	dreams.	These	patterns,	the	Jungian	Archetypes,	are	built	
into	the	unconscious,	remnants	of	the		immensely	old	psyche	which	is	the	foundation	of	
the	modern	mind.	The	archetype	is	manifested	as	a		tendency	to	form	motif	the	individual	
dream	which	bears	an	archetypal	resemblance	is	indexical	of	an	instinctual	tendency,	not	
a	metaphoric	representation,	but	rather	is	a	built	in	syntactic	pattern	that	can		vary	a	great	
deal	in	formal	detail	without	losing	the		basic	pattern	of	the	archetype.			The	individual	
dream	takes	on	a	form	specific	to	the	experience	of	the	individual	dreamer	while	retaining	
the		general	pattern	of	the	archetype.	The	archetype	is	therefore	a	sort	of	narrative	
formula	which	imagery	gleaned	from	one	s	own	personal	memory	is	plugged	into.	These	
narrative	formulas	are	built	into	the	human	psyche,	which	Jung	argues	is	evidenced	by	the	
resemblances	between	myths,	rituals	and	images	from	cultures	that	could	not	have	shared	
a	common	influence.	A	favorite	example	of	an	archetype	is	the	hero,	a	formula	which	Jung	
argues	is	universal	to	all	cultures.

	 In	the	case	of	the	dream,	the	archetype	is	a	system	of	relations	organizing	personal	
memories	into	a	pictorial	formula.	Similarly,	the	archetypal	myth	organizes	specific	cultural	
signs	into	a	narrative	sequence.	Jung's	archetype	is	an	instinctual	syntax,	and	therefore	is	
a	metonymic	operation	as	it	exists	as	a	system	of	relations	between	signs,	external	to	the	
individual	sign;	the	archetype	is	a	form	of	code.	In	addition	to	its	metonymic	operation	as	
a	syntactic		pattern,	the	appearance	of	an	archetype	is,	to	Jung	s	analysis,	a	synecdochic	
phenomenon.	Whether	personal	or	cultural	the	specific	instantiation	of	an	archetype	
is	an	example	of	an	instinctual	tendency,	a	phenomenon	which	is	universal	rather	than	
specific.	An	instantiation	of	an	archetype	is	an	instantiation	of	a	psychic	phenomenon	
universal	to	human	experience--	as	such,	the	individual	dream	symbol	is	synecdochic.	This	
also	is	true	of	narratives	which	exhibit	archetypal	patterns.	In	this	way,	a	historical	figure,	
Ignacio	Zaragoza	at	the	battle	of	Puebla	and	a	character	from	pop-culture,	Luke	Skywalker,	
are	both	specific	instantiations	of	a	universal	phenomenon:	the	hero	archetype.	To	Jung,	each	
of	these	examples	are	synecdochic	of	a	universal	psychic	phenomenon.	

	 Jung	distinguishes	between	signs	and	symbols.	Whereas	the	sign	is	a	simple	
denotation,	the	symbol	is	metonymic,	opening	a	semantic	field	with	myriad	associations.	He	
tells	us	this	also	is	true	of	the	archetype,	which	resists	an	arbitrary	(or	universal	
interpretation.		Archetypes	only	come	to	life	when	one	establishes	how	and	why	they	become	
meaningful	to	the	individual	to	whom	they	appear.	Jung	extends	this	to	all	symbols,	arguing	
that	each	word	means	something	slightly	different	to	each	person,	even	among	those	who	
share	the	same	cultural	background.	The	reason	for	this	variation	is	that	a	general	notion	
is	received	in	an	individual	context	and	is	therefore	understood	and	applied	in	an	individual	
way.

	
To	Jung,	the	symbol	is	metonymy.	Its	semantic	associations	are	limitless,	as	each	symbol	
comes	to	meaningfulness	within	the	context	of	the	individual.	Semantic	analysis	reveals	an	
unending	web	of	archetypal	patterns.
	

	

	

	

 

	



 

	

	

	 	 	 	 	



 

	

	
	 the	life	of	Spirit	is	not	the	life	that	shrinks	from	death	and	keeps	itself	 	 	
	 untouched	by	devastation,	but	rather	the	life	that	endures	it	and	maintains		 		
	 itself	in	it...Spirit	is	this	power	by	looking	the	negative	in	the	face,	and		 	 	
	 tarrying	with	it.	This	tarrying	with	the	negative	is	the	magical	power	that			 	
	 converts	it	into	being.
	 	 	 	 -Hegel,	The Phenomenology of Spirit

A Charm Against Homesickness

In	order	to	dwell	where	you	find	yourself,	you	must	
become	part	of	that	place,	and	make	that	place	part	of	
you.	This	charm	will	work	for	all	kinds	of	homesickness:	
longing	for	the	place	you	lived	last,	longing	for	a	certain	
slant	of	light,	longing	for	a	more	secure	world,	longing	
for	a	sense	of	internal	dwelling,	nostalgia,	and	a	craving	
for	earth.

