
CHAPTER 2. Stalking the Intruder: The Beginning Initiation 

We must establish boundaries for ourselves and know that curiosity, play and breaking the rules 
formed by some authority or establishment can be signs that we are allowing our inner wild woman to 
come out. Sometimes we must overcome our naivety by undermining authority or by becoming aware 
of undesirable knowledge. About naive women as prey, the importance of snuffling, backtracking and 
looping, giving the cry. 

Bluebeard 

In a single human being there are many other beings, all with their own values, motives, and devices. Our 
work is to build for all these beings a wild countryside wherein the artists among them can make, the lovers 
love, the healers heal. 

But what shall we do with those inner beings who are quite mad and destructive? Even these must be given a 
place, though one in which they can be contained. One entity in particular requires our immediate 
consciousness and containment—and that one is the natural predator.  

Within the psyche there is a natural “against nature” force which opposes the positive: it is against 
development, against harmony, and against the wild. The intruder’s sole task is to attempt to turn all 
crossroads into closed roads. 

Stalking the Intruder: The Beginning Initiation 

This predator shows up time after time in women’s dreams. It shows up in the middle of their most soulful 
and meaningful plans. It takes the woman away from her intuitive nature. When its cutting work is done, it 
leaves her deadened in feeling, feeling frail to advance her life; her ideas and dreams lay at her feet drained 
of animation.  
Bluebeard is a story of such a matter.

***** 

There is a piece of beard which is kept at the monastery of the white nuns in the far mountains. How it came 
to there no one knows. Some say it was the nuns who buried what was left of his body, for no one else would 
touch it. Why the nuns would keep such a relic is unknown, but it is true. My friend’s friend has seen it with 
her own eyes. She says the beard is blue, indigo-colored to be exact. It is as blue as the dark ice in the lake, 
as blue as the shadow of a hole at night. This beard was once worn by one who they say was a failed 
magician, a giant man with an eye for women, a man known by the name of Bluebeard. ’Twas said he 
proposed to three sisters at the same time. But they were frightened of his beard with its odd blue color, and 
so they hid themselves when he called. In an effort to convince them of his geniality he invited them on an 
outing in the forest. When he arrived he was leading horses dressed with bells and crimson ribbons. He set 
the sisters and their mother upon the horses and they walked into the forest. There they had a most wonderful 
day riding, and their dogs ran beside and ahead. Later they stopped beneath a giant tree and Bluebeard 
treated them with stories and fed them elegant treats.The sisters began to think, “Well, perhaps this man 
Bluebeard is not so bad after all.” 

They returned home chattering about how interesting the day had been, and did they not have a good time? 
Yet, the two older sisters' suspicions and fears returned and they swore not to see Bluebeard again. But the 
youngest sister thought if a man could be that charming, then perhaps he was not so bad. The more she 
talked to herself, the less awful he seemed, and also the less blue his beard. So when Bluebeard asked for tier 
hand in marriage, she accepted. She had given his proposal great thought and felt she was about to marry a 



very elegant man. Marry they did, and after, rode off to his castle in the woods. One day he came to her and 
said, “I must go away for a time. Invite your family here if you like. You may ride in the woods, charge the 
cooks to set a feast, you may do anything you like, anything your heart desires. In fact, here is my ring of 
keys. You may open any and every door to the storerooms, the money rooms, any door in the castle; but this 
little tiny key, the one with the scrollwork on top, do not use it.” His bride replied, “Yes, I will do as you ask. 
It all sounds very fine. So, go, my dear husband, and do not have a worry and come back soon.” And so off 
he rode and she stayed. Her sisters came to visit and they were, as all souls are, very curious about what the 
Master had said was to be done while he was away. The young wife told them. “He said we may do anything 
we desire and enter any room we wish, except one. But I don’t know which one it is. I just have a key and I 
don’t know which door it fits.” 

The sisters decided to make a game of finding which key fit which door. The castle was three stories high, 
with a hundred doors in each wing, and as there were many keys on the ring, they crept from door to door 
having an immensely good time throwing open each door. Behind one door were the kitchen stores, behind 
another the money stores. All manner of holdings were behind the doors and everything seemed more 
wonderful all the time. At last, having seen all these marvels, they came finally to the cellar and, at the end of 
the corridor, a blank wall. They puzzled over the last key, the one with the little scrollwork on top. “Maybe 
this key doesn’t fit anything at all.” As they said this, they heard an odd sound—“errmrrrrrrr.” They peeked 
around the comer, and—lo and behold—there was a small door just closing. When they tried to open it 
again, it was firmly locked. One cried, “Sister, sister, bring your key. Surely this is the door for that 
mysterious little key.” 

