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  What people are saying about




  The Spirituality of the Holy Grail




  Myth is where soul and spirit intersect with intellect. That is why myths are one of the most integrative, healing forces we know anything about, as Peter Fritsch shows in The Spirituality of the Holy Grail. In this insightful book, Fritsch rescues myth from its unfortunate reputation as “nothing but fiction.” He restores to the Grail legend the restorative, guiding function it has served for centuries. Mythless cultures are without direction; they may be dying cultures. That is why The Spirituality of the Holy Grail is an antidote for the deadening effects of a soulless materialism, the greatest threat to our future and our world.




  Larry Dossey MD, author of One Mind: How Our Individual Mind Is Part of a Greater Consciousness and Why It Matters and The Power of Premonitions: How Knowing the Future Can Shape Our Lives




  Peter Fritsch’s book is a treasure. It will appeal to a minister, a therapist, or the average reader interested in growing in Christ. It touches theology, philosophy, and rational thinking. It will enhance your life no matter where you are on life’s journey. It is full of gems you will want to linger over and digest slowly. It flows well with worthwhile examples of rich personal and professional experiences. Fritsch’s writing comes across as humble and knowledgeable at the same time. He forges complex issues into the readable and understandable. Personally, Fritsch gave me words to express the growth and pain of others as well as my own. His practical and applicable thoughts at the end were adaptable for any who are open to their own interior growth. The bibliography is worth the price of the book. In the end, Fritsch conveys that there is more than we can ever perceive and in that there is hope.




  Pamela Walden Taylor, Minister of Pastoral Counseling and Spiritual Director at Friends United Church of Christ, Indianapolis
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Introduction





  Mircea Eliade – Myth expresses the absolute truth, because it narrates a sacred history, a trans-human revelation which took place at the dawn of the Great Time in the holy times of the beginnings. Through the myth we detach ourselves from profane time and magically re-enter the Great Time, the sacred time.




  (Eliade, Mircea. The Sacred and the Profane. Harcourt, NYC, NY, 1959)




  

     C. G. Jung – The crisis of the modern world is in great part due to the fact that the Christian symbols and myths are no longer lived by the whole human being, that they have been reduced to words and gestures deprived of life, fossilized, externalized and therefore no longer is any use for the deeper life of the soul.




  (Kelsey, Morton. Myth, History and Faith: The Mysteries of Christian Myth and Imagination. Element Books, Rockport, MA, 1974)




  Rollo May – Surely Nietzsche is right: our powerful hunger for myth is a hunger for community.




  (May, Rollo. The Cry for Myth. Dell Publishing, NY, 1991)







  This introduction includes an apologetic for the use of mythology to teach about the nature of the soul, an explanation of the format of the book, and a short personal overview of the story of The Fisher King Myth, also known by the title, Perceval and the Search for the Holy Grail. The story has many versions. Having read as many accounts of the myth as I could research over the past two decades, I am choosing the aspects of the legend that most speak to me personally about the nature of the soul. I am using this eleventh-century myth to write about the need for the twenty-first-century seeker of God to understand one’s predicament, and to find solutions for the healing of the soul.




  Episcopal priest Dr. Morton Kelsey taught that myth describes in words a pattern of images that have important meaning. Ritual is a way of expressing this pattern by acting it out. Through myth and ritual, we are given understanding, new insights, and new knowledge of spiritual powers, realities and ways to relate to them. This releases new energies, new springs of energy within us. The religious approach to soul work also provides protection from maligned forces around us by the surrounding helpful forces.




  Mythology is a language in words and ritual that provides a way for us to connect with spiritual realities. Mythology helps us to express what our souls experience within us, outside of us, in our past, and as we dream of our future.




  Kelsey wrote that the main difficulty modern people have about myth is that our view of our humanity is too restricted, as we continue in the world view of Logical Positivism which modern Philosophy has debunked, but our culture continues to emulate and hold up as supreme. Polányi Mihály (Michael Polyani) and other great thinkers demonstrated repeatedly that the concept of the scientific method of reductionism is not objective, as the observer has a set of presuppositions through which he/she pushes, like a grid, all the information coming to a person. Our observation also effects the behavior of the observed, so that there is no such thing as objective dissimulation of facts.




  Truth is always in motion, and changes depending on how we perceive reality. The materialistic view of reality continues to dominate, especially the Western Church world view, thus excluding the more sophisticated and insightful perspective of reality of earlier brilliant philosophers and scientists. In our arrogance, we leave out more than half of all intelligence, the right hemisphere of the brain’s intuitive, instinctive intelligence and knowledge. Only as we learn to synthesize and balance right- and left-brain intelligence can we arrive at conclusions that come closer to our outer and inner experiences.




  Myth is not simply stories that are fanciful based on perhaps a historical event or person. Myth speaks of another realm of reality and experience than the physical one. Myth is a succession of narratives that describe our contact with the spiritual world and how it interacts with the physical world. As Kelsey eloquently said, “Myth is where spirit and matter touch each other. They are not opposites [myth and history, myth and prepositional truth], each gives a review of the facts from their own point of view.” Myth speaks from the spiritual dimension and cognitive historical prepositional story touches us from the historical, sensual perspective.




  In my observation, this is why Biblical Fundamentalism intellectually and practically fails “to hold water.” Its world view tries to make myth describe prepositional, historical truth instead of emphasizing that myth speaks from the spiritual divide to the events of history. Thus, Biblical Fundamentalism tries to force mythological narrative to fit into the restrictive box of Logical Positivism. This doesn’t mean, in my view, that a particular biblical story is not historical, but that historical truth and myth complement each other. By trying to force historical criticism and mythology together as identical, instead of seeing them as complementary, the biblical literalist misses out on the richness and value of both and thus starves the soul of much needed spiritual nourishment.




