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            This is what the demons that have tormented me all my life have been about: my terror
               that I would disintegrate and lose control of my murderous or suicidal feelings.
            

            
            —Bergman

            

            

            
            From an early age, Bergman re-created in himself a kind of alternative mother—giving
               himself, in his fantasy-
obsessed play—his own form of undivided attention.
            

            
            —John Lahr

            
         

         
      

   
      Preface

      
      
      We all have demons inside us that have accompanied us since childhood, and we had
         to find ways of dealing with them early in life in order to survive. We locked them
         in a closet or hid them behind walls so we weren’t anxious and frightened all the
         time, but the demons still found ways of tormenting us. We would wake with nightmares,
         knowing the demons were hiding under our beds. We would forget in the middle of a
         speech. We stopped studying so we would fail a course. As lonely as we were, we pushed
         people away who wanted to be friends. These painful defense mechanisms against the
         mysterious demons or ghosts consumed a great deal of energy and limited our ability
         to use the skills we possessed to live a full life.
      

      
      As a psychiatrist and psychoanalyst, my job has been to help people identify who their
         demons really are and how and why they came into existence, and to find ways of proceeding
         in the face of the demons’ threats, recognizing that what might have killed them as
         a child was not going to kill them as an adult. They weren’t going to release the
         deadly monster within themselves. Therapy is a slow process, however. The demons are
         ferocious and tenacious. My patients had to use all the good fairy-ghosts they had
         been given by those who loved them, and the skills they had inherited, to lock the
         demons back in the closet for good. When the demons occasionally did sneak out, my
         patients had learned how to call them by name and gently talk them back into the past
         where they belong.
      

      
      The majority of people have been fortunate enough in their childhood family lives
         to have the means to deal with their demons without realizing what they’re doing.
         But there are those unfortunate ones whose demons are so violent that they escape
         into psychosis because their damaged lives are totally unbearable, as we will see
         played out in Ingmar Bergman’s Through a Glass Darkly and The Hour of the Wolf. When my patients were finally able to face their demons, their aggressive energy was
         released to be used in positive and creative ways. And if tragedy hit and the demons
         temporarily emerged, my patients had learned to stay with the disturbing feelings
         until they understood what in the present had released the ghosts from the past.
      

      
      You are about to encounter a most extraordinary man, Ingmar Bergman, the Swedish filmmaker.
         He is extraordinary not because he is considered the finest film director in the past
         one hundred years, not because he was a genius in creating films of both beauty and
         deep understanding of the human condition, and not because he communicated directly
         to his audience his concern for the state of the world. (At the time he produced his
         early film Prison, which grew out of his own struggles to get free from the demons who imprisoned him,
         he remarked, “I don’t want to produce a work of art that the public can sit and suck
         in aesthetically. . . . I want to give them a blow in the small of the back, to scorch
         their indifference, to startle them out of their complacency.”[1]) What makes Bergman unique is that he conquered his demons—the legacy of a traumatic
         childhood—through his creativity. As a youngster he had a puppet theater, he made
         short films with a primitive film projector, and he had an imaginative mind that could
         float above the many traumas he endured. And as an adult—drawing on his life experience—he
         gradually managed to put his demons back in the closet for good. With no help from
         a psychiatrist—through intuition alone—Bergman gradually faced down his demons, overcoming
         his terror of disintegration and death, gaining control of his murderous rage, and
         solving the problem of his intolerance of intimacy, which had led to his abandonment
         of four wives, eight children, and many mistresses.
      

      
      Why did I spend four years of my life getting acquainted with this man? When I first
         saw The Seventh Seal I had just begun my second profession of photography. Burned into my mind to this
         day are three powerful images: a knight playing chess with death in the sunlight,
         the knight confessing to a “priest” (who is actually death in disguise) behind a grated
         window, and a young teenage girl who has been declared a witch waiting to be burned
         to death. As much as I was stunned in admiration of his art, I knew when I left the theater that death was real and unavoidable. Bergman had certainly
         delivered his blow effectively.
      