Wherever	you	are,	find	a	patch	of	earth	that	the	sun	
shines	upon	with	a	dappled	light.	With	your	right	hand,	
scoop	up	some	earth	and	throw	it	beneath	your	right	
foot,	while	reciting	the	following	incantation:

I have it in my hand, and under my foot; thi earth i 
mine and I am it.

With	your	left	hand,	scoop	up	some	earth	and	sprinkle	
it	on	your	left	shoulder,	allowing	some	to	fall	to	the	
ground,	while	reciting	the	following	incantation:

It i upon me, and around me; my bone and blood belong 
to thi earth.

Lie	down	on	your	back	with	your	arms	and	legs	spread	
out.	Between	your	right	thumb	and	forefinger,	take	a	
very	small	pinch	of	earth	and	place	it	under	your	tongue.	
With	your	tongue	thus	earthbound,	recite	the	following	
incantation:

Swelling, dwelling, welling, being
Welling, welling, dwelling, doing
Dwelling, welling, welling, filling
Welling, dwelling, welling, becoming

I am, I do, I be, I become
I am, I tay, I ret, I remain

By the turning of the earth,
By the welling of the blood in my vein,
I am home.

Now,	taste	the	earth,	sending	it	around	your	mouth	four	



For a Self-Citation
pell no. 8

Thi bright pell of earthy atonement and weet-tart 
anxietie gain a hint of tetimonial indulgence from 
induced edation. You can find confidence for elf-
citation in any one of your dream but why leave it up 
to the unconciou? Thi pell will make an excellent 
complement to an evening wherein you have abo-
lutely nothing to ay to anyone. 
 
Firt thing firt: if a elf-citation mean you quote 
yourelf, you mut firt contruct a elf. So, thi pell 
doe double duty: contruct a elf a object to then 
cite.

Materials	needed:
very	firm	pear
tea	tree	oil
lorazepam
disordered	phallocentrism
weary	worldview
pomegranate	molasses
braid	made	of	shredded	paper
copper	stew	pot

Take	it.	Just	take	it.	To	quote	a	passage	of	your	own	
means	you	must	know	the	border	between	you	and	
everything	else.	There	is	one	(your	tongue	makes	this	
frontier	felt	even	if	you	feel	like	you	will	be	swal-
lowed	by	your	own	permeability.	So	take	it.	What	I	
mean	is:	swallow	the	L.

Repeat	this	3x	in	a	whisper:	Citation's	second	sense	
leads	us	to	the	juridical,	which	we	can't	ignore.	To	
cite,	to	summon,	to	appear.	Repeat	once	more	but	in	
your	head.

Turn	to	the	molasses	now.	Use	copper	stew	pot	for	
full	sensorial	effect.	If	made	right,	pomegranate	
molasses	has	a	thick	and	lush	color.	It	has	colored	and	
lush	thickness.	You	should	immediately	conjure	Lady	
MacBeth.	Out,	damned	spot.

But	it	stays.	Make	it	stay.	Dip	the	very	firm	(green	
pear	into	a	copper	pot	of	pomegranate	molasses.	Let	

times	before	swallowing.	Once	you	have	consumed	it,	recite	
the	following	earth-song:

In, through, inide, within
Ymbe, rymm, eore-mod
I eat thi earth that I may know it
I bathe in thi earth that I may become it
I tand on thi earth that I may poe it
Swelling
dwelling
welling
dwell
be.

Stand	up	and	walk	into	full	sun.	The	charm	is	done.



 Hiking, Reviewed

	 Of	the	7,	photos	currently	on	my	phone,	the	first	3,000	or	so	are	of	a	nine-day	
hike	I	took	last	year	around	Mont	Blanc,	a	massive	and	perpetually	snowcapped	mountain	at	
the	corners	of	France,	Italy,	and	Switzerland.

	 The	next	thousand	are	of	my	friend's	small,	beautiful	black	dog	Molly,	taken	over	the	
course	of	a	few	short	dog-sitting	stints,	and	are	very	sparingly	punctuated	by	screenshots	
of	text	conversations	and	to-do	lists	and	pictures	of	things	I	briefly	thought	about	buying	in	
stores.	Between	Molly	and	Mont	Blanc,	over	half	of	my	19-gigabyte	library	was	shot	in	a	six-
week	stretch	from	September	to	October	of	2016.	

	 My	photos	of	them	are	similar	in	that	they	are	irrationally	repetitive:		photos	of	the	
same	glacier,	each	one	taken	five	to	10	feet	further	along	the	trail	than	the	one	before	it,	are	
about	as	indefensible	as	27	photos	of	Molly	falling	asleep	in	my	bedthe	first	with	her	eyes	
barely	open	and	her	tongue	budding	out,	the	next	with	her	eyes	closed,	the	next	with	some	
other	barely	perceptible	difference	from	the	rest.	It	seems	almost	insulting	to	the	grueling,	
historical,	vast	landscape	of	the	Alps	that	I	find	them	about	as	visually	and	emotionally	
arresting	as	the	unconscious	facial	expressions	of	a	dog.