  Thirty years ago, when I discovered Jungian psychology and the mythological realm of images speaking to me in my dreams while I slept, I uncovered a renewed vitality and love for Holy Scripture. The sacred text came alive for me without the nagging inner conflict arising from an earlier viewpoint that restricted me as a young man. For me, the mythological, allegorical approach to sacred text created a balanced and holistic use of both right- and left-brain intelligence.




  In the very early Christian Church, the School of Antioch was one of the two major centers of the study of biblical exegesis and theology during Late Antiquity; the other was the Catechetical School of Alexandria.




  I returned to my earlier seminary studies to read about the conflict between the more “rational,” (read, left-brain) approach to the Bible of the Antiochian Schools of the first few centuries and the more allegorical approach of the non-rational, allegorical (read, right-brain) Alexandrian movement. Both are right and truthful, but separate. If held in a one-sided viewpoint, they give only a partial understanding of the spiritual and material world. Together, they give deep insight to integrate the spiritual with the physical world, both of which we live within.




  Christian Fundamentalism is a fairly recent phenomenon, less than two hundred years old in the West, and has no basis in early church history or Jewish approaches to sacred text. The early church used stories and mythology freely to talk about how people interacted and experienced the spiritual dimension and how this experience influenced and often directed their outer everyday living. The early church didn’t use the word “myth” but that is what they did. They told stories, they listened to the allegorical symbolic language of their dreams just as their ancestor did for centuries before them. When they used sacred text, both the Old Testament writings and the New Testament gospels and letters, they used them symbolically and applied the truths within them to the practicality of daily life. They did not push to prove the objective historical data of the stories. They trusted their inner intuition influenced by how they experienced God’s indwelling Spirit and discovered power, hope and inspirational love which empowered them to live very interesting and vital lives.




  We can do the same today. Mythology, properly understood as speaking to the inner world of truth by narrative, can help us connect with deeper realities within our souls.




  I will never forget something a friend studying to be a massage therapist told me once. He said that his massage professor quoted a study in which medical doctors discovered that the human heart responded to words, sounds and touch to the body, a fraction of a second before the brain registered the information and was able to respond.




  To me this means that words have power and are creative, and can be intelligently understood at a biological and instinctual level even before the cognitive thinking of our brains has time to respond to the data. I find this fascinating and true to my experience as a priest and a conduit of Christ’s healing. Words, music, and all kinds of “non-rational” stimuli touch us at our core in ways that our left-brain thinking cannot either penetrate or catch up to within the right-brain intuitional and instinctive intelligence.




  This need to integrate the paradox of opposite ways of processing information is what I mean when I stated above, our world view is too small. What we think human intelligence and experience are, must be expanded.




  This is why, as a writer, teacher, counselor and priest, I emphasize the importance of learning the symbolic language of our dreams. They help us connect our outer and inner world in an intricate balance which gives us energy, connection and deepest joy.




  I will be using both the eleventh-century Grail myth mentioned above and additional stories from the New Testament teachings and life of Jesus to illustrate how the soul gets damaged, or restricted, and how it can heal and grow again.




  Men and women usually have different types of soul wounds, but the healing process is almost identical, with a few differences. As a Christian and Jungian, I enjoy the belief from the Genesis Creation Myth that states we are created as balanced, androgynous beings, with masculine and feminine aspects of body and soul within each of us. The work of C. G. Jung and his brilliant followers has shown the important value of viewing human psychology and spirituality using this androgynous option for describing and understanding human nature.




  I will attempt in this book to teach what I have learned about how the soul is wounded, and subsequently experiences healing using the Fisher King story, which may appear on the surface as primarily a story of the wound in men. However, because it speaks to the wounded feminine spirit of both the inner and outer cultural life of the West, I will be using the story to illustrate how both men and women are hurt, and how they can restore wholeness. I have taught this topic in many seminars and discovered that the story speaks to both men and women, thus the need for the writing of this book.




  I, like John A. Sanford, Jungian analyst and Episcopal priest, believe that the soul, of both men and women is a she. As he writes, in The Kingdom Within (The Kingdom Within: The Inner Meaning of Jesus’ Sayings, J.B. Lippencott, NY 1970, p. 122).




 

    I have called soul “she,” sexist language this. But soul herself resists being thought of in masculine terms, or, worse yet, known by neuter designations. Yes, soul is she. Soul is Yin. Spirit may be masculine or neuter, but soul, like Mother Nature, to which she is akin, will forever remain unalterably feminine in her essence no matter what our objections. So in man or in woman, our deepest essence is soul, a feminine reality.







  He prefaces these statements by stating that the soul is subjective, experiences things, suffers and rejoices. The soul is very reflective, and receives psychic impressions and creates them, which are all feminine characteristics. The soul fashions and participates in both psychic and spiritual life. We find our fantasies, imagination, true values and meaning in the feminine qualities of our souls. Most of all, our souls yearn to give and receive love, and understand where our sense of belonging is, in God. It is in our souls, that faith is born, recognized and used to bring about new changes in relationship with God and others. Relationship is a feminine quality, as opposed to the masculine characteristic of competitiveness.




  Jungian analyst and writer Irene Claremont de Castillejo also acknowledged the need to re-value feminine writing before her death in 1965 and published later in the early seventies in her book Knowing Woman: A Feminine Psychology:






   The so-called emancipation of woman has resulted in women invading what was hitherto man’s world in every branch. In other words, they are living the life of the animus [Jung’s word for the masculine energy within a woman’s soul]. There would be nothing wrong in that if it were not that in going over to man’s world, women’s essential values so often get thrown overboard.[...] Hovering over this now familiar situation I see an enormous menacing question mark: has woman’s libido gone so far over to the masculine world of ideas and mechanics that the feminine passionate concern with life is actually denuded of the libido which it needs in order to hold the balance between the opposites? Is this imbalance perhaps one of the deep-rooted causes of the most devastating wars the world has ever known?




