
Sue Patman 
THE LOWER UNCONSCIOUS 

If I had been asked to give my fantasy of what t would receive as 
a symbol for the lower unconscious! would undoubtedly have described 
something like this: 

There is a dark place, in a jungle possibly, cr a large cave, and in 
the centre is a swamp, thick and putrid, dr.finitely smelling not too 
nice, and in this pond/swamp lives a terriblr~ monster that surfaces 
occasionally to show its ugliness and strength and frighten with its 
terrible roar/scream only to submerge again having seen and been 
seen and taken breath. The essenc•! would be a feeling of nightmare, 
fear, decay and ugliness and trreat of death. 

Imagine my surprise when I went into imagery to receive a symbol 
for my lower unconscious and n appeared as a wine glass two thirdS 
full of clear·effervescing liquid like tonic water. The hubbies rising 
were full of life, energy and cr"!ative life- giving force- literally 
"TONIC WATER". There was a fet>ling of great vitality and vibrancy 
and subliminal colour in its upwaid movement and flux. I was drawn 
to drink this water of life and it tasted clear and cool and sharp like 
spa water, cleansing and purging and vital. It tasted of Life, slightly 
bitter- it tasted good. To say I was surpris~d is an understatement. 
Amazed would be better. 

Had I been a.o;k.E":d to fantasise what my relationship was to my lower 
unconscious I would probably have described a small, powerless spec
tator in the face of a monster, somr.thing like King Kong and the 
maiden! 

Again, imagine my surpri~e w .. hen I went into imagery to find a symbol 
for my reiationship to my lower unconscious and r~ceived this: 

I see two fine, strong, hunter-build type black horses pulling a two 
to three share plough and I am walking behind this plough holding 
the handle, balancing it and guiding the horses. They have shiny black 
coats and each has a tall golr:len p!ume earning up from the centre 
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of the forehead, with a red patch at the base, a red rosette. It is 
daytime and the field is big and half ploughed, the furrows are deep 
and straight and true and lots of grubs are being turned up with the 
turning of the black soil and-seaguUa wheel above, calling, and swoop 
to eat the grubs lying white in the sun on the black soil. The feeling 
is of great teamwork and understanding between me and the plough 
and the two horses. Then I feel a strong presence around us of a 
greater purpose. The two horses know this purpose and are linked 
to it. I feel small and inferior behind the plough. I know our immediate 
purpose, to plough the field. But the feeling of this greater purpose 
with which the horses are linked is awesome and includes destiny 
and a global perspective of which our field being ploughed is "but a 
tiny part. I am jealous of the collective purpose of the hOJ;!ies and 
want to be in on that too. I want to be up front with them, not behind 
balancing the plough. Here I begin to feel spaced out and am told 
the Greater Purpose is not my business to carry out; it is not even 
my business to understand it; it is the horses' l:Jusiness, and I have 
just been allowed to witness the connection with the collective. 
My place is behind the plough guiding and balancing it, my purpose 
is the ploughing of the field. The horses have the dual purpose - micro
cosmic and macrocosmic- and they ne.ed me to carry out the micro
cosmic purpose which is then reflected in the macrocosm. I feel 
better integrated, comfortable and content now with my smaller 
vision participation. I no longer wish to compete with the horses. 
The three of us are one again as a team ploughing the field, each 
needing the other with the plough between us tilling the soil. I then 
think it would be good to stroke the horses and love them. I leave 
the plough and go up front - but their coats are electric and big blue 
sparl~s crackle and arc across towards my hands as I stretch out to 
touch them. They are surrounded by an incredibly highly charged 
energy field. They are not for touching in·the earthly sense; they 
are simply to be worked ':"'ith in carrying out our purpose. There 
is a slightly funereal feef to them, and pageantry and royalty and 
magnificence- they are 'DREADFUL' in the archetypal sense. One 
cannot get too close to them; intimacy is not the aim of the game, 
co-operation is. 