	 	 	 	 	 	 +

	 On	the	first	day	of	the	hike,	I	was	euphoric	(maybe	derangedly	so.	I	was	with	a	
friend	who'd	done	the	whole	loop	before,	on	her	own,	and	whose	photos	had	wooed	me	into	
wooing	her	into	doing	it	again	with	me	in	tow.	It	didn't	actually	take	convincing	so	much	as	
mentioning.	I'd	compare	the	effort	to	the	kind	it	takes	to	get	a	friend	with	one	drink	in	them	
to	have	one	more.

	 We'd	set	out	from	a	trailhead	at	the	foot	of	a	lesser	mountain,	our	view	onto	the	
valley	below	and	other	mountains	around	it	densely	blocked	by	evergreens.	It	was	a	sight	
you	could	find	anywhere	in	upstate	New	York,	but	I	was	already	ecstatic	at	the	chance	to	
wear	and	use	the	gear	I'd	spent	three	months	deliberating	over	at	REIa	drawn-out	exercise	
in	the	most	indulgent,	bourgeois	idea	of	practicality	imaginable.	The	$200	hiking	poles	in	my	
hands	(the	good	ones:	ultra-light,	foldable,	carbon-something	felt	as	satisfyingly	prudent	a	

harden	for	exactly		minutes.	Use	phone	as	timer.	Anoint	
with	three	drops	of	tea	tree	oil.	Now	drop	both	the	braid	of	
shredded	paper	and	molasses-covered	pear	into	the	copper	
pot.	Leave	while	you	sleep	for	22	days.

	
Remember	that	all	shiny	theoretical	concepts	(weary	world-
view	+	disordered	phallocentrism	+	any	others	are	merely	
the	precondition.



 

	

	
	

purchase	in	action	as	they	did	when	I	forfeited	that	sum	for	them	over	the	summer.	So	did	
the	"performance"	fleece	pullover,	nylon	shorts	and	thermal	tights	I	had	on,	items	whose	total	
disregard	for	style	gave	them	a	weird,	self-righteous	stylishnessclothes	like	these	signal	
their	wearer's	indifference	to	the	social	signaling	of	clothes,	and	I,	not	so	indifferent,	loved	
that	they	signaled	it.	The	thought	that	I	might	be	the	kind	of	person	who'd	enjoy	a	nine-day	
hike	was,	by	a	weird,	circuitous	logic,	one	of	the	reasons	I	genuinely	enjoyed	it.

	 All	this,	coupled	with	the	fact	that	I	do	not	exercise	and	was	completely	unused	to	
the	sensation	of	being	flooded	with	endorphins,	had	me	intoxicated.	In	pictures,	my	pupils	
look	dilated.	The	mountains,	before	they	came	into	view,	almost	felt	secondary:	They	could	
have	been	completely	fogged	over	and	I'd	still	have	gotten	off	at	the	expensive,	down-to-earth	
sensibleness	of	the	endeavor.	I	wore	the	whole	thing	like	aspirational	drag.

	 The	weather	was,	actually,	perfect,	and	when	we	rose	above	the	tree	line,	the	views	
were	too.	They	gave	the	costume	a	compelling	backdrop.	Sights	included:	a	lush	middle-
green	valley	strewn	with	tall,	sort	of	alien-looking	purple	flowers;	gargantuan,	chiseled	rock	
formations	that	looked	like	hyperreal	Lord	of	the	Rings	fan	art;	and	a	glacial	pond	beneath	a	
low,	graphically	snow-splotched	gray	peak	(itself	beneath	an	absurdly	blue	sky.	All	of	these	
came	in	the	first	few	hours	of	the	trail,	and	the	sensory	gratification	did	not	let	up	from	
there.	My	eyes	came	unhinged	and	didn't	snap	back	into	place	until	we'd	finished	the	circuit.	
The	whole	thing	felt	like	an	aesthetic	binge.

	 	 	 	 	 	 +

	 Any	written	description	makes	the	vistas	sound	clich	because	they	are.	One	
impressed	but	ostensibly	unmoved	friend,	looking	through	my	pictures	with	me	after	I'd	
come	home,	asked	if	I	was	showing	her	hi-res	stock	photos:	dramatic	glaciers,	colored	
meadows.

	 This	is,	by	turns,	unexpected	and	unsurprising	for	a	range	with	such	distinctly	
Romantic	accolades:	Lord	Byron	called	Mont	Blanc	the	monarch	of	mountains.	Shelley's	
Victor	Frankenstein	is	brought	to	tears	by	the	sight	of	it.	Wordsworth	"grieved"	when	he	
came	upon	it	on	a	trip	with	friends.	The	sublime,	in	its	universally	rapturous	aspect,	is	liable	
to	look	and	feel	banal.	Like	visual	scripture.

	 And	yet	accessing	it	in	person	feels	like	nothing	short	of	a	revelation,	for	
reasons	that	I	still	can't	articulate	very	coherently.	I'm	also	not	sure	what	the	revelation	
i.	It's	one	that	requires	no	analytical	faculty:	Place	anyone	in	a	scene	like	those	found	
around	Mont	Blanc	and	they'll	be	dumbstruck	at	the	vastness	of	the	landscape	and	its	
composition.	There's	something	base,	or	deeply	basic,	about	the	pleasure;	it's	biological.	
Research	suggests	that	a	landscape	view	can	even	accelerate	hospital	patients'	recovery.	(So	
do	cute	dogs.