  (De Castillejo, Irene Claremont. Knowing Woman: A Feminine Psychology. Shambala Publications, Boston, 1973. pp.82–83)







  I am aware that some people may take objection to this generality, but hopefully these statements above, as images, will be helpful to others to think of their soul as a feminine quality. This is why the Grail is such an important symbol of both the nature and structure of the soul. The Grail shows us how the soul creates unity out of division and relationship out of individualistic endeavors and attitudes.




  It is not only the Grail as a stone, cup, bowl and chalice that provides a symbol of the feminine valuing of life. There is also a strong, rich tradition that has been almost completely ignored until recently, which has survived in the southern French province of Provence for close to two thousand years. This is the story, in my opinion quite probable based on historical fact, that after the death and resurrection of Jesus, his lover and wife, Mary Magdalene, their daughter Sarah, and Joseph of Arimathea traveled by boat across the Mediterranean to the coast of southern France.




  The church in this area for two thousand years has honored Mary Magdalene as the wife of Jesus and the mother of his child, whom are believed to have lived and brought the teachings of Jesus to this place. This tradition has believed that the Grail is not a mythological artifact that has become a symbol. Instead the Grail was the person of Mary Magdalene, the wife of Jesus. In either case, the Grail as symbol of cup or of a very special woman, the chief apostle and follower of Jesus, are carriers of the balanced feminine of God.




  This is important because Mary Magdalene does not represent the maternal, or eternally virginal aspect of feminine values that are held in the figure of Mary, the mother of Jesus. Moreover, as the wife of Jesus, a fulfilled man, the archetypes of lover, and husband and wife, make Jesus fully human, even as the Christians later understood him as fully incarnate God.




  This means that sexuality, passion, virility and much more is part of who God is, and a very essential aspect of who we are as fully integrated human beings. This is in direct opposition to the institutional church which pitted devotion and passion as antagonists against each other.




  We will be discussing the archetypes portrayed by this prospective historical mythology of Mary Magdalene and Jesus as husband and wife later in the discussion about the nature of the soul and prayer. For now, I suggest the reader refer to Margaret Starbird’s The Woman with the Alabaster Jar: Mary Magdalen and the Holy Grail for more historical insight and scholarship about this ancient story.




  There are many excellent scholastic books available discussing the probability of this position and I recommend the reader to investigate. Several of them are listed in the bibliography. Suggested additional reading regarding Mary Magdalene can be found in the bibliography under writers Elaine Pagels, Michael Baigent, Karen King, and Cynthia Bourgeault.




  The structure of this book is divided into four sections




  The first is a short overview of my life story to give the readers a sense of my own soul journey, and why this myth has been so helpful to its healing and continued desire for growth. This is followed by a historical background to the Myth of the Holy Grail and my paraphrase of the story itself.




  The second longer section will address how I have come to understand the nature of the soul itself; how the soul functions, communicates to the conscious mind, and its intimate connection to the body. Indeed, the soul and body are one unity. I will not be addressing metaphysical theories regarding its origin, reincarnation, and other hypothetical conjunctures usually associated with a book of this kind. My focus in the first section is to remain on how we experience a sense of soul.




  This second section also speaks to the problem of the major wounds of the soul, how they happen and can be understood, how they affect our inward and outward relationships, and how they can be healed. I will teach about how psychological and spiritual projection occur and damage our self-awareness and keep our relationships with those we love in constant turmoil and dysfunction.




  This section will talk about how the Inner Critic finds its origins in the Negative Father and Mother archetypes constellated in early childhood, and continues to create the tyranny of black and white thinking and a hopelessly deficient, dualistic view of reality. Both the addiction to the Hero/Heroine archetype and other characteristics of an unhealthy soul will be discussed and show how one can move forward, get unstuck from repeating patterns of unhappiness, and progress into a more mature aspect of the inner journey. For an in-depth discussion of these primary archetypes I encourage the reading of C. G. Jung’s Man and His Symbols, especially the seventh and eighth chapters.




  We will also look at some of the paths of healing for the wounded soul, including the redemptive role of the Fool, the Old Man/Woman, King/Queen and the Old and New God archetypes which can provide for us insights to inner peace and joy. In this section, the reader may discover value in the teaching about recognizing one’s spiritual family and ancestors and their role in bringing inner community and a sense of continued belonging.




  The third sector, also longer than anticipated, will speak to the problem of evil, the various possible means of understanding its origin, function, and ultimate purpose in the life of the individual and societal soul. This discussion of evil is something that has been lacking in the literature of healing and the soul but strongly needs to be addressed. There are no easy, pact answers to the questions of evil but hopefully this book will address some of them in enough depths for the reader to find more hope for their own lives. The bibliography will also provide some helpful reading I have discovered on the subject that has helped me remain steadfast in faith, and not overwhelmed with despair due to the presence of evil in my life and in our corporate society.




  The Fourth and final section is the Conclusion where I share ideas of practical tools one can utilize in both the healing of the soul and its continued renewal and health. These ideas come from centuries of spiritual writings as well as my own observations which have proven helpful in my own life and in the lives of those with whom I work in spiritual direction. Dream work, active imagination journaling, fantasy writing, body work, and other useful implements will be taught as well as a bibliography provided to give the reader additional resources to explore. I trust this book will inspire and give hope to people who are seeking greater peace within, which can allow a greater calm regarding life’s outer challenges.




  In place of footnotes or endnotes, I am placing the information from where I quoted in parenthesis so the reader can see immediately where the quote is from, and not have to look it up at the end of the chapter. Where an idea expressed is found in a particular text, I am referring to the author and book from which it came. All books referred to can be found in the bibliography.




