Why I am a Jungian
Well, of course, I am no such thing.   Jung must turn in his grave every time someone calls himself a ‘Jungian’.    Unless the phrase merely means trying to be all that one could be in one’s own way.    If so, I would say that I have found (some of) Jung’s theories and descriptions of experience life-enhancing and actually useful in a quite practical way.    It begins with theatre.
These too are relevant to theatrical experience:

C.G. Jung    I have tried to accommodate myself to the psychiatric and medical mind, hardened and often made cynical through the relentless onslaught of brutal and cruel facts.                                      Letter to Victor White, 5.10.1945.

And  ‘nothing is more injurious to immediate experience than cognition.’

The Spirit in Man, Art and Literature

R.D. Laing    Experience is not an objective fact.   A scientific fact need not be experienced.

Joe Orton (on playwriting)    You must use both Dionysus and Athena, but don’t let too much Athena in.

First, I have been a teacher.   From 1961 to the present (currently 49 years.  I have taught at degree and/or postgraduate level.  Zoology, parasitology, cell biology, invertebrate physiology, histopathology and biochemistry (to medical students), British theatre, personality, biological psychology, psychology for nurses and finally Jungian studies – as a sort of reward for fifteen years of gentle persistence within a behaviourist-oriented department of psychology.   Mostly, although not always, I taught science.   In large part hard science.   I called myself a scientist, and only a scientist for many years.

As a scientist I finished up as a principal hospital scientist, and as head of electron microscopy at the Flinders medical Centre, with about 60 publications (there are more details in my c.v. in the Introduction to Site).
As a scientist I always wanted to understand the wonders of nature.   How animal life cycles were managed, what structures animals (tapeworms, for example) were made of, how cells operated and what their constituents were:  From evolutionary biology, to invertebrate zoology, to parasite physiology to cell biology to electron microscopy of viruses and cell constituents.    A downward pathway to the roots of things that will be familiar to many biologists.    So far so good, but one never does get to understand the workings of nature – the limitations of the human mind cannot be transcended.   Possibly the Gollum experience!
I was also aware that one cannot really experience nature.  The difference between (to paraphrase R.D. Laing) experience and scientific (logical, reductive) fact is always there.  Two worlds that are essentially irreconcilable (or at least cannot be combined at the same moment).   Being in the body or spirit as against being just in the head.   It’s not easy, in the hard sciences, to share or to convey experience.  But, as a scientist, I was always a naturalist, wanting to share the experience of the natural world with my students.    The excitement of looking at a live mitochondrion.   The joy of discovering that tapeworms absorb (radioactive) amino acids.   The wow of first seeing hepatitis B virus particles in hepatocyte nuclei.   The wonder of breaking the ice on a Welsh lake and collecting Bdellocephala punctata (a flatworm of oligotrophic lakes).   
(remember that the 60s and 70s were great times to be a biologist who was excited by the natural world and able to look at it far more intimately than had previously been possible, using the fast-advancing technology of the era).  
 So we come to 1977, when I worked at the Flinders Medical Centre, south of Adelaide and went up to Flinders University with the vague notion of taking a degree in psychology and drama.   And found myself enrolled in a masters degree in film: I took photographs at work, so I was qualified to study film at postgraduate level – so it went in those easygoing times.

I took film for a year (making a short version of Under Milk Wood among other things) then transferred to theatre.   A great deal of acting and directing followed, including a role as murderer of the hero’s father in For The Term of his Natural Life.    Most importantly I found myself playing the lead role (Jimmy) in a production of Look Back in Anger.
Look Back was the first of the ‘kitchen sink’ ‘angry young man’ plays to hit British theatre in the 1950s.   It’s protagonist was held to be a heroic socialist, determined to improve the world.   But he isn’t.   When you play the role you find that the role consists of endless infantile wailing and self-pity, intersperses with outbreaks of temper tantrum.   And yet, and yet.   By the end of most evenings the audience was usually in tears and in love with Jimmy. There was something about the shape of the role and of the play that seduced some of the audience every night.  In retrospect, something archetypal.   So, in order to survive the experience, I decided to make my thesis a psychological analysis of the character (around whom the play is built to a very unusual degree).
First, Jimmy turned out to be no sort of socialist.   As one critic put it at the time, his angry political rantings are ‘sophomoric piffle’.   His pain and his anger is psychogenic and very infantile.    I began with a standard psychiatric analysis.   Discovered things like free-floating anxiety, mild depression and paranoid ideation.   All well and good, but this was just a description of surface symptoms.   It didn’t get to where an actor needs to go – to the heart of the character.   It didn’t help in performance at all.
Next, a Freudian analysis.   Finding, of course Oedipal material and defensive hostility to mother images.   But Jimmy is no longer a child in age, no actual mother figure appears in the play (the gormless Alison and the feisty Helena won’t do) and we don’t see any psychological change in Jimmy anywhere in the play.   So Oedipal emotions might be present, but no outlet for them is provided.
Then, stumbling through the library, I chanced upon Jung’s description of possession by the archetype of the child.   In particular that two elements were always present together during the related neurosis.   A sense of immense importance and almost magical powers, hand-in-glove- with a sense of being badly treated, abandoned and all alone in the universe.    As, for example in The Little Prince or the bedtime story told by the grandmother in Woyzeck.   And in Jimmy’s many stories about watching the death of parent figures, not being treated well enough by his wives, his friends, his parents, the world in general.    Reading Jung simply enabled me to find the key to the character and to act it successfully.   In retrospect again, I allowed myself to act out, and to be a conduit for, archetypal energy.
So, I had found an approach to psychology that helped me in a practical way to perform in public in theatre.    From here I became interested in Jung and his ideas and eventually, in 1984, went to study for a semester at the C.G. Jung Institut in Zurich, where I began an analysis and attended a number of fabulous courses.   Then back to Adelaide to take a degree in psychology and finish my career as a senior lecturer in psychology, directing a masters in Jungian Studies for the last couple of years.
I still lecture on Jung and have a small private practice.   I have found Jung’s approach to psychology ego-syntonic as the psychologists put it (it suits me), particularly the practicalities of psychological types and the manifestations of archetypes in great stories from fairy tales to film.  I have also been greatly impressed and affected by the works of Adolf Guggenbuhl-Craig, Robert Johnson, Marie-Louise von Franz, Joe Wheelwright, John Weir Perry, Edward Edinger, John Beebe and some others.  And I am well aware of the limitations of the overall Jungian perspective – see elsewhere on this website.

Some Jungians like to call an interest in Jung a ‘calling’: this seems a little pompous to me, although Jung is like the measles – he either ‘takes’ or he doesn’t.   