Without a thought one of the sisters put the key in the door and turned it. The lock opened, the door swung 
open, but it was so dark inside they could not see. “Sister, sister, bring a candle.” So a candle was lit and 
held into the room and all three women screamed at once, for in the room was a pool of blood and the 
blackened bones of corpses were lying around and skulls were stacked in comers like pyramids of apples. 
They slammed the door shut, shook the key out of the lock, and leaned against one another. My God! My 
God! 
The wife looked down at the key and saw it was stained with blood. Horrified, she used the skirt of her gown 
to wipe it clean, but the blood stayed. “Oh, no!” she cried. Each sister took the tiny key in her hands and 
tried to make it as it once was, but the blood remained. The wife hid the tiny key in her pocket and ran to the 
cook’s kitchen. When she arrived, her white dress was stained red from pocket to collar, for the key was 
slowly weeping drops of dark red blood. She ordered the cook, “Quick, give me some horsehair.” She 
scrubbed the key, but it would not stop bleeding. Drop after drop of pure red blood came from the tiny key. 
She took the key outdoors, and from the oven she pressed ashes onto it, and scrubbed some more. She held it 
to the heat to burn it. She laid spiderweb over it to stop the flow, but nothing could make the weeping blood 
disappear.  “Oh, what am I to do?’ she cried. “I know, I’ll put the little key away. I’ll put it in the wardrobe. 
I’ll close the door. This is a bad dream. All will be aright.” And this she did do. 

Her husband came home the very next morning and he strode into the castle calling for his wife. “Well? How 
was it while I was away?”  
“It was very fine, sir.”  
“And how are my storerooms?” he rumbled. 
“Very fine, sir.”  
“How are my money rooms?” he growled. 
“The money rooms are very fine also, sir.”  
“So everything is good, wife?”  
“Yes, everything is good.”  
“Well,” he whispered, “then you’d best return my keys.”  
Within a glance he saw a key was missing. “Where is the smallest key?”  
“I... I lost it Yes, I lost it. I was out riding and the key ring fell down and I must have lost a key.”  



“What have you done with it woman?”  
“I... I... don’t remember.”  
“Don’t lie to me! Tell me what you did with that key!”  
He put his hand to her face as if to caress her cheek, but instead seized her hair. “You infidel!” he shouted, 
and threw her to the floor. “You’ve been into the room, haven’t you?” He threw open her wardrobe and the 
little key on the top shelf had bled blood red down all the beautiful silks of her dresses hanging there.  
“Now it’s your turn, my lady,” he screamed, and dragged her down the hall and into the cellar till they were 
before the terrible door. Bluebeard merely looked at the door with his fiery eyes and the door opened for him. 
There lay the skeletons of all his previous wives.  
“And now!!!” he roared, but she caught hold of the door flame and would not let go. She pleaded for her 
life, “Please! Please, allow me to compose myself and prepare for my death. Give me but a quarter hour 
before you take my life so I can make my peace with God.”  
“All right,” he snarled, “you have a quarter of an hour, but be ready.”  
The wife raced up the stairs to her room and put her sisters on the castle walls. She knelt to pray, but instead 
called out to her sisters.  
“Sisters, sisters! Do you see our brothers coming?* 
“We see nothing, nothing on the open plains.*’  
Every few moments she cried up to the walls, “Sisters, sisters! Do you see our brothers coming?*  
“We see a whirlwind, perhaps a dust devil in the distance.**  
Meanwhile Bluebeard roared for his wife to come to the cellar so he could cut her head of. Again she called 
out, “Sisters, sisters! Do you see our brothers coming?* 
Bluebeard shouted for his wife again and began to climb up the stone steps.  
Her sisters cried out, “Yes! We see them! Our brothers are here and they have just entered the castle.”  
Bluebeard came down the hall toward his wife’s room. “I am coming to get you,” he shouted. As Bluebeard 
lumbered into her room with his hands outstretched to seize her, her brothers on horseback galloped down 
the castle hallway and charged into her room as well. There they send Bluebeard out onto the balcony. There 
and then, with swords, they advanced upon him, striking and slashing, cutting and whipping, beating 
Bluebeard down to the ground, killing him at last and leaving for the birds of prey his blood and bones. 

The Natural Predator of the Psyche 

To develop a relationship with the wildish nature, a woman must go into the dark, but at the same time she 
must not be captured, or killed on her way there or back. 

The Bluebeard story is about that captor, the dark man who inhabits all women’s psyches, the innate 

predator. To limit the natural predator of the psyche it is necessary for women to remain in possession of all 
their instinctual powers. Some of these are insight, intuition, endurance, strong loving, keen sensing, far 
vision, acute hearing, singing over the dead, intuitive healing, and tending to their own creative fires.