  We begin now with an overview of my own life story’s experiences which have shaped my world view and spiritual orientation.


  











  
Section I



  









  Chapter One




  Finding Our Souls Again: My Story




  I am not a psychologist nor a scientist, but I am an active observer of human behavior and a healer of the soul, which is my calling as an Episcopal priest, writer, teacher and counselor.




  It may be helpful to first introduce part of my own story of soul searching, wounding and healing process, to give the reader the assurance that I am not just quoting what others have written or said, which has been very valuable, but what I share in these pages also comes from my experience.




  All of us have a journey from original wholeness, to extreme brokenness, and now, hopefully, on the path to renewed and conscious wholeness, as I believe God intends for us to know and trust. However, this is not the place for an exhaustive autobiography, only an overview of the issues I had to work through, in hope to give the readers some sense of relatedness to my story, and hope for the affirmation of their own.




  I was born in the early fifties in the San Francisco Bay Area, into a highly educated family whose roots were in New York City, German speaking Switzerland and Austria-Hungary, respectively. My father, an only child, was born in New York of immigrant Hungarian parents. His father was a highly respected mechanical engineer with over two hundred patents to his credit while working for Otis Elevator Company. My father’s mother was a Hungarian peasant, a passionate lover of cooking, her husband and son, and of a dark, “Bleeding Jesus” type of Roman Catholicism. Yet she maintained a sweet, earthy personality and courage. My maternal great-grandmother was from the ancient Hungarian medieval home of the Hungarian kings and queens, Székesfehérvár, an hour west of Budapest, between Lake Balaton and the capital city.




  My mother was the middle child of three, her father a fourth-generation inventor; a brilliant, coppersmith (owner of Burkhard’s Kettles for candy manufacturing, Brooklyn, NY) of German Swiss peasant stock. My maternal grandmother was a highly refined teacher and musician. Her brother was head of Psychiatry for the State of Connecticut and held his administration at the famous Danbury Mental Hospital. Her roots were English-Scotch, with strong Celtic mysticism tied in to the family line which expressed itself in the American phenomenon known as Christian Scientist.




  Music, travel, concerts, art galleries and literature were the influx of my childhood environment, along with the wide open spaces of undeveloped land among the hills behind Redwood City on the San Francisco Peninsula. I had one brother, a mere thirteen months older than I, but as different and opposite a sibling as I can imagine. He was a natural athlete and a strong extrovert. I was a bit more reserved, quieter, introverted, uncoordinated, and intellectual.




  My mother was in the first school of Physical Therapy in the world at Columbia University in the late 1940s. Upon graduation, being among the first thirty certified physical therapists, she immediately secured a very high paying position at the Children’s Hospital in Honolulu working with polio survivors. My father’s first management job with American Can Company put him on the assembly line in the same city making sure the pineapple cans they made kept out botulism.




  Three years later, and after my first brother died at birth due to Hydrocephalus in 1950, my parents moved to the San Francisco area where my father continued his work in quality control for American Can and my mother gave birth to my brother and myself. She never worked professionally outside the home again.




  My mother suffered from a lifetime of brittle diabetes, and was insulin dependent since her twelfth year. As an adult she suffered blackouts and sugar or insulin-overdose comas on a regular basis. After her death from the dreadful disease at age forty-seven, I would learn from her closest friend and early Redwood City neighbor, that I was trained at age two, to cross the street where we lived to fetch help from this neighbor (the autopsy performed on my mother showed a virus had lodged in her pancreas, suffering it to not function when the virus was active and then to be capable of functioning when the virus cycle was dormant. Thus, doctors were never able to adequately monitor her insulin intake level. Her body responded to this constant flux of high and low blood sugars by aging very prematurely, resulting in devastating strokes which caused her death at an early age).




  Whenever my mother would collapse into an unconscious state, which according to the friend was an average of once a month, I, at age two, would cross the street, ring the doorbell and get the neighbor’s help; the ambulance would take my mother to the hospital.




  Why I, as a toddler was given this responsibility and not an adult hired to care for my mother, I will never know. Adequate family finances was a non-issue. What I do know is that I have no memory of not being responsible for the life and death of an adult whom I loved and depended upon to live.




  Due to diabetes, and possible bipolar disorder, her severe mood swings meant that home was never a safe place. My father was at work during the day, and by my grade school days, was traveling for weeks at a time for his company. Mother was alone to raise two boys. I found some respite from the drama at home by spending every free moment year round outside in the fields, forests and a lake in the summer. Nature was my nurturer in the best sense of the word.




  My family lived within walking distance of a recreational complex called Emerald Lake. Membership and participation were affordable for many families. It was small, hedged by tulles, filled with fish, snapping turtles and other creatures of dank, wet places. It was a child’s paradise, allowing children over five years old to spend the day from eight in the morning until ten at night supervised by professional lifeguards, without the presence of their parents.




  Freedom. I relished in the wet, sunny, sandy, emerald green waters. The diving platforms, the giant swing and floating rafts were great playgrounds for the large groups of children who played together seven days a week.




  As a strong introvert, I also found places among the trees and a sandy knoll on a level above the main beach where I could be alone and yet hear the sounds, and see the sights of the lake activity. The lake was a safe haven away from home. When I started psychotherapy in my mid-thirties, dreams of Emerald Lake taught me about the inner dampness and feminine watery world within my own soul. I would come to realize how grateful I was for this innocuous anchorage as a child.




  To make matters a bit more complicated, I was born a blue baby, unable to breathe properly on my own. This story was told to me when I was sixteen by the doctor who assisted at my birth. He said my lungs were not functioning correctly as I was born with a depressed sternum, pushing the heart and lungs into unnatural positions in my chest. The labored, barely breathing newborn was immediately incubated and my parents were advised I would not last the night. Having lost one son at birth already, my parents prepared for the worst.