	 The	physical	reward	of	the	Tour,	too,	is	undiscriminating:	Anybody	capable	of	a	
strenuous	trek	can	enjoy	the	chemical	high	it	induces.

	 	 	 	 	 	 +

	 One	consistently	dispensed	piece	of	advice	for	treating	depression	and	anxiety	is	to	
exercise	regularly.	Judging	by	my	very	brief	personal	experiments	in	exercise	(as	if	scientific	
consensus	weren't	enough,	I	know	this	is	great	advicethat	physical	exertion	really	does	
chemically	improve	my	mood.

	 There	is	something	simple	and	belittling	about	the	fact.	The	notion	that	a	person's	
profound	existential	unease,	their	philosophical-emotional	despair,	might	be	alleviated	by	
running	for	an	hour	a	day,	paints	happiness	as	a	pretty	petty	feat	(and,	to	be	fair,	makes	
profound	unhappiness	look	upsettingly	piddling	too.	Nothing	makes	you	more	starkly	aware	
that	you're	an	animal	than	noticing	the	impact	of	your	physical	and	environmental	condition	
on	your	contentedness	with	life.	It	undermines	everything	I	know	about	happiness	as	the	
sum	of	fulfilling	relationships	and	intellectual	stimulation	to	think	that	it's	predicated	on	
eating	the	right	foods,	moving	my	body	enough,	spending	time	in	sunlight	and	in	nature,	and	
sleeping	a	certain	number	of	hours	each	night.

	 The	culture	of	outdoorsiness,	and	the	industry	that	outfits	it,	seem	tacitly	built	on	
that	understanding.	Like	that	of	a	good	run	or	of	an	adorable	dark	dog	curled	against	you	
in	bed,	but	magnified,	a	mountain	range's	indifference	to	your	character,	your	ideas,	your	
imaginary	human	ambitions	is,	really	simply,	thrillingan	undeclinable	invitation	to	abdicate	
all	those	things.	The	epiphany	that	a	hike	like	the	one	around	Mont	Blanc	offers	is	an	anti-
epiphany:	that	the	pursuit	of	meaning	or	purpose,	above	or	beyond	the	already-known	and	
decidedly	animal,	is	kind	of	trifling.	

It's	an	easy,	aesthetic,	optimistic	nihilism,	one	that's	marketed	handily	by	companies	like	
REI	and	Patagonia,	but	based	firmly	in	the	real	experiences	of	people	far	away	from	their	
stores	taking	in	natural	splendor.	It's	a	base	happiness	that,	back	at	work	in	New	York	and	
re-entrenched	in	my	image	of	happiness	as	a	personal	accomplishment	and	a	reward	for	
virtue,	I'm	deeply	skeptical	of	even	as	I	rhapsodize	about	itmuch	the	same	way	that	I've	
looked	sideways	at	myself	while	extolling	the	"life-changing"	virtues	of	certain	drug-induced	
highs,	or	the	way	I'm	embarrassed	at	my	own	simplemindedness	in	rubbing	Molly's	belly	for	
two	hours,	cooing	at	her	that	she's	perfect	and	convinced	that	there's	nothing	more	important	
in	life	than	the	profound	satisfaction	of	that	moment.

Still,	hiking:	10/10,	would	recommend.	Planning	a	trip	to	Patagonia	(the	place	in	the	spring.



 

	

	
	 the	life	of	Spirit	is	not	the	life	that	shrinks	from	death	and	keeps	itself	 	 	
	 untouched	by	devastation,	but	rather	the	life	that	endures	it	and	maintains		 		
	 itself	in	it...Spirit	is	this	power	by	looking	the	negative	in	the	face,	and		 	 	
	 tarrying	with	it.	This	tarrying	with	the	negative	is	the	magical	power	that			 	
	 converts	it	into	being.
	 	 	 	 -Hegel,	The Phenomenology of Spirit

untitled. oil	and	collage	on	glass	mounted	in	artist's	frame,	2016.

Beyond the Waters, Above and Below

        Psalm 121 (Song of Ascents)
א שיר למעלות:

אשא עיני אל ההרים מאין יבא עזרי;
ב עזרי מעם יהוה עשה שמים וארץ;

ג  אל יתן למוט רגלך אל ינום שמרך;
ד הנה לא ינום ולא יישן שומר ישראל;
ה יהוה שמרך יהוה צלך על יד ימינך;
 ו יומם השמש לא יככה וירח בלילה; 

 ז יהוה ישמרך מכל רע ישמר את נפשך;
ח יהוה ישמר צאתך ובואך מעתה ועד עולם;