The mind blowing realisation for me here was that the lower uncon
scious is TRANSPERSONAL TOO I! I realised that until that point 
I harl equated transpersonal with superconscious! But archetypes 
hunt in pairs! Transpersonal is the lower uncon.c;cious as well as the 
superconscious; Jtl 1 't and~ are in the lower unconscious as well 
as the superconscious and both th~se symbolic levels are transpersonal, 
archetypal and creative; the universe needs God and the Devil; the 
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purpose of the ganlt" is not to rcduc~ tlw Dilrk but co-operate with 
it; Yin and Y~g; the two great lines of for•~·~- The univcrs~· lll<Lnifesf~ 
out of the_ polarities; without the pnl<tri t irs it woulrl .tisi ntegrate, 
and we manifest in form these pt)lariti.•s lh<tt ac-t through us in daily 
events, and co-op«>ration with th<'sc fnrc••s in our daily tasks 'p!ougrii~g 
the field) is all that is .required of us. 

There is no doubt the lower unconsci•)tLc; gets a very bad press, prr.hably 
st~?mming from the time of Freud, and there is a lot of prejuctice 
and bad conditioning to be lived down. To some it is thought of as 
a dustbin- a very limited description for half the Universe! Ian Gordon
Brown gives a better perspective when he describes it as a compost 
heaJ?! 

The lower unconscious is our past; where we have come from; where 
we can be dragged back to; our childhood; our experience or being 
indistinguishable from our m•>ther's tLnconsdous; our memories; our 
basic foundationing experience of mother and fath~r1 feminine and 
masculine archetypes, lo\•e and will; and of course pain. We can only 
do two things with pain. 1. Experience it in the present; Z. Block 
it in the present and repress it into the tmconscious- and we usually 
do a mixture of both in different proportions. So unworked- through 
pain must lie in the lower unconscious because that is our past, the 
framew.,rk from which we come. It cannot live in the future, •he 
superconscious, because that has not yet been born, that is the realm 
of potential. It is true we can anticipate pain in the future on an 
abstract level, but that is not the same as actually experiencing it 
and so this is one reason why the lower unconscious has such a bad 
name- it is the half that holds the pain. whilst the 'good guy', the 
superconscious,, holds the promise of the relief of pain! 

The lower unconscious is night, darkness, earth, chaos, feminine, 
moon, soul, mouth, cats and witches and all psychological 'luggage 
not wanted on journey' for one reason or another. It is our memory 
of our experience of living; what has been reality tested. 

The superconscious is day, golden light, heaven, creation, masculine, 
sun, spirit, eyes, horses and gods and all the fabric of our hopes, goals, 
wishes, dreams and ideals that have yet to be reality tested. 

So it is easy to see why the lower unconsci.ous, if not Wtderstood 
properly, can appear as something we would rath .... r do without, it 
holds all our broken hopes, and can be seen from the personality level 
as Pandora's box, or the Hydra. When :~cen iu its right pe-rspective 
however it is the other half of the universe and when viewed with 
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this larger vision it appears as the fertile void; pregnant fullnes,..; 
a breeding ground; a germinating ground holding within it the promise 
of harvest; a rich fertile field full of movement, colour and potential 
growth. 

I.a.<:t rti:J•'lt I had a cream. 
Alll can remember is the most almighty SCREAM. 
This Scream \WS all l heard ..•..•• 
or was it the Word? 

Isn't life a joke. 
Ism't life a scream. 

AN EXPERIENCE OF TilE LOWER UNCONSCIOUS 

What I would like to do now is to describe a very recent journey I 
took down into the depths of my lower unconscious, and I hope to 
be able to convey both sides to this image of the lower unconscious 
-the :nonster and the horses, the pain and the purpose, the childhood 
and the collective, the destruction and the potential creation held 
within destruction. For there is a difference between wanton destruc
tion and creative destruction that is as real in fl-'iychological terms 
as physical terms. 