  My father said that word got out of my condition to the small group of young couples who had formed the basis of a new Methodist congregation in Redwood City. An elderly woman member of the fledging group called and gathered most of them and their sleeping children into her small living room at midnight and led them in prayer over four hours for my healing.




  My doctor continued his version of the story saying that the morning after my birth he arrived at the hospital expecting to have to tell my parents of my death. Shocked, he checked me out thoroughly. He found my sternum, for reasons unknown, had changed to a normal position and my heart and lungs were functioning just fine. My parents were overjoyed, and excerpts from my baby book kept diligently by my mother, show a deep affection and attentive care I received from her for my first two years.




  However, due to the lack of oxygen at birth, my coordination and especially my inner ear had been badly damaged. No one ever told me I was nearly deaf. As a child, I was taken to Stanford University hospital numerous times for hearing tests. I was given almost daily speech therapy sessions at my local public schools from kindergarten until high school. However, I had no idea why. I played high school football and was successful at knocking people down, but throwing or catching or running skillfully with a football was out of the question.




  I would learn of the extent of my hearing condition for the first time after graduating university while teaching elementary school myself. Parents told the principal that the classroom children suggested that I might have a severe hearing condition and I might be unaware of the problem. Gladly I made an appointment with a PhD audiologist at the local university and had my hearing tested.




  The doctor came out from the prolonged, sophisticated testing with a grim, white look on his face. He sat me down, leaned forward and said, “Did you know that you understand no consonants at all? All you can decipher is vowel sounds. You cannot distinguish the beginnings or endings of syllables. How in the hell did you make it through university?” Perplexed, I asked, “Well, how bad is it?” He stated something that would shake me to my core, “If this were an eyesight problem, you would be legally blind.”




  Shocked, things slowly began to fall into place. No wonder I daydreamed my way through school activities, and became the class clown out of boredom. If instructions or questions were written on a blackboard, I was fine. But if I had to listen to the teacher talk or professor lecture, I was soon tuning them out, not because I didn’t want to learn, but because it was exhausting to try and understand what was being said. I had assumed either I was lazy, my parents’ estimation throughout my growing up years, or I was stupid, the opinion of my brother and most of my classmates. No wonder I preferred to be alone and hated school!




  Reading was my salvation.




  As you can imagine, the adult soul issues that I would have to work on were confusion, mistrust, fear of rejection, abandonment, low self-esteem, a negative mother complex, a lack of a sense of belonging and the disease of codependency as the only means of feeling valued.




  I would need to unlearn many old patterns of self-destructive thought and recreate my original innocence, but consciously, not naïvely. I would have to learn to give myself tremendous self-nurture and not look to any relationships to provide for me what I must do for myself.




  Along with this challenge, I would learn to value my being as a vast, mysterious and beautiful creation of a loving God, whose very nature is Mystery, yet intimately relational. I would learn to withdraw all projection of the feminine energy, both positive (creative) and regressive (destructive) from people in my outer life. I would learn to manage these energies within where they could be transformed and balanced to bring forth life through death, burial and the resurrection of my psyche.




  I would learn to be my own best friend and to know that belonging is not an outer, but an inner reality that has always been. I would acquire the intuitive knowledge that the loneliness I have felt all my younger years was an illusion, and thus has no power to continue to isolate me from myself, and thus others.




  I would learn and still continue to learn that my value is not determined by my usefulness to others (codependency), but my feeling about myself, my valuing, was intrinsic to who I am, unique, individual, and owning a great capacity for joy and happiness.




  I’m sure there were and are many more issues! But that was enough to keep me busy with inner work for the past forty years, and so the inner work continues.









  Chapter Two




  Historical Background to the Fisher King Story




  The story of The Fisher King, or The Search for the Holy Grail, arose almost simultaneously in multiple countries in eleventh-century Europe, as a spontaneous reaction to the cultural turmoil and catastrophic decadence of the religious and civic dysfunction of the times. The Church Crusades attempting to control Palestine resulted in the wholesale slaughter of Jewish and Arabic people not only in the Middle East, but also the first known European-Jewish holocaust in Worms, Germany, enacted by Crusaders on their way to Jerusalem. The Church put chests in the entrance of churches demanding that people provide the finances to sustain the war effort.




  There were three different “popes” claiming to be the only pontiff in Rome, France and Germany. Clerical abuse was rampant, and the moral decay of power was at its worst in the thousand-year history. The masculine attributes of patriarchal power, domination and control was one-sided to the complete exclusion of the feminine principles of caring, listening and relationship. Certainly, Western Europe was at a tipping point of self-destruction and spiritual poverty as the rich got richer and the poor, more destitute.




  As Jungian analyst John A. Sanford wrote in The Kingdom Within, whenever the streams of living water have dried up within a culture, God provides water for the people who are hungry and thirsty for holiness. History has shown that usually it is outside the religious institutions the holy water of truth and sustenance spring to provide balance and hope for the people of God, regardless of their religious or non-religious orientation.




  It is my belief that the emergence of the Grail Myth at this point in history was an offering of counter-intuitive spiritual life to balance the destruction and hopelessness of the culture. This is why I believe the story can speak to us in the modern Western world. We need the truths of this myth to speak to us today about who we really are, why we are so wounded individually and collectively, and what we can do to find our intrinsic wholeness as human beings in relationship with one another again.




  The symbolism pertained in the story is vast and all consuming, so I have carefully picked those motifs and symbols that most speak to me about the nature of the individual soul and how we find peace within, in order to begin finding conflict without. I emphasize the individual for a reason.




  C.G. Jung spoke a great truth during an interview with the BBC shortly before his death in response to the all-pervasive question, “Dr. Jung, do you think we [Western Culture] will make it?” Jung smiled quietly and softly said, “If enough individuals do their inner work.”