It is difficult to completely comprehend the Bluebeardian force, for it is innate, meaning indigenous to all 
humans from birth forward, and in that sense is without conscious origin. The predator desires superiority 
and power over others. He attempts to break, bend or change the working modes of natural life and is 
therefor often send away from the land of the gods or limited in his power, he’s the outcast. In this way you 
can understand the deep and inexplicable loneliness that he sometimes feels.

The problem in the Bluebeard tale is that rather than empowering the light of the young feminine forces of 
the psyche, he is instead filled with hatred and desires to kill the lights of the psyche. Bluebeard once wished 
for light but fell from grace from it, now he is pursuing light from others. We can imagine that it hopes to 
gather enough souls to itself, so it can make a blaze of light that would light its darkness and repair its 
loneliness. 



The youngest sister in the tale must acknowledge, and all women must acknowledge—that both within and 
without, there is a force which will act in opposition to the instincts of the natural Self, and that that evil 
force is what it is. Though we might have mercy upon it, our first actions must be to recognize it, to protect 
ourselves from its devastations, and ultimately to steal it of its murderous energy. All creatures must 
learn that there exist predators. Without this knowing, a woman will be unable to negotiate safely within her 
own forest without being devoured. To understand the predator is to become a mature animal who is not 
vulnerable out of naíveté, inexperience or foolishness. 

Bluebeard senses the youngest daughter is interested in him, meaning that she is willing to be his prey. He 
asks for her in marriage and in a combination of folly, pleasure, happiness, and sexual intrigue, she says yes. 
What woman does not recognize this scenario? 

Naive Women as Prey 

The youngest sister, the most undeveloped one, plays out the very human story of the naive woman. She 
will be captured temporarily by her own interior stalker. Yet, she will out in the end, wiser, stronger, and 
recognizing the wily predator of her own psyche on sight.

The psychological story underlying the tale also applies to the older woman who has not yet completely 
learned to recognize the innate predator. Perhaps she has begun the process over and over again but, lacking 
guidance and support, has not yet finished with it. This is why teaching stories are so nourishing; they 
provide initiatory maps so even work which has just touched something can be completed. The Bluebeard 
story is valuable to all women, regardless of whether they are very young and just learning about the 
predator, or whether they have been hounded and harassed by it for decades and are at last readying for a 
final and decisive battle with it. 

The youngest sister represents a creative potential within the psyche. A something that is going toward 
exuberant and flourishing life. But there is a detour as she agrees to become the prize of a vicious man 
because her instincts to notice and do otherwise are not intact. 

Psychologically, young girls and young boys don’t realize the fact that they themselves are prey. Although 
sometimes it seems life would be much easier and much less painful if all humans were born totally awake, 
they are not. We are all born like the potential at the center of a cell: as “that which will become.” Within us 
is everything we need to become a complete someone. The Bluebeard tale speaks to the awakening and 
education of the center of this cell, this glowing cell. In service of this education, the youngest sister agrees 
to marry a force which she believes to be very elegant. The fairy-tale marriage represents a new layer of the 
psyche about to be displayed. 

However, the young wife has fooled herself. Initially she felt fearful of Bluebeard. However, a little pleasure 
out in the woods causes her to overrule her intuition. Almost all women have had this experience at least 
once. Because of this little pleasure she tells herself that Bluebeard is not dangerous, but just special. How 
silly. Why am I so put off by that little old blue beard? Her wildish nature, however, has already sniffed out 
the situation and knows the blue-bearded man is dangerous, but the naive psyche ignores this inner knowing. 

You might well wonder if all this could be avoided. As in the animal world, a young girl learns to see the 
predator via her mother’s and father’s teachings. Without parents’ loving guidance she will certainly be prey 
early on. In hindsight, almost all of us have, at least once, experienced a compelling idea or semi-dazzling 
person crawling in through our psychic windows at night and catching us off guard. Even though they’re 
wearing a ski mask, have a knife between their teeth, and a sack of money slung over their shoulder, we 
believe them when they tell us they’re in the banking business. 



However, even with wise mothering and fathering, the young female may, especially beginning about age 
twelve, be seduced away from her own truth by peer groups, cultural forces, or psychic pressures, and so 
begins a rather reckless risk-taking in order to find out for herself. When I work with older teenage girls who 
are convinced that the world is good if they only work it right, it always makes me feel like an old gray-
haired dog. I want to put my paws over my eyes and groan, for I see what they do not see, and I know, 
especially if they’re willful and feisty, that they’re going to insist on becoming involved with the predator at 
least once before they are shocked awake. 

At the beginning of our lives our feminine viewpoint is very naive, this is where we all begin as females. 
We are naive and we talk ourselves into some very confusing situations. Women need an initiation, one 
which teaches that the inner and outer worlds are not always happy-go- lucky places. Many women do not 
even have the basic teaching about predators that a wolf mother gives her pups, such as: if it’s threatening 
and bigger than you, flee;; if it’s weaker, see what you want to do;; if it’s sick, leave it alone; if it has quills, 
poison, fangs, or razor claws, back up and go in the other direction; if it smells nice but is wrapped around 
metal jaws, walk on by. 