Trigger5 arf'! essential to a journey like this- perfectly, fiendishly/ 
fashioned trigger5- that can only be manifested in their utmost 
precision by the Self. One day I would like to do some research on 
triggers- they are an art the Self perfects as exquisite in psychological 
terms as any finely balanced trigger on a master craftsman's gun. 
',&,'ith a gun, the trigger that rel'!i\5es the energy can be a·long way 
a-A•ay from the actu;,.l point of impact, especially with so"mething 
like a rifle, and nothing actually happens between pulling the trigger 
and the point of impact- energy mov'!s through space, but nothing 
is changed or notic•!able until the point of impact. In psychological 
terms the trigger is felt, the energy is released, and travels backwards 
in time until it rr.akr.s contact with a target- and it docs not have 
to stop at rm~ target, but can ricochet again and again hitting m'!mories 
in our own history that are directly connected to tbc triggering eYeDt 
by quality. On a gun, the trigger i.s a small piece of machinery that 
is harmless i:1 1tsel£, but when the gun is loaded, it is responsible 
for releasing ~normous energy and destruction quite out of proportion 
to its small sizr. and anything it can do on its own. It is the same 
in psyr:hological terms- we are all loaded guns in C'!rtain area5, unless 
we have th.- saf~ty ccttches of valium well locked on, and the tri6ger 
can be a small evr:nt ~oing alrnost unnoticed. In this c:ase I was quite 
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unprepared for both the trigger and the almost instantancou!; impact, 
anrl this Vl;i-Y unpreparednf'!ss was itself es·.ential tc the memorie~: 
of shock that were the targets. 

I had had an enjoyablt! Wednf'!sday evrming at Psychosynth~silo .tnd h;td 
done an exercise on :1 current problem I felt diffir:ult only to be told 
by my wise old man that all was well; and I rlrovc home in high spirit'>. 
A!; I walked into the dining room, which was being dcrorated, I saw 
on " newspaper on the floor in large black he.ulline typf'! "WHY DO 
We KI::EP COMING BACK FOR MORE?" I dirl not even havr~ time 
to see what i"t was about- an article or an arlv-::rtisem~nt, anrli o;til! 
don't know- I couldn't take my eyes off it. ""{ ~!;, why <to wf'! ke•~p 
coming back for more?" I thought, "More and more pain. w,~ incarnate 
again and again, and what for? Pain, pain, and pain again. Wh:tt's 
the point of it all, all this pain. Why clo we keep coming back (')r 
mort'?" Pain welled up in me in a r,reat tir!al wavf'!; un!;pecifierl • :d·, 
and emptiness that engulfed me and blot tecl r:VI!l"ything out. I had 
entered the front door a balanced, h<lppy :md normal person- by the 
time I got to the top of the !;tairs I was transformed intf) a barely 
walking wreck. What was happrminp. I harl no idea; I only knew it 
was total and overwhelming. 

I got to bed and went into Lh<! night in a rlaze of confuserl pain antl 
darkness. ·And there I stayed for thrr.c nights and two days. Luckily, 
as can happen at a time like this, my client" hact bfJth canr:r:!led for 
the following day, and I had nothing planned for the Friday. Also, 
David my partner had arranged to work at home tht- next clay and 
there is no doubt the feeling of his loving support <~nd acc:P.ptance in 
the house kept much destructive fear at h<~y. 

At one point, quite early on, I facr.d a c:hnice to fight to contlol it 
or surrender. The confusion was .oo great that to choose to control 
it seemed as great a task as stopping the world turning, and so I 
surrendered. I went down into a jumbled, turbulent, darkness at the 
bottom of the ocean. There were strrmg curr~nto; ~hitt seemed to 
be tearing pieces off me and it was so murky I coulrln'L •.ee what was 
churning around in the water 'Nith rn·~. Thing!. kept hitting me as 
they went past and I didn't know if they wcr~ bits of me or just general 
flotsam. I continued to si:tk, being suckNI foJrt!1er a.ncl further down, 
caught in a vortex like an underwater whirlpool. I c:ouldn't feel all 
my body and soon I darer.'t Llentify with my body any more because 
I didn't know how much of it was ldt. I conr:l"!ntratt:!d instead on 
keeping a spot of consciOU!>:'l~s:; goi :tP,. a sp~ck of awareness alive 
in these murky waters like a littl~ l!~h:. T;:. iQar ·gas that that would 

107 



go out and I would dls'lppcar, be lost forever, forever being churned 
around in thes~ dark waters like an old handkerchiP.f in a great cosmic 
washing machine. I would like to 1-,c able to say I kept a presence 
of Self and was fortitied with the trust and knowledge that my Self 
would aid me in good time. But I can't. It was sheer fear of that 
lit tie light going out that produced the pure desperation necessar}• 
to ke~p it going. 