  This is my focus. I don’t believe that we as individuals can help causes by group participation unless each of us is willing to do the hard work of healing our own souls. Perhaps once we are in the individuation process of healing, and continue to make this the highest priority of our time and energy, then there can be a more collective healing in our societies. If we do not do the required inner work, all causes will simply be targets for our own unconscious, unhealed and projected inner pains.




  Sir Laurens van der Post, close friend of Jung and thinker extraordinaire, said in the early nineties near the time of his death:




 

    Don’t look for leaders. The age of leaders is past. Be your own leader and do your inner work. As the new Twenty First Century comes to pass, God is bringing together other like souled persons throughout the world to be your community.




  You will find one another.




  (Van der Post, Laurens. A Walk with a White Bushman. Chatto and Windus, London, 1986, p. 68)







  Thus, the importance of the Grail story at this time in our history.




  I will now give a short overview of what I find to be the most important aspects of a varied story with multiple nuances and emphases due to the various versions that swept Europe from Celtic, Teutonic, Briton, Arabic and Persian/Indo-European Eastern sources.




  The Fisher King Story




  Long ago an adolescent King was hunting in a forest with his companions and got separated from them by the chase. As the evening drew near, a delicious aroma drifted to his nostrils and he followed the scent to an unoccupied camp with a fire, containing a roasting salmon on a spigot glistening hot oil and ready to be consumed. Glancing right and left, he saw none of the occupants of the camp, and he presumed they were still hunting somewhere in the forest.




  While he was aware that he was trespassing, the aroma and sight of the roasting salmon was too great a temptation to his famished stomach and appetite. He reached to the spigot and tore off a piece of the fish bringing it to his open mouth, only to realize belatedly that it was too hot. He burned his tongue, his lips, and fingers, the meat fell from his astonished hand to burn through the cloth on his breeches, horribly scorching his genitals and thigh, before falling to the ground.




  In the German version, as he is attempting to reach for the salmon, the owners of the camp and the salmon return and one of them lets loose an arrow at the King, piercing him through his testicles. The arrow cannot be removed.




  In severe pain, he leaves the camp to return to his castle, too painful to be able to do anything but lie on his bed, but not too wounded to die. Thus, the Fisher King’s wound becomes known throughout the kingdom and the legend arises that one day, a wonderful Fool will arrive at the castle and ask the question, “For whom does the Grail serve?” and the King will be miraculously healed. At the same time the wound began, the whole kingdom suffers a type of death. The fields do not yield their crops, the grass does not grow, the abundance the kingdom once knew has evaporated, and springs of water become dry. Only the legend of the coming Fool gives the King and his people hope.




  However, there is one activity the king can do on his own that relieves his suffering for a moment. He can fish in a river or lake. Therefore he spends much of his waking hours finding solitude fishing, hoping to alleviate the terrible suffering he endures until the appointed time.




  Many years later in the forests not too far away, there lives a young boy being raised alone by his mother. Unbeknownst to him, his father and seven brothers have all been killed as knights in duals with other knights in battle. To protect her remaining son and herself, the mother takes him far away from civilization into the woods in hopes of keeping him from following the same destructive path of his father and brothers. The boy’s name is Perceval, which means, Holy Fool. She tells him nothing of the doom that befell his father and brothers.




  One day, while Perceval is out in the forests collecting wood for the home hearth, he meets in a meadow, five magnificent, shining-in-armor knights, gleaming brightly in the sun. He has no idea who or what they are, and he asks them. He learns they are knights of King Arthur’s Round Table. Excitedly he runs home to tell his mother what he has experienced, and declares on the spot, that he too wants to become a knight.




  Broodingly, his mother realizes the time has come that she cannot keep him with her any longer, and she tells him for the first time the fate of his father and older brothers. Undaunted, Perceval puts things together to leave, his mother reluctantly helps him pack and asks of him one favor. “Please continue to wear this homespun underwear/garment I have made for you, as a reminder of me, your mother, whose heart you are breaking. Also, one word of advice, as you go out into the world, do not ask of people too many questions. It is not polite.” He hurriedly agrees.




  As he is crossing the bridge over the stream that separates their home from the rest of the forest, his mother follows him weeping; as he looks back from the edge of the forest he sees her fall and assumes that she has fainted with grief. The truth is, she has died of a massively broken heart and lies dead, with no one to care for her body or burial.




  Impetuously, Perceval goes to King Arthur’s castle, approaches the King and his Knights of the Round Table and demands to be made a knight on the spot. The court is in disarray because the Red Knight had rudely thrown a chalice of red wine in the face of the Queen recently before departing on his massive steed amidst the turmoil. Things are in upheaval in the court because of this unexpected and dastardly act.




  There is an empty chair at the table next to the King. Perceval naïvely sits in it, not realizing it is reserved for the knight who would find the Lost Grail. The empty chair was known as the Judas chair, reminiscent of the Last Supper of Jesus and his disciples, after the moment when Christ gave Judas the piece of bread, leaving him to his evil devices to betray the Son of Man. As the opposite of Christ, the absolute Good, and Judas incarnates the principle of Evil.




  When Perceval sits in the empty Judas chair there is an extremely loud cracking sound that permeates the castle. All look at the chair and beneath Perceval the stone seat is cracked in two. A huge spiritual violation has occurred and the Holy Fool is lucky not to have been swallowed by the earth beneath the chair.




  There is a spiritual connection between the eventual One who would be honorable enough to sit upon this chair, thus nullifying the evil that humanity has done through the betrayal of Christ by Judas long ago. But of course, Perceval has no idea what piety he has breached with his immature behavior.