The youngest sister in the story is not only naive and ignorant, but is also led by pleasures of the ego. And 
why not? We all want everything to be wonderful. The problem is that ego desires to feel wonderful but 
when combined with naíveté, makes us not fulfilled, but food for the predator. 

This agreement to marrying the monster is actually decided when girls are very young, usually before the age 
of five. They are taught to not see, and instead to “make pretty” things whether they are lovely or not. This 
early training to “be nice” causes women to ignore their intuitions. In that sense, they are actually 
purposefully taught to submit to the predator. Imagine a wolf mother teaching her young to “be nice” in the 
face of an angry animal. In the tale, the mother doesn’t say a word of caution to any of her daughters. But in 
the tale, the older sisters are a little more developed in insight, they have “knowing” which warns against 
romanticizing the predator. The initiated woman pays attention to the older sisters’ voices in the psyche;; 
they warn her away from danger. The uninitiated woman does not pay attention; she is as yet too identified 
with naiveté. 

Say, for instance, a naive woman keeps making poor choices in a lover. Somewhere in her mind she knows 
this pattern is fruitless, that she should stop and follow a different value. She often even knows how. But 
there is something compelling, a son of Bluebeardian mesmerization, about continuing the destructive 
pattern. The older sisters are saying int he back of your mind: No! No way! We refuse to continue!! But the 
desire to find Paradise draws the woman into the marriage to Bluebeard, the drug dealer of psychic highs. 
Whatever dilemma a woman finds herself in, the voices of the older sisters in her psyche continue to urge her 
to consciousness and to be wise in her choices.  

When Bluebeard leaves, the young woman does not realize that even though she can do anything she wishes
—except that one thing—she is living less, rather than living more. For example women marry someone who 
is destructive to their lives and are determined to “cure” that person with love. As long as a woman is forced 
into believing she is powerless and/or is trained to not consciously register what she knows to be true, the 
feminine impulses and gifts of her psyche continue to be killed off. Instead of living freely, she begins to live 
falsely. The deceitful promise of the predator is that the woman will become a queen in some way, when in 
fact her murder is being planned. There is a way out of all of this, but one must have a key.  
 



The Key to Knowing: The Importance of Snuffling 

Ah, now this tiny key; it provides entry to the secret all women know and yet do not know. The key 
represents permission to know the deepest, darkest secrets of the psyche, by choosing to open the door to 
the secret room, she chooses life. 

In the tale her sisters come to visit and “they were, as all souls are, very curious.” They decide to make a 
game out of finding which door the little key fits. They again have the proper impulse toward consciousness. 

Women’s curiosity has been given quite a negative connotation, whereas men with the same attribute were 
called investigative. Women were called nosy, whereas men were called inquiring. In reality, the 
trivialization of women’s curiosity denies women’s insight, hunches, intuitions. It denies all her senses. It 
attempts to attack her most fundamental powers: differentiation and determination.

The sisters are the shadow- women, the tics and nudges in the back of a woman’s mind that re-mind her, put 
her back in her right mind about what is important. Finding the little door is important, disobeying the 
predator’s order is important, and finding out what is so special about this one room is essential. 

The door in the tale is portrayed as a psychic barrier, keeping us from knowing what we know. Women 
strengthen this barrier or door when they discourage themselves or one another from thinking or diving too 
deeply, for “you may get more than you bargained for.” In order to breach this barrier, we need to o use the 
key.

Asking the proper question is the central action of transformation. The properly shaped question always 
comes from an essential curiosity about what stands behind. Questions are the keys that cause the secret 
doors of the psyche to swing open. 

The sisters ask the precise questions “Where do you think that door is, and what might lie beyond it?” 

It is at this point that the naive nature begins to mature, to question, “What is behind the visible? If there is a 
secret something, if there is a shadow something, if there is a forbidden something, it needs to be looked into. 
Those who want to develop consciousness they pursue they keep asking questions until they know the 
answers.  As we shall see, the ability to understand what one sees enables a woman to return to her deep 
nature. 

The Animal Groom 

So even though the young woman tries to listen to Bluebeard and ignore the secret in the cellar, she can only 
do it for a while. Finally she puts the key, the question, to the door and finds the shocking truth in some part 
of her deep life. And that key, that tiny symbol of her life, suddenly will not stop its bleeding, will not stop to 
give the cry that something is wrong. A woman may try to hide from the devastations of her life, but the 
bleeding, the loss of life’s energy, will continue until she recognizes the predator for what it is.  