Mid-August 2004, Moscow

It's	pure	magic,	she	said,	transfixed,	gazing	at	a	bunch	of	planes	taking	off	at	the	international	
terminal	Sheremetyevo	2	in	Moscow	(SVO,	Russia.	It	would	be	another	half-hour	or	so	
before	she	would	board	her	first	ever	flight	heading	to	Belgrade,	Serbia.	Dreading	"seasick-
ness"	aboard	a	Boeing	737,	she	had	taken	a	pill	of	an	appropriate	medication	as	a	matter	of	
precaution	a	couple	of	hours	prior	to	her	arrival	to	the	airport	and	was	now	feeling	a	bit	
sleepy,	still	failing	to	believe	that	she	was	about	to	take	wing	in	this	unfathomable,	scary,	
gracious	aluminum	thing.	I	was	no	big	fan	of	flights	myself,	yet	I	almost	scorned	this	naivet	
and	sentimental	susceptibility;	nearly	uttered	something	like	"Yeah,	right."	Little	did	I	know	
at	those	early	days	that	several	years	later	flights	were	destined	to	become	the	only	viable	
option	for	me	to	make	space	and	time	surrender	to	my	occasional	whims	to	reunite	with	my	
family	and	the	Babylon	I	was	born	in.	Airports,	on	the	other	hand,	were	doomed	to	turn	into	
the	frequent	loci	of	my	ennui	and	disaffection.	I	would	not	discover	this	until	7	years	later,	
after	I	had	consciously	chosen	to	leave	my	family	and	my	filthy,	gorgeous	hometown,	follow-
ing	the	path	of	one	of	Margaret	Atwood's	heroines	who	thought	(or,	perhaps,	merely	deluded	
herself	into	thinking	that	being	exclusive	means	being	excluded,	sooner	or	later.	You	see,	I	
seem	to	chronically	lapse	into	literarizations	of	my	own	case	-	indeed,	that's	what	biographi-
cal	narratives	frequently	fall	prey	to.	There	is	no	good	timing	for	a	pretentious	self-exclusion,	
I	guess,	so	one	has	to	relentlessly	banalize	one's	exodus	afterwards,	in	order	not	to	feel	embar-
rassed	by	the	false	grandeur	of	this	gesture,	i.e.	joining	a	whole	gallery	of	commis-voyageurs,	



migrs,	exiles	and	the	like.	At	the	end	of	the	day,	regardless	if	one	is	humble	or,	on	the	con-
trary,	totally	self-absorbed,	one	inevitably	glances	back	and	reflects	on	the	accomplished	step	
of	relocation	as	something	transcending	its	mere	technicalities	and	being	by	far	a	semantic	
act	rather	than	that	of	physics	(and	aerodynamics.	Long	story	short,	I	did	feel	pretty	damned	
exclusive,	my	left	eyebrow	completely	unaware	of	what	the	right	one	was	after,	as	my	sister	
once	noted	in	a	rather	emotional	facebook	message	to	me,	so	thoroughly	infused	with	love,	
nothing	but	love,	in	fact,	comparing	me	to	Milorad	Pavić's	characters.	That's	how	linguo-lit-
erary	siblings	communicate	with	one	another.	One	particular	plane	was,	therefore,	supposed	
to	house	the	ensuing	drama	of	this	nonchalant	self-eradication.	Finally,	I	experienced	one	
particular	flight	as	a	very	much	different	one	compared	to	those	I	had	"enjoyed"	before.	Why	
quotation	marks,	you	may	wonder?	For	matters	quite	banal,	just	to	indulge	in	the	purported	
harshness	of	my	style	(which	is	to	be	gradually	exemplified	in	all	its	glory	and	clarity	in	what	
is	releasedor	unchained?below.	Destination	Frankfurt	Rhein/Main,	Terminal	Eins.	Please,	
fasten	your	seat	belts	and	switch	off	all	electronic	devices	during	taxi,	take-off,	and	landing.	
Or	whatever	gig	the	midair-DJs	and	their	meticulously-dressed	crew-members	play	on	such	
occasions.

March 13, 2017, New York

Dear Sir/Madam,

Pleae be advied that your flight, cheduled to depart on 14/03/2017 at 08:20 from FRANK-
FURT, ha been cancelled due to advere weather condition in New York. We apologize for 
any inconvenience.

That's	what	the	forwarded	message	in	my	mailbox,	discovered	several	hours	after	it	had	
been	sent,	(this	is	where	the	timezones	happen	to	matter	said.	Mercilessly	and	irrevocably.	
At	a	single	digital	scribble,	all	the	hitherto	cherished	plans	made	to	adorn	a	three-week-long	
reunion	with	my	beloved	friend	from	Germany,	the	country	I've	never	ceased	to	evoke	in	my	
memory	after	our	nearly	-year-long	bumpy,	yet	so	impossibly	unforgettable	affairall	that	
once	promised	was	shattered	in	a	flash,	indifferently,	andI'm	getting	angry	now-inexcusably!	
This	anger	was	reluctantly	channeled	by	the	following	gushes	of	frustration	and	vexation	and	
eternalized	as	a	bitter	facebook	status	(which	is,	to	me,	the	worst	ever	use	of	social	media,	
that	is	to	pour	out	the	redundant	posts	on	one's	spoilt	mood	or	epic,	albeit	unintended,	fail-
ures,	as	if	anyone	were	to	repair	it	or	at	least	offer	a	shoulder	to	cry	on:

	 Years	ago	in	Heidelberg,	Germany	I	"survived"	-cm-thick	layers	of	snow	which		 	
	 paralyzed	the	operation	of	S-Bahn	(trams	in	the	entire	area.	Heroically,	as	a	proud		
	 offspring	of	our	robust	and	hairy	Cro-Magnon	ancestors,	I	managed	to	make	my	way		
	 from	the	main	station	to	the	uni,	walking	on	my	two	heavily	winter-challenged	and		
	 profoundly	weather-offended	feet,	against	the	merciless	snowfall	and	blowing	wind,		
	 against	all	odds	and	on	every	step	imperiled	by	an	eventual	failure	lurking	beneath		
	 the	surface.	Today	I'm	witnessing	reportedly	the	"heaviest"	blizzard	in	the	history	of		
	 humankind	that	has	ever	struck	the	East	Coast	and	caused	havoc	in	the	travel	plans		
	 of	thousands	of	people	around	the	world,	with	virtually	all	flights	heading	to	this	part		
	 of	the	U.S.	canceled.	I	fear	that,	alas,	airplanes	have	recently	turned	into	a	seasonal		

	 means		of	transportation.	The	staggering	extent	of	"vulnerability"	and	the	magnitude		
	 of	peeps'	overreaction	to	this	state	of	water,	"fairly"	common	throughout	winter,		 	
	 makes	me	genuinely	wonder	how	our	biological	species	has	made	it	so	far	without		
	 even	a	slightest	hint	of	becoming	extinct	any	time	soon...	Are	you	flipping	kidding		
	 me?!

Let	me	get	off	the	topic	for	a	while-

Nowadays,	decades	since	the	universally	recognized	disenchantment	of	nature	(and	what	
Germans	call	Technik,	humanity	seems	to	have	become	accustomed	to	the	sheer	idea	of	air	
transportation.	Today	it	is	hardly	any	incomprehensible,	mysterious	luxury.	It	is,	virtually	
unanimously,	considered	(and	marketed	precisely	in	this	way	to	be	both	reliable	and	safe;	
living	up	to	your	rhythm	and	opportunities-much	safer	than	your	fancy	car,	far	more	cog-
nizable	than	your	unearthed	desires.	I	still	remember	my	first	transatlantic	flight,	along	the	
same	route	which	was	supposed	to	have	been	successfully	traversed	by	my	dearest	soulmate,	
for	whose	love	and	support	I	owe	more	than	any	words	may	ever	express,	or	deeds	-	attest.	
In	my	imagination,	hardly	any	less	mighty	than	the	vastness	of	the	sky	and	clouds	hiding	the	
earth	from	above,	I	painstakingly	tried	to	grasp	the	immense	amounts	of	unwelcoming	wa-
ters	which	lie	between	the	west	coast	of	Ireland	and	the	Long	Island,	for	instance.	Thrilled	at	
the	prospect	of	finally	setting	my	foot	in	the	New	World,	still	unable	to	believe	that	America	
is	actually	out	there,	ready	to	be	experienced	as	a	concrete	destination,	if	not	destiny,	I	was	
thinking	about	the	incomparably	greater	toils	of	the	first	settlers	heading	westwards	in	pur-
suit	of	freedom	and	happiness.	After	the	landing	and	all	the	way	during	my	six-day-trip	(or,	
better	say,	tourne	in	New	Amsterdam	I	was	haunted	by	the	constant	feeling	that	Europe,	
with	my	family	members,	ex-colleagues,	friends,	and	even	foes,	my	only	known	and	adored	
Lebenswelt,	the	only	radical	horizon	of	my	Ich	(the	I	which	hears	itself	dreaming	in	German,	
half	a	year	after	the	second	epic	exodus,	was	left	not	behind	these	dark	and	maybe	even	
fiendish	waters,	but	rather	in	a	hazy	parallel	dimension	whose	once	incontestable	density	no	
longer	mattered	here,	and	which	instead	appeared	ghost-like;	less	real	than	the	vague	images	
from	a	film	about	America	before	me.	America,	the	internationally	revered	and	despised	
place	of	heterogeneous	smells,	sounds,	and	sights.	The	greenish	cold	waters,	however,	were	
still	pending	over	me	as	a	very	much	palpable	veil	which	covered	my	ocumene,	stolen	by	
the	pagan	master-god,	disguised	as	a	bull	in	the	frenzy	of	lust,	and	displaced	it	beyond	the	
level	of	immediate	perception,	from	now	on	relegating	this	forever	coveted	image	to	what	
Germans	refer	to	as	Einbildungskraft	-	the	force	of	in-building,	in-picturing	or,	perhaps,	
engraving,	as	in	gravure.	The	stolen	things	are	rendered	much	more	intimate	for	their	ex-
possessorsthey	are	relentlessly	reclaimed	with	a	greater	fervor	and	a	sharper	sense	of	irre-
placeability	in	the	modus	of	total	absence.	That	is	what	happened	to	me	and	Europe,	as	well	
as	the	Europe	in	and	of	me,	on	this	side	of	the	pond,	in	the	land	of	the	free.	Blessed	be	those	
who	lost	what	is	truly	theirs,	for	they	are	now	bereft	from	the	burden	of	self-attachment,	for	
they	now	can	truly	re-discover	the	exhilarating	depths	of	their	mighty	imagination.	The	one	
which	is	as	wide	and	boundless	as	the	Ocean	itself.	With	its	eternal	waters,	below	and	above.	
The	waters	which	still	remember	the	reflection	of	the	eveningless	light	of	the	drifting	Spirit.