      
      I didn’t return to Bergman until years later when I prepared a discussion of Wild   Strawberries for the Baltimore-Washington Psychoanalytic Film Forum. Writing shortly after The Seventh Seal, in Wild Strawberries Bergman is again dealing with approaching death, but in a gentler way. The old doctor
         realizes he has lived only half a life, but while he is driving to his university
         to receive an award, the experiences he has in his interactions with young people
         along the way soften his heart. The delicate, complex artistry of the film with its
         many flashbacks is unsurpassed. Bergman said it was his father’s loneliness he was
         writing about. Later he realized the loneliness was his own. 
      

      
      It was at this point that my engagement with Bergman began. I watched his films in
         sequence. Contained in the DVDs were interviews with him, discussions of his works,
         and a few films of him at work on the movie set. Many books written by Bergman scholars
         are available. Shortly after the film Fannie and   Alexander appeared in 1982—a film drawn almost directly from his childhood—Bergman published
         his autobiography The Magic Lantern. Now scholars knew more fully the degree of his childhood traumas that were the origin
         of the demons interfering with his personal life. With this rich material at hand,
         I was able to follow along and observe how Bergman conducted his unique analysis of
         himself through the substance of each film, leading up to the dark films—The Hour of the Wolf and The Passion of Anna—which baffle and terrify audiences but helped Bergman finally gain control of his
         violent, aggressive impulses. A few years later he was able to make a successful marriage
         and to lead a more peaceable life despite serious aggressive actions taken against
         him.
      

      
      My affinity with Bergman is great, for the process of his self-analysis was so similar
         to what I had been through both in my psychoanalyses almost fifty years ago and in
         my continuing self-analysis, as well as in my participation in the analyses of my
         patients. How rewarding it is today to have visits from people who were in treatment
         with me many years ago and to see with my own eyes and hear with my own ears how full
         and joyous their lives have become!
      

      
      Since you readers will be participating in Bergman’s incredible self-healing process
         through the creation of his films, I will explain in more detail several of the techniques
         he made use of, unconsciously, not only to survive his demons but to master them.
         One that is relatively easy to understand is his periodic physical illnesses that
         gained him peaceful time in the hospital and kept him from acting on his suicidal
         impulses. But the defense of dissociation is more complex. In chapter 15 you will
         read of his response to being accused of tax fraud by the government of Sweden—Bergman’s
         beloved country that his international fame had practically put on the map. “I saw
         myself as standing and looking at myself. . . . I was standing on the yellow rug looking
         at myself sitting in the chair. I was sitting in the chair looking at myself sitting
         in the chair.”[2]    He entered a psychiatric unit, where he remained until he was able to become furious
         with his country and decide to go into voluntary exile. This weird, terrifying experience
         was not psychosis or disintegration but a way of keeping himself from acting on his
         murderous rage toward the policemen who had interrupted his rehearsal and carried
         him off to the police station.
      

      
      Part of my strong affinity with Bergman is that I also had a period of childhood “abandonment,”
         from the age of one to three, that led to ghosts that haunted me for many years. My
         encounters with these ghosts may help you understand mysterious experiences that have
         happened to you. I spent my first year of life in a closely-knit family where my father
         played an important role in the loving and parenting. He was a minister who resented
         the church authorities controlling his life. My parents decided to leave the church.
         Since they were not permitted to move to another denomination for two years, my father
         traveled in his Model T Ford from Indiana to the western edge of Iowa, selling law
         courses to the farmers. Although he was home every week or so, life was not the same.
         He missed us. We missed him. My two brothers and I became seriously ill. In my delirium
         I was visited by a demon-ghost, a large, white, cloud-like creature that detached
         itself from a hook on the back of the closet door and floated around the room from
         one side of my bed to another (no doubt my mother tending to me in her white nightgown).
      

      
      My terror at the ghost remained in hiding in the closet of my mind. (I remember the
         ghost; I don’t remember the terror.) When I was five, I accompanied my mother and
         brothers to a movie theater to see The Haunted House. Relaxing in the security of my family, I was stunned to see on the screen a ghost
         breaking through the wall and into a living room. That night as I tried to sleep,
         the back door began to rattle on its chain. I was terrified. The ghost had come to
         get me. I screamed for my mother, who came to lie beside me so I could go to sleep.
      