When women open the doors of their own lives and see the massacres there in those out-of-the-way places, it 
mostly means that they have been allowing their most crucial dreams, goals and hopes to be destroyed. They 
find lifeless thoughts, feelings and desires there, desires that were once full of hope and grace but are now 
strained with blood. They can be desires for relationship, for accomplishment, succes or a work of art.  

When a woman carries naive thoughts over something, there is always some bad thing that presents itself as 
a good thing. When this happens, when a woman tries to avoid the facts of her own devastation, her dreams 
are likely to shout warnings to her: to wake up! or get help! or flee! or go for the kill! So pay attention to 
your dreams because they might often warn you! 



Women can wish to have a relationship but instead they do all they can to sabotage a loving one. Or they can 
set goals for themselves but never take the first step of the journey or stop when it gets a bit difficult. This is 
how all procrastinations, everything that you say you will do later, make you feel self-hatred, make you feel 
shame. Wherever the predator is, everything is destroyed. 

Ah, so then comes the next step, even more difficult yet, and that is to be able to deal with what one sees, all 
one’s self-destruction and deadness. 

Blood Scent 

In the tale, the young wife stares at the blood on the key and thinks “I must scrub this blood off or he will 
know!” Now the naive self knows about this killing force, she saw what is behind the door. And the blood on 
the key is women’s blood, it represents a slaughtering of the deepest and most soulful aspects of one’s 
creative life. 

In this state a woman loses her energy to create, this creation can be finding solutions to simple things in her 
life, such as school, family, friendships, or her concerns with issues in the larger world, or with issues of 
spirit—her personal development, her art. She still has ideas, but is no more able to act upon them. 

The blood in this story is not menstrual blood, but blood coming from the soul. It runs down all the clothes, 
which represent how a woman shows herself. So we can no longer hide ourselves, no longer pretend it 
doesn’t exist, and seeing the truth makes us bleed even more. So we must find a solution fast. 

The words women need most in situations similar to the one described in Bluebeard are: What stands 
behind? What is not as it appears? What do I know deep in my ovaries that I wish I did not know? What of 
me has been killed, or lays dying? All these questions are keys. And if a woman has been leading a half-
dead life, the answers to these four questions are very likely to come up with blood on them. The killing 
aspect of the psyche, the predator, will continue to try for consciousness not to occur, it is its nature, it is its 
job. So you probably wish you never saw the room, like all painful and negative events that occur in our 
lives, this is why the wife tries to clean the key. She tries everything she knows, all the remedies for deep 
wounds from women’s folk medicine. But not only does she fail, she can’t stop it, her old life is dying and 
therefor she is beginning to live. 

Bluebeard’s killing of all his “curious” wives is the killing of the creative feminine, the potential that 
develops all manner of new and interesting life, woman’s wildish nature. It tries to disconnect or break a 
woman’s connection to her own insights, inspirations, follow through, and more. A woman I worked with, an 
intelligent and gifted woman, told me the story of her grandmother. Her grandmother's idea of a really good 
time was to take the train to Chicago and wear a big hat and walk down the shopping street looking in all the 
shop windows and being an elegant lady. By chance or by fate, she married a farmer. They moved out into 
the middle of nature, and she began to rot away in that elegant little farmhouse that was just the right size, 
with all the right children, and all the right husband. She had no more time for that “frivolous” city life she’d 
once led. Too much “kids.” Too much “women’s work.”  
One day, years later, after washing the kitchen and living room floors by hand, she slipped into her very best 
silk blouse, buttoned her long skirt, and pinned on her big hat. She pressed her husband’s shotgun to the roof 
of her mouth and pulled the trigger. Every woman alive knows why she washed the floors first. 

A starved soul out of touch with its true nature, can become so filled with pain, a woman can no longer bear 
it. Because women have a soul-need to express themselves in their own soulful ways, they must develop and 
blossom in ways that are sensible to them and without molestation from others. In this sense, the key with 
blood could be said to also represent a woman’s female bloodlines, those who have gone before her. Who 
among us does not know at least one female loved-one who lost her instincts to make good choices for 
herself, and was forced therefore to live a marginal life or worse? Perhaps you yourself are that woman. 



One of the least discussed issues of individuation is that as one shines light into the dark as strongly as you 
can, the shadows, where the light is not, grow even darker. This dark cannot be let alone. The key, the 
questions, cannot be hidden or forgotten. They must be asked. They must be answered. The deepest work is 
usually the darkest. A brave woman, a wisening woman, will develop these shadows, for if she builds only 
on the best part of her psyche, she can only see the least of what she is. So do not be afraid to investigate the 
worst. It only guarantees increase of soul power through fresh insights and opportunities to re-visioning your 
life. 