January 14, 2017, New York

After	three	weeks	of	my	Chanukka-Christmas/Weihnachten-Silvester	flavored	Eurotour	



 

	

	

through	Germany	and	Russiawhich	I	had	been	looking	forward	to	ever	since	I	booked	
my	tickets	alongside	the	itinerary	JFK-Frankfurt-Moscow-JFK	almost	three	months	prior	
to	departureI'm	back	in	town,	lightly	dusted	with	snow,	struck	by	a	temperature	slightly	
below	32	degrees	Fahrenheit	(I	mean	below	zero,	exhausted	after	another	shot	across	the	
Atlantic	and	childishly	tearful	goodbyes	with	my	family,	struggling	to	roll	two	fully	stuffed	
suitcases	into	my	recently	Blessed	be	His	Name!	roommate-free	apartment.	Despite	
fatigue	and	overwhelming	emotionality	of	the	last	16	or	so	hours,	scattered	as	usual	amid	dif-
ferent	timezones,	over	the	unimaginable	masses	of	water	in	various	states	of	matter	(I	recall	
trying	to	gauge	the	spectacular	ices	of	Greenland,	although	on	this	flight	I	was	crammed	
into	my	seat	right	next	to	the	aisle,	I	became	painfully	aware	at	that	moment	of	the	overall	
level	of	my	dependency	on	the	operation	of	airliner,	the	concomitant	interplay	of	an	end-
less	myriad	of	factors,	natural	forces,	chances	which	my	vivid	mind,	prone	to	poeticizing	
even	the	plainest	things	in	the	world,	can	hardly	wrap	itself	around.	However,	despite	the	
delusional	triumphant	feeling	of	having	just	conquered	space	and	time,	I	guess	I	am	not	good	
at	leaving	things	behind,	getting	over,	treating	my,	as	well	as	others',	past	as	petty	bygones,	
almost	negligible	before	the	stubbornness	of	the	fleeting	present	and	the	presentiment	of	the	
not-yet-formed	future.	Sometimes	I	wish	mental	itineraries	were	as	simple	as	booking	an	
airline	ticket,	but	they	never	are	quite	like	that,	alas.	What	inundates	and	engulfs	my	mind	
each	time	I	switch	the	continents	is	the	obsessive	image	of	these	thick,	impeding,	threatening	
waters.	The	waters	which	thoroughly	preserve	the	optic	fibers	of	the	cables	buried	deep	on	
the	bottom.	Those	which	bring	to	me	the	voices	of	my	sister,	father,	and	mother	across	the	
hours	and	years	of	not	seeing	each	other	face-to-face.	Banal	might	it	sound,	but	it	is	still	hard	
for	me	to	believe	that	the	Sun	and	the	Moon	distribute	their	light	over	the	face	of	Earth	in	a	
very	discrete	pace.	To	put	it	bluntly,	timezones	are	messy.	I	still	have	not	gotten	completely	
used	to	waking	up	into	my	sister's	afternoon	or	even	evening.	Cooking	or	just	warming	up	
dinner	for	her	family,	she	would	often	whisper	into	her	iPhone	the	tender	"get	up,	dear,	and	
don't	go	back	to	bed!"	No	creative	alarm-clock	can	compete	with	this	almost	palpable	acoustic	
caress	of	my	elder	sister's	voice	making	sure	I'll	start	my	day	properly	and	on	time,	several	
thousands	miles	away	westwards	from	her.	Actually,	I	came	up	with	this	plan	to	ask	my	
sister	to	bring	me	back	to	consciousness	per	whatsapp	calls	purely	out	of	need	to	hear	her	
voice	for	however	few	spare	minutes	she	might	have,	eight	or	seven	hours	later	than	my	
"now."	She	never	objected	to	this	request	and	never	let	me	down.	My	East	Coast	time	became	
thus	a	factor	of	her	day,	a	nagging	reminder	of	the	temporal	quality	of	our	spatial	separa-
tion.	A	collection	of	these	words	is	mostly	devoted	to	my	sister,	my	dearest	female	blood,	
as	in	Hungarian	nvrem	which	denotes	"elder	sister."	It	is	with	her	that	I	oftentimes	silently	
resume	our	either	too	short	or	otherwise	interrupted	conversations,	enjoying	so	many	mo-
ments	of	seclusion	and	detachment	from	fellow	human	beings	here,	beyond	the	waters.	She	is	
my	constant	and	omnipresent	interlocutor.	No	one	else's	criticism	do	I	fear	as	much	as	hers,	
maybe	because	I	am	old	enough	to	just	calmly	submit	to	that	of	my	parents	without	an	urge	
of	contesting	it.	Many	would	doubtless	envy	a	bond	like	ours,	the	one	which	is	pure	magic.	
Now	that	I	find	myself	again	in	my	apartment	in	Upper	Manhattan,	already	a	whole	day	after	
our	latest	hug	on	the	threshold	of	her	place	in	Moscow,	our	everyday	chats	will	be	carried	on	
in	a	usual	pace,	with	an	-hour	delta	per	default,	my	late	hour	of	falling	asleep,	caused	by	the	
lunacy	of	a	casual	insomnia,	normally	coinciding	with	her	morning	routines	approaching	the	
very	peak.	May	every	next	call	pierce	through	the	grim,	indifferent,	menacing	waters.	The	
ones	which	cannot	cool	down	the	scorching	burn	of	tenderness	and	yearning	in	my	slightly	
arrhythmically	racing	heart.