  Gazing at Perceval, Arthur, remembering the prophecy of his advisor Merlin, that one day a knight would appear who would be holy enough to seek and find the Holy Grail, gives Perceval his request, knights him, and bids him farewell as Sir Perceval. Just as he abruptly arrived, Perceval now hastily departs.




  Perceval goes on a lifetime series of adventures. The day immediately after his knighting in King Arthur’s court, he is moving through a forest, and comes across a knight in shining red amor. Naïvely, Perceval asks the knight to give him his armor. The Red Knight has just come from Arthur’s castle where he has stolen a chalice and tossed the wine contents in the face of the queen, causing utter chaos and turmoil. He laughs deridingly and tells Perceval that if he wants the armor, he must take it from him by force.




  Amazingly, Perceval throws a stone (in some versions, the Red Knight throws his javelin and misses Perceval, who returns the affront with the Red Knight’s spear) that kills the knight on the forehead, then takes the knight’s sword and cuts off his head, removing the armor and putting it on himself. It is way too big for him, but he doesn’t care. After sending the chalice back to Arthur’s castle dismissively with the page accompanying him from the court, he mounts the Red Knight’s horse as his own and sets off on his adventures. Little does he know that the chalice that he lightly dismisses to be sent back to Arthur with the page will later become the center of his meaning and life’s purpose.




  Perceval then goes on his way, and eventually meets Gornemant. This old man mentors him in the ways of a true, noble knight. He learns to battle, to seek out fair maidens in distress and deliver them, and he becomes, eventually, the epitome of the ideal knight: brave, truthful, and forthright in every way. However, as he leaves his mentor for more adventures, Gornemant instructs him with Perceval’s repeated mother’s admonition, “When you encounter experiences with others, don’t ask too many questions, as it is not polite.” He thanks his mentor and rides off wanting to find his mother and share with her all that he has learned and experienced.




  But first he comes to a fair maiden named Blancheflor (White Flower), a girl close to his age, whose fiancé knight has left her for a while to do battle somewhere else in the kingdom. Perceval is attracted to her, and she is his first real encounter with a flesh and blood young woman. They talk, and then spend the night in a chaste, strange embrace, face to face, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip, and feet touching feet. They do not interact sexually, but platonically, like a brother and sister. In the morning, he dresses while she continues to sleep, he reaches out and steals her knight’s ring of promise from her finger. He doesn’t know why he does this. He does it impulsively. Perceval tells himself that he wants to introduce Blancheflor to his mother, but in his haste to keep moving, he leaves her behind to her fate.




  When Blancheflor’s fiancé returns and finds the ring missing, he treats her cruelly and leaves her destitute.




  Perceval comes to a river in the forest. The road he has been traveling ends at this point. It is near evening, and he is concerned about finding a safe place to spend the night. On the river is a boat with a man hunched over in silence, fishing alone on the water. Perceval cries out to him a request for information about where he could lodge. The fisherman replies, “Go back the way you have come, turn left and you will come to a castle. Enter therein and spend the night.”




  Surprised, as he saw no other road in the forest except the one he was on, Perceval thanks the fisherman and returns, following his instructions. Sure enough, Perceval finds a road to the left, takes it and immediately comes to a fantastic castle. He goes across the drawbridge, his horse’s hoofs clipping the wooden bridge as it is drawn up quickly behind as he crosses.




  Inside he is warmly greeted by pages who take his horse for care and remove his armor, promising to clean and furnish it for him later. They lead him to a beauteous room where fine clothes are laid out for him to wear and help him dress. He is brought down to a brilliantly lit banqueting hall, illuminated by a vast array of candelabras and torches. The room is full of people looking at him with happiness and expectation. He is awed by the luminosity of the room and wonders what this place is and what his role may be participating in the events about to unfold.




  Then a man is brought in by four others carrying him on a litter bed and placed in the center of the hall. Perceval is amazed to recognize the man as the same fisherman he encountered earlier that afternoon at the riverside. The man explains that he is the Fisher King and this is his kingdom and castle, and that Perceval is his guest. As he stands next to the Fisher King, a maiden brings to Perceval a broken sword and tells him to put it on. He sees that it is damaged and lays it to the side of where he is standing. Feeling a bit confused and self-conscious, he doesn’t put the sword on his belt.




  Then from the side of the hall enters a strange procession led by a page carrying a tall, white-handled lance, the sharp point dripping with dark, red blood. Following the lance are four men carrying a four-legged table with dark black cherry-wood posts and a white gleaming, square-shaped top. The table is escorted by four pages bearing tall candlesticks. Following the table in the procession is a beautiful young maiden carried on a green pillow, a magnificent chalice, known as the Grail, encrusted with precious stones set in gleaming gold. A brilliant light emanates from the Grail as if it is on fire with energy. Following her are more pages and maidens carrying a set of knives and a round platter.




  The procession first comes to the Fisher King and stops. He struggles to lift himself to be able to partake of the cup, but alas, he cannot, and sadly lays back on his litter. The procession moves on to each person in the banqueting hall. Each thinks of a request of the finest food and drink they can desire and magically the Grail provides exactly what they want.




  As all of them partake of the abundance of the Grail each person looks longingly at Perceval, hoping that he will address the group with the question that will set their King and, thus, their kingdom free. While Perceval is very curious to know what the procession is all about and what it means, he remembers the words of his mother and his knightly mentor, and decides to be safe and not embarrass himself or anyone else with questions. He ponders that he will ask a page privately later in his room what the meaning of the evening’s event might be.




  To the left of the hall, Perceval notices for a moment another doorway partly open, and behind a curtain he gets a glimpse of another very old man sitting on a wooden chair with a crown on his snow-white head. This old man makes eye contact very briefly with him and Perceval sees both sadness and hope mixed together in the old man’s countenance.