It is in this lighting of the shadows that Wild Woman shines. She is not afraid of the darkest dark, in fact she 
can see in the dark. She is not afraid of Offal, refuse, decay, stink, blood, cold bones, dying girls, or 
murderous husbands. She can see it, she can take it, she can help. And this is what the youngest sister of the 
Bluebeard tale is learning. 

The skeletons in the room represent, the indestructible force of the feminine. Bones represent that which can 
never be destroyed. Stories of bones are essentially about something in the psyche that is difficult to destroy. 
The only thing that we possess that is difficult to destroy is our soul. When we talk about the feminine 
essence, we’re really talking about the feminine soul. When we talk about the bodies scattered in the cellar, 
we’re saying something has happened to the soul- force and yet, even though its life has been taken away, it 
has not been destroyed. It can come back to life. 

It comes back to life by not looking away. You have to see and stand what you see. Here we are again at La 
Loba's place, gathering the bones. Here we have the remains of what once was the full woman. Bluebeard 
only kills and dismantles a woman until she is nothing but bones. He leaves her no beauty, no love, no self, 
and therefore no ability to act in her own behalf. To fight this, we as women must look at the killing thing, 
see the results of its work, understand it fully and consciously and then act in our, not its, behalf. We have 
clear instructions: track the bodies, follow instincts, see what you see, call up psychic muscle, dismantle the 
destructive energy. If you don’t look into the dark, you stay under the control of the predator. And once you 
open the door, and see how captured you are, you have even more power to fight for yourself, for new life.

Backtracking and Looping 

Backtracking and looping are terms that describe an animal diving underground to escape, and then popping 
up behind the predator’s back. This is the psychic maneuver which Bluebeard’s wife did in order to 
reestablish her power over her own life once again. 

When Buebeard discovering that his wife found the room, he takes her by her hair and drags her down the 
stairs. “Now it is your turn!” he roars. The killing element of the unconscious rises up and threatens to 
destroy the conscious woman. 

Ways of backtracking and looming are Analysis, dream interpretation, self-knowing, exploration. They 
are ways of diving down and coming up behind the issue and seeing it from a different perspective, it creates 
the ability to truly see. 

No longer naive, the woman now tries to avoid being killed. She asks for time to compose herself, time to 
strengthen herself for the final battle. In outer life we see the same, we find women planning their escapes 
too, whether from an old destructive mode, a lover, or a job. She asks for time, she plans her strategy and 
calls up her power internally, before she makes an external change. When a woman understands that she has 
been prey, both in the outer and inner worlds, she can hardly bear it. It strikes at the root of who she is at 
center, and she plans, as she must, to kill the predator says that now she must die. 



When opposing aspects of a woman’s psyche both reach their flash points, a woman may feel incredibly 
tired, for her libido is being drawn away in two opposite directions. But even if a woman is tired unto death 
with her miserable struggles, no matter what they might be, even though she be starved of soul, she must yet 
plan her escape; a woman must force herself forward anyway. At this critical time it is like being in subzero 
weather for a day and a night. In order to survive, we must not give in to the tiredness. To go to sleep now is 
certain death. 

A woman’s profound initiation into her proper instinctive senses wherein the predator is identified and 
banished is the moment in which the captured woman moves from victim into wild woman. This is the time 
that almost superhuman effort manages to drive the psyche that is so tired to its final work. Her response is to 
trick him into thinking she is his willing victim while she plans his end. 

Among animals there is said to be a mysterious psychic dance between predator and prey. It is said, if the 
prey gives a certain kind of eye contact, and a certain kind of shiver, it acknowledges its weakness to the 
predator and agrees to become the victim. There are times to shiver and run, and there are times to not. At 
this critical time, a woman must not shiver, and must not run. Bluebeard’s young wives doesn’t submit to her 
predator, she gathers energy in her muscles ready to strike. She dives into the ground and then unexpectedly 
surfaces behind him. 

Giving the Cry 

The captor might be a destructive religion, husband, family, culture, or a woman’s negative complexes. 

What do the brothers represent? They are the more muscled, more naturally aggressive sides of the psyche. 
They represent the force within a woman which can act when it is time to kill. Although this attribute is here 
portrayed by the male gender, it can be portrayed by either gender—and by other things which are 
genderless, such as the sun which descends for an instant to burn someone to death. 

The older sisters, the wiser ones, go onto the balcony to look for her brothers, they become her eyes.  The 
women’s cry travels over a long intra-psychic distance to where her brothers live, to where those aspects of 
psyche that are trained to fight, to fight to the death if necessary, live. But it takes time to call them. A 
woman must practice calling up this nature, these dust-devil-like attributes that can give tremendous energy 
to a woman. With this stronger attitude, she will not lose consciousness, she will solve, for once and for all, 
the interior woman-killing, her loss of libido, the loss of her passion for life. While the key questions 
provide the opening and loosening required for her liberation, without the eyes of the sisters, without 
the muscle of the sword-wielding brothers, she cannot fully succeed. 