	

	

In Lieu of an Afterword

In	my	humble	view,	any	type	of	a	self-aware	writing,	as	in	virtually	all	biographical	narra-
tives,	tends	to	be	simultaneously	puzzling	and	extremely	banal.	When	using	this	mode,	one	
balances	on	a	virtually	impalpable	borderline	between	simplicity	and	singularity,	sincerity	
and	inventiveness,	clarity	and	obscurity.	In	an	attempt	to	excavate	the	raw	contents	of	what	
is	per	se	extremely	intimate	and	personal,	one	seems	to	fall	into	the	trap	of	censoring	these	
the	moment	they	are	dug	out	from	memories	and	elaborately	structured	in	a	more	or	less	
consistent	way.	As	a	result,	one	obfuscates	as	much	as	one	succeeds	to	unveil.	Pure	fiction	
seems	to	do	more	justice	to	the	scriptor,	or	typist,	if	you	like.	I	can	blame	it	on	the	moon	
phases	or	star	constellations,	or	even	my	clumsy	and	not	exactly	systematic	efforts	of	prac-
ticing	tikkun	olam,	or	any	other	residues	of	my	pagan	"worldsense"	(is	there	any	satisfying	
translation	of	the	Russian	мироощущение	I	wonder?,	but	I	cannot	pretend	to	feel	comfort-
able	with	fiction	now	and	thus	multiply	what	seems	to	be	so	unnecessary,	so	indiscernible	in	
the	deafening	choir	of	self-absorbed	voices.	The	irreparable	imperfection,	the	inherent	flaw	
of	narratives	like	this	one	has	a	certain	grace	to	it,	hasn't	it?	The	tarnished	truthfulness	is	a	
significant	enough	treasure	in	the	midst	of	prevailing	fakery.

Sensitivity	hardly	enjoys	a	soaring	market	value.	Its	merry,	noisy	neighbor,	infantilism,	
sounds	like	a	bitter	reproach	for	a	grown-up	man,	a	puer	aeternus	of	the	first	quarter	of	the	
21st	century.	Briefly,	those	are	assets	to	be	traded	and	disposed	of.	Frankly,	I	could	not	have	
cared	less.	It	is	a	very	much	precious	instrument	in	my	tool-kit	owing	to	which	I	can	ap-
proach	my	object	of	study,	as	well	as	the	main	drive	of	intellectual	jouissancetext.	

That	said,	Iet	me	please	go	back	to	the	joyful	labor	of	finishing	my	story:

This	narrative	has	dwelled	on	magic	or	at	least	pretended	to	do	so.	Nothing	was	at	stake	here,	
but	the	nakedness	of	my	thoughts	and	feelings,	the	ones	I	wish	could	fly	over	the	eternal	
waters	and	gently	reach	their	addressees.	Before	take-off,	I	normally	murmur	Psalm	121	in	
Hebrew,	subtitled	as	the	Song	of	Ascents,	knowing	that	those	who	wait	for	me	across	the	
waters	read	these	verses,	perhaps,	too,	in	whatever	language	they	prefer.	Remarkably,	ascent	
serves	as	an	indication	of	upward	movement,	whilst	my	transition	on	board	is	imagined	by	
me	as	the	piercing	flight	of	an	arrow	which	outwits	and	escapes	from	the	waters,	below	and	
above.	Cherish	these	rare	moments	of	magic	incarnate,	I	seem	to	say	to	myself.	Do	not	let	
anyone	convince	you	it	is	not	worth	a	surplus	of	poetry	on	the	rubbish-heap	of	other	unut-
tered	nonsense	in	your	head.	"The	sun	shall	not	smite	thee	by	day,	nor	the	moon	by	night."	
Amen.	And	do	not	forget	to	cover	your	head	when	the	full	moon	rises,	just	in	case;	lest	you	
become	moonstruck.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 New	York	City
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 March	30,	2017
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