  Quickly, the room empties and the procession returns the way it had come. Perceval is taken to his room to retire for the night. When he asks the page attending him what the evening’s event was all about, the page looks away with embarrassment and says nothing. Perceval goes to sleep in the guest bed and sleeps a deep longing sleep, only to awaken in the morning light finding himself on the forest floor, his armor and horse next to him and with no people or castle anywhere to be seen at all.




  Confounded, he picks himself up and sets out on his journey again. He has much to learn and much to experience. Many days after his encounter with the Grail Castle he comes to another young woman in the forest and sits down beside her. She holds the body of her beheaded, dead knight in her lap.




  She somehow knows who Perceval is, and his name. He tells her about his encounter several nights before in the castle of the Fisher King. She asks him what he saw. Where did the procession come from? Where did it go? Did he ask the question of the people about the procession and about the Grail?




  When he replies he did not, she chastises him with vigor and explains to him how the King was wounded long ago and how this situation has created the stifling of all creativity and productivity in the kingdom. She tells him how awful it is that he didn’t ask questions.




  She tells him about the broken sword, how it needs to be repaired, and how he must not only repair it but not put too much confidence in it, even after the repair. She tells him that he is responsible for the death of his mother in leaving her destitute and alone in the forest. He is humbled by her rebuke and instructions, and promises if he ever gets the chance again he will do the right thing for the Fisher King. He gets up and leaves her a wiser and more grounded individual.




  Perceval then spends the next twenty or more years roaming the country, fighting dragons and rescuing fair maidens, challenging every knight he meets to a dual, and wins. His reputation is spread far and wide as the greatest knight of all.




  After a long time he begins to lose his enthusiasm for knighthood. There seems little to do that he has not already done. One might say he is burned out. His armor is now a bit tarnished, his horse tired and worn, and he finds himself wandering in the forest without much awareness of his surroundings, pondering the next step in his journey slowly in his mind. In between all his adventures and activities he has searched for the Grail Castle, but to no avail. The homespun underwear of his mother has long since tattered and fallen away unnoticed by Perceval.




  In another version of the story, he returned to Arthur’s court wherein rides the most ugly old witch-type woman riding upon a hideous donkey. She confronts Perceval with his multitudes of sins, both of commission and omission. She chastises him for being such a fool as not to ask the question about the procession in the hall of the Fisher King. In front of King Arthur and all the people, he is humiliated and shamed. This encounter will help him begin to own his own shadow, which up until this time he has been extremely unconscious of.




  He leaves the castle and while continuing his wandering stumbles upon some pilgrims who have just left a hermit priest living in the woods to whom they have confessed their sins and received absolution. The day is Good Friday, they wanted to be prepared to receive the Blessed Sacrament on Easter Sunday. They admonish Perceval as they meet him, stating, “Why are you wearing your armor on this most holy day and not covering yourself in ashes and penance? Don’t you know this is Good Friday?” Perceval replies gloomily, that no, he didn’t know. They tell him about the priestly hermit and admonish him to go make his confession and prepare to take communion on Easter.




  He agrees. It has been many years since he has received the Blessed Sacrament; because he is unsure of what to do next, he goes and finds the priest in a stone hut deep in the forest. The old man looks sternly at Perceval and declares him a lost sinner of the worst kind. He reminds him of all the knights he has killed in haste and also how he has stolen the ring from Blancheflor destroying her life and her relationship with her fiancé knight.




  The hermit is very hard on Perceval and tells him that his refusal to follow his intuitive instinct and ask questions about the meaning of the Grail procession has increasingly damaged the Fisher King and his kingdom. His pride wounded, Perceval listens attentively and repents of his sins of commission and omission. Perceval makes his confession, receives absolution and gets ready to continue on his journey. As he leaves the stone hut of the hermit, the priest says to him, “Go now. Go back the way you have come, turn left and see where it leads.”




  From long ago, Perceval remembers the exact words spoken to him when he was a young man by the Fisher King while fishing upon the waters. With increased inner anticipation, he returns the way he came through the forest, and finds to the left a road that was not there earlier. He takes it and finds himself again at the Grail Castle at last. He enters, is happily recognized by the pages, escorted to his room, bathed, and dressed for dinner.




  In the banqueting hall he greets the Fisher King, now much older, with salt and pepper hair, but still mortally wounded, lying on his litter. The Grail procession begins and comes to stand in front of the King lying on his side. Perceval, with a quiet calmness, loudly asks the essential question, “For whom does the Grail serve?” He realizes he doesn’t have to have an answer to the question, however, his responsibility is to ask, which he does.




  Immediately, the King rises on his own two feet, receives the Grail in his hands and drinks of the contents freely. His wound is healed and the whole hall is filled with loud, celebrative cheering. The trees outside in the countryside transform their leaves from winter deadness to spring renewal and the crops suddenly appear full bloom in the field; the original glory has been restored to the kingdom.




  Perceval is the guest of the Fisher King and introduced to the Older King behind the door to the left, who is the Grail King. Both men are close relatives of Perceval, being his uncles, brothers of his father and of his mother. The two Kings tell Perceval that the old hermit priest is also a brother of his mother. He is in the home of his ancestors whom he never knew.




  After three days the healed Fisher King dies and is buried. Perceval becomes the new Fisher King and required to protect and guard the Grail.




  For many years more he holds court in the Grail castle, until finally, in advanced age, he retires into the hills of the forest taking the Grail with him to spend the rest of his days in quiet reflective prayer and solitude. The grail is now hidden, until a time when it will be needed again to bring restoration and life.




  In other versions of the story it is hoped that Perceval would return with the Chalice to Arthur’s court, indeed Arthur expects this. But Perceval’s desire to retreat into the world of composite and complete spiritual seclusion overrides whatever his conscience may have dictated to him regarding the need to bring the spirituality of the Grail publically to the world. Instead, he retreats into hiding and secrecy.
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