The brothers, with swords, kill Bluebeard and leave what is left of him for the birds of prey. When women 
resurface from their naivity, they take something with them that is unexplored, which in this case is an 
internal aggressive masculine energy. It can help her accomplish everything she asks. For many women, this 
energy is a bridge to the outer world. The stronger this bridge, the more easily a woman manifests her 
ideas in the outer world, it stands for strengt and action.  
 
Bluebeard is left for the flesh-eaters, who in ancient times were called sin-eaters. The sin-eaters carry him to 
Hell, which is not a place but a person, the Goddess of life and death.When certain energy is drawn out of the 
predator, they are ready to be reborn. Their bones are ready to send to the compassionate life/death/life force 
who will transform them.   

Through time it is said that any individuation work done by humans also changes the darkness in the 
collective consciousness of all humans and as well that place where the predator lives.  



So instead of running away from the predator, we dismember it. We do this by not allowing negative 
thoughts about our soul-life and our worth in particular. We capture these thoughts before they become large 
enough. Predator: “You never finish anything you start.” Yourself: “I finish many things.” We dismantle the 
assaults of the natural predator by taking to heart and working with what is truthful and useful in what the 
predator says and then leave the rest. You can take from the predator what is useful, for example the 
predator’s anger can be turned into a soul-fire to accomplish a great task in the world. The predator’s killing 
nature can be used to kill of what must die in your life. When we refuse to entertain the predator, it becomes 
weak. When its energy changes into something else, we become the creators 

Bluebeard is a good story for women who are young, not necessarily in years, but in some parts of their 
minds. The story is meant to set the inner life back into motion again. The Bluebeard story is a medicine 
which is particularly important to apply where the inner life of a woman has become frightened, or wedged 
or cornered. Story solutions makes fear lessen, creates doses of adrenaline at just the right times, and most 
importantly for the captured naive self, cut doors into walls which were previously blank. Perhaps most 
elementally, the Bluebeard story raises to consciousness the psychic key, the ability to ask any and all 
questions about oneself, about one's family, one's endeavors, and about life all around. Then, like the wildish 
being who sniffs things out, snuffles into and under and around to discover what a thing is, a woman is free 
to find true answers to her deepest and darkest questions. She is free to wrest the powers from the thing 
which has assailed her and to turn those powers which were once used against her to her own well-suited and 
excellent uses. That, is a wildish woman. 

The Dark Man in Women’s Dreams 

Thé natural predator of the psyche is not only found in fairy tales but also in dreams. This is the pattern of 
the dream: The dreamer is alone, often in her own home. There are one or more thief-types outside in the 

dark. Frightened, she dials the emergency phone number for help. Suddenly, she realizes, the thief is inside 
the house with her... close to her ... perhaps she can feel his breath ... perhaps he is even touching her... and 
she cannot ring the emergency number. The dreamer awakens instantly, breathing gutturally, heart like a 
crazy drum. 

There is a strong physical aspect to having a dream of the dark man. The dream is often accompanied by 
sweats, snuggles, hard breathing, heart pounding, and sometimes cries and moans of fear from the dreamer. 
We could say the dream-maker is communicating the urgency of the matter.  This dark man are often 
“terrorists, rapists, thugs, concentration camp Nazis, murderers, criminals, creeps, bad men, thieves.”

The dark man dream tells a woman what difficult situation she is facing. Like Bluebeard's wife, if the woman 
can consciously gain hold of the “key” question about this matter and answer it honestly, she can be set free. 
Then she can deal with the thief and predators of the psyche consciously. 

The dark man in women’s dreams appears when an initiation— a psychic change from one level of knowing 
and behavior to another more mature or more energetic level of knowledge and action—is about to happen. 
This dream can occur to everyone. No matter how old a woman becomes, no matter how many years pass, 
she has yet more ages, stages, and more “first times” awaiting her. That is what initiation is all about: it 
creates an entrance which one prepares to pass through to a new manner of knowing and being. 

Dreams are portals, entrances, preparations, and practices for the next step in consciousness, the “next day” 
in the individuation process. A dream like this shows that the woman’s life needs to change, that the woman 
dreamer has gotten caught in some problem because of a difficult choice, that she is not wanting to take the 
next step, go the next distance, that she is shying away from fighting the predator, that she is not used to 
being/acting/ striving at full energy.  



Dark man dreams are also wake-up calls. They say: Pay attention! Something has gone radically wrong! It 
can also be outer culture that influences our dreams, sometimes it is a message about the threatening aspects 
of the culture one lives in, whether it be a small but brutal culture at the office, one within their own family, 
the lands of their neighborhood, or as wide as their own religious or national culture.

