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14.8.57
Aussee

My dear Withelm,

After a spell of gaod spirits here | am now having a fit of gloom. The chief patient | am busy with is
myself. My little hysteria, which was much intensified by work, has yielded one stage further. The rest
still sticks. That is the first reason for my maod. This analysis is harder than any other....

Outwardly very little is happening to me, but inside me something very interesting is happening. For the
last four days my self-analysis, which i regard as indispensable for clearing up the whole problem, has
been making progress in dreams and yielding the most valuable conclusions and evidence. At certain
points | have the impression of having come to the end, and so far { have always known where the next
night of dreams would continue. To describe it in writing is mere difficult than anything else, and
besides it is far too extensive. | can anly say that in my case my father played no active role, though |
certainly projected an to him an analogy from myself; that my “primary originator” was an ugly, elderly
but clever woman wha told me a great deal about God and hell, and gave me a high opinion of my own
capacities; that later (between the ages of two and two-and-a-half) libido towards matrem® was
aroused; the occasion must have been the journey with her from Leipzig to Vienna, during which we
spent a night together and 1 must have had the opportunity of seeing her nudam? {you have long since
drawn the conclusions from this for your own son, as a remark of your revealed); and that | welcomed
my one-year-younger brother {who died within a few months} with ill wishes and real infantile jealousy,
and that his death left the germ of guitt in me....

15.10.97
IX. Berggasse 19

My Dear Wilhelm,

My self-analysis is the most important thing 1 have in hand, and promises o be of the greatest value to
me, when it is finished, When 1 was in the very midst of it, it suddenly broke down for three days, and |
had the feeling of inner binding about which my patients complain so much, and | was inconsolable....

A scene occurred to me which for the Jast twenty-nine years has been turning up from time to time in
my conscious memory without my understanding it. [was crying my heart out, because my mather was
nowhere to be found. My brother Philipp (who is twenty years ofder than [} cpened a cupboard for me,
and when | found that mother was not there... | ¢ried 5till more, until she came through the doaor,
looking slirn and beautiful. What can that mean? Why should my brother open the cupboard for me
when he knew that my mother was not inside it and that opening it therefore could not quiet me? Now
| suddenly understand, | must have beggad him to open the cupboard. When i could not find my
mother, | feared she must have vanished....

1 Latin, “mother”
z Latin, “naked”



Being entirely honest with oneself is a good exercise, Only one idea of general value has occurred to
me. | have found fove of the maother and iealousy of the father in my own case, too, and now believe it
to be a general phenomenon of early childhood, even if it does not always occur so early as in children
who have been made hysterics... if that is the case, he gripping power of Qedipus Rex, in spite of all the
rational objections to the inexorable fate that the story presupposes, becomes intelligible, and cne can
understand why later fate dramas were such failures. Our feelings rise against any arbitrary, individual
fate... but the Greek myth seizes on a compulsion which everyone recognizes because he has felt traces
of it in himself. Every member of the audience was once a budding Oedipus in phantasy, and this
dream-fuifiliment played out in reality causes everyone to recoil in horror, with the full measure of
repression which separates his infantile fram his present state,

The idea has passed through my head that the same thing may tie at the root of Hemlet. i am not
thinking of Shakespeare’s conscious intentions, but supposing rather that he was impetled to write it by
a real event because his own unconscious understood that of his hero. How can one explain the hysteric
Hamlet’s phrase, “So conscience doth make cowards of us ail,” and his hesitation to avenge his father by
killing his uncle, when he himself so casually sends his courtiers to their death and despatches Laertes so
quickly? How better than by the torment roused him by the obscure memory that he himself had
meditated the same deed against his father because of his passion for his mother....