Two friends visited m~ down there, to whom I am ever grateful. 
Roger came first. I had been going I don't know how long keeping 
this light alive- a day and a night?- and it had dawned on me that 
perhaps there was no end to it. Perhaps I would be here forever doing 
this. I had no track of time. Perhaps I had already been here for 
years. My ordina::y life seemed to be a dream of another world to 
which there seemed no way to return. What had happened to Rebecca 
(my daughter), and David? I had the thC'Iught that I might have to 
b~ institutionalised; the awful thought that perhaps I was already 
lying in a hospital bed and I would take so long to return that they 
would be old wh~>n I got back - Rebecca growing up without me whilst 
I kept this light alive. I began to lose hold. Then I saw Roger, just 
h!s top half, firrn as a rock, *grey eyes steady. Roger, dear Roger, 
stay with me. I swam to him, filled with relief and just held on tight, 
gathering strength and then blanked out. 

At this point I stopped falling. The downward movement that had 
seemed intent on pulling me to the centre of the earth ended and 
I had only cross currents to deal with. Also I seemed, in the more 
peaceful water, to have something of a body again; and if I had stopped 
falling, perhaps it would be possible to rise. But which was up and 
which was down and .vhich was sideways? I tried to go up .but there 
were no landm.J.rks in this place to tell me which way wa...c; up. I thrashed 
about in one direction through jumbled d&ris and then another. After 
going some time it occurred to me that I could be going round in 
circles or even further down still. I stopped. The whole place was 
directionlcss. Panic set in. Here the second person, Simona, visited 
me. I only saw her head with her blonde hair shining. Her face was 

vibrant and alive, and her sparkling *blue eyes and broad smile exuded 
encouragement and a sort of enthusiasm that said "Come on, you're 
doing fine, keep going, keep going, it's wonderful". 

• In actual {act, both these people's eyes are brown! which I find a very interesting thing. The 
clear grey and bright blue o{ their eyes on the inner has something to do with the quality and 
type o{ integrative en .. rgy they were oUering me, I think. 
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After this, things came and went in patches. I had no continuity 
of consciousness. I entered one dream after another that had no 
connection·; separated by periods of oblivion. 1\t one time I was 
,supervising enormous metal containers coming up from th•.! depths 
of the ocean floor on chains. Inside were molten furnaces, hot ~ 
volcanoes, glowing red, that reached. the surface of the ocean and 
tipped diamonds onto thf! beach. Another time I was helping !lalvage 
from the bottom of the sea the rusting, sunken hulk of a P & 0 liner. 
This was a very dangerous and tricky operation and. had to be carried 
out with great care and awarenes'§ for, if the hawsers !<lipped, the 
ship would Call sideways in the watf!r and many would be killed. This 
period involved great concentration and an awareness of ever pre!lent 
danger. I went from one dream to anothf>r, usually under water, but 
always now involving other people and there was a connection with 
the land in the work we were doing- bringing thinp,s up to the !lurface 
I was no longer lost and confus~d and alone in th~ darkness; there 
was always purpose and action. Gr;ulually thr- things I had been doing 
in the ima!!ery and. dreams mo\•ed from fear and confm;ion to purposeful 
action; from deep oceanic waters, to the waters of seas, to operations 
on beaches and landing things; I started alone, was visited briefly 
by Roger and Simona at points of greatest desperation, then began 
to have people around me with whom I was worki•g; the water during 
the descent was dark, sucking, destructive, rl~hris filled; when the 
downward pull had ceased it was debris filled mud colour, and during 
the ascent it got progressively cleiCler and dearer with more light 
until, towards the end of the dream period, the water was merely 
an element we happened to be working in a!l clear and unobstructed 
as air. M}· consciousness started t!1is journey in great, unspecified 
pain; was shaken, thrown around and broken up by the dP.scent until 
only the barest essential part of me could remain; this part was, through 
many dangerous underwater mLchinations, safr.ly raised again to 
the surface and beached; but how small it was now, how .strange a 
shape, and how filled with pain- this ~ime thP. specified pain of arche
typal betrayal. 

(5\LP. Pntrnan writes on Chaos and Rebirth in the next issue) 
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