Culture is the family of the family. If the family of the family has various sicknesses, then all families within 
that culture will have to struggle with the same sicknesses. If the culture is a healer, the families learn how to 
heal; they will struggle less, be more reparative, far less wounding, far more graceful and loving. In a culture 
where the predator rules, all life is unable to move and the soul-lives of its citizens are paralyzed with both 
fear and spiritual famine. 

In whichever world the Wild Woman lives and thrives or even glimmers, there will be “key” questions asked, 
“What stands behind these proscriptions I see in the outer world? What goodness or usefulness of the 
individual, of the culture, of the earth, of human nature has been killed, or lies dying here?” As these issues 
are examined, the woman is enabled to act according to her own abilities, according to her own talents. To 
take the world into one’s arms and to act toward it in a soul-filled and soul-strengthening manner is a 
powerful act of wildish spirit. 

There is one other specific instance in which women are highly likely to experience dark man dreams and 
that is when one’s internal creative fire is smoking and banking all by itself. They occur when there is a 
predatory intrusion into the psyche, and as a result we find every reason to do anything and everything 
except sit there, or stand there, or travel there in order to execute whatever it is that we hold dear. In these 
cases, the dark man dream is a very positive one about a proper and timely need to awaken to a destructive 
movement within one’s own psyche, to that which is stealing one’s fire, robbing one of the place, the space, 
the time, the territory to create. 

Often the creative life is slowed or stopped because something in the psyche has a very low opinion of us, 
and we are down there groveling at its feet instead of bopping it over the head and running for freedom. In 
many cases what is required is that we take ourselves, our ideas, our art, far more seriously than we have 
before. I have watched poets toss their pages of work onto the sofa. I have seen artists bring their paintings to 
session, banging them against the door frame on their way in. I have seen the green gleam in women’s eyes 
as they try to disguise their anger that others seem able to create and that they themselves, for some reason, 
cannot. I have heard all the excuses that any woman might find: I’m not talented. I’m not important. I’m not 
educated. I have no ideas. I don’t know how. I don't know what. I don’t know when. And the most scurrilous 
of all: I don’t have time. I always want to shake them upside down until they promise to never tell lies again. 
But I don't have to shake them up, for the dark man in dreams will do that, and if not he, then another dream 
actor will. 

The threat of the dark man serves as a warning to all of us—if you don’t pay attention to the treasures, they 
will be stolen from you. In this manner, when a woman has one or a series of these dreams, it infers that a 
huge gate is opening to the initiatory grounds where her revaluing of her gifts can occur. There, whatever has 
been incrementally destroying her or robbing her can be recognized, apprehended, and dealt with. 

When a woman does her necessary battle with it, the predator will move to a much more isolated point in the 
psyche. But if the predator is ignored, it becomes increasingly and deeply hateful and jealous, with a desire 
to silence the woman forever. So to have these dreams is important in order to cleans your life of as much 
negativity as possible. Sometimes it is necessary to end certain relationships. 

Women often don’t dare to be aggressive toward the intruder, they think that if they break away, he will hunt 
them down and bring them back into captivation. And so it is common for women to entirely kill of their 
creative nature and lie as skeletons in Bluebeard’s cellar. They learnt about the trap, but too late. Therefor 
women are entitled to fight with everything they have.



The story is about the transformation of four shadowy parts of women who have no integrity of vision, have 
no deep insight, have no original voice, have no decisive action. 

The cure for both the naive woman and the instinct-injured woman is the same: Practice listening to your 
intuition, your inner voice; ask questions; be curious; see what you see; hear what you hear; and then act 
upon what you know to be true. These intuitive powers were given to your soul at birth. They have been 
covered over, perhaps by years and years of ashes. This is not the end of the world, for these can be washed 
away. 

By getting back the power in the shadows, we are no more victims. No matter how culture, personality, 
psyche, or other might demand women be dressed and behaved, no matter how others may wish to keep all 
females in line, they cannot change the fact that a woman is what she is, and that this is dictated by the wild 
unconscious, and that it is very, very good.  

It is crucial to know that wherever there is a predator, there is also a balancing power waiting to help us, 
which is wild women. She is a living being who comes to us anywhere, under any condition. She and the 
predator have known each other a long, long time. Wherever he is, she is, for she is the one who balances his 
predations. 

Wild Woman teaches women when not to act “nice" about protecting their soulful lives. The wildish nature 
knows that being “sweet” in these instances only makes the predator smile. When the soulful life is being 
threatened, it is not only acceptable to draw the line and mean it, it is required. When a woman does 
this, her life cannot be interfered with for long, for she knows immediately what is wrong and can push the 
predator back where it belongs. She is no longer naive. She is no longer a victim. And this is the medicine 
that causes the key to finally, cease its bleeding.