      
      Somehow ghosts and the process of dissociation are related. I guess ghosts are not
         just representative of our terror of our parents when they are angry with us but of
         the part of us that is angry with them for having in some way betrayed us. When I
         was six, my baby sister was born. I remember distinctly seeing her lying on the couch
         with huge hunks of heavy plaster all around her. At the same time I remember hearing
         a neighbor say, “Isn’t it lucky the baby wasn’t lying there when the plaster fell!”
         My ability to dissociate saved me from even suspecting how much I wanted my sister
         dead.
      

      
      That terrifying ghost wove itself in and out of my life. When I was in my psychiatric
         residency, I started my analytic training. One day as I was taking the bus to the
         analyst’s office, my eyes were fixed on another bus right in front of us. I looked
         up again. The bus was gone. Had a ghost just whisked the bus away? Had I just imagined
         the bus was there? I was terrified. I know now that the bus had no doubt turned off
         at Gay Street when I wasn’t looking, but I think this dissociation happened as a warning
         to my analyst that he should take care because there were ghosts in me that he must
         be watchful for. Several years later, when he forgot this warning, I became so frightened
         by his actions that I eventually had to change analysts. He tried to get me to see
         how angry I was with him, to no avail. I had learned my lesson early. Even if your
         father suddenly disappears from your life and becomes different from how he used to
         be, you don’t get angry with him or he’ll go away for good!
      

      
      When I first became a photographer, I took a fascinating picture of a historic building
         in Harpers Ferry, West Virginia. It was a cold winter day but the snow in the parking
         lot had begun to melt. In a pool of water was the reflection of the building, the
         remaining hand-blown panes of glass glistening in the sun. I took a picture of the
         reflection of the building in the water. Swaths of white, ghostly “cloud”—drifted
         snow in the parking lot—appeared to be encircling the building as if to swallow it
         up. This photograph, The Dream, was with me when I was looking for a market for my work in London in 1962. The Dream was added to an exhibition at the American Embassy. The exhibition was about to travel
         to embassies around the world. When I got home and hung The   Dream on the wall, it frightened me. Although I recognized that the menacing, white creature
         was actually made up of drifts of snow, to me it was­—and still is—the white ghost
         of my delirium that had threatened to take my life when I was two.
      

      
      Why were ghosts attempting to ruin my pleasure in photography? A second incident might
         confirm that this was their intention. As my friends and I were leaving an art exhibition
         in Baltimore where four of my photographs were receiving considerable attention, in
         the dusk of the evening I stepped right in front of a car. If one of my friends had
         not pulled me back to safety, that would have been the end not only of the photography
         but of me. This led to a visit to my former analyst. The question was this: Was the
         good fairy-ghost telling me in no uncertain terms that it was in some way dangerous
         for me to compete with the other photographers in my family, or was my serious investment
         in photography threatening the life-blood of someone I loved? The answer and solution
         to my dilemma came in the form of a dream. My young father was walking up the steps
         of a greenhouse toward me. After greeting me with a smile, he turned away and went
         about his business in the garden. I took this dream as permission to continue.
      

      
      Many years later there was another encounter with this ghost that was the scariest
         of all. I was on a plane waiting to take off for Atlanta to say goodbye to my dying
         older brother Harvey. My brother and sister Arthur and Katharine were already gone.
         Suddenly I disappeared! I was gone. I did not exist. This must be what death is like.
         Then a tiny sliver of me appeared from behind the white ghost that was blocking me
         out from myself, and I grabbed the mystery story I carried with me when I traveled.
         Having calmed myself down, I let my self-analysis get to work. Why am I so terrified?
         When Harvey dies I will be all alone. Can I survive standing all alone on my own two
         feet? Harvey and Arthur’s presence had saved me when I was so ill at age two. There
         are photos of the three of us standing together, me between them as they hold my hands.
         What purpose did it serve for me to disappear on the airplane? When I arrived in Atlanta,
         Harvey roused from his rapidly declining state. We reminisced for hours with our memories
         of eighty years before, he with the happiest of expressions on his face. The dissociation
         on the airplane had put back in the closet both the terror and the rage I must have
         felt that he was dying and leaving me alone; it made it possible for me to relax and
         be fully present in order to give my dear brother such pleasure in his last days.
      

      
      Bergman’s life was difficult. It was the joy he felt in the creation of his films
         that kept him alive and gave his life meaning. Writing another film was his way of
         dealing with his anxiety over the state of the world after the bombing of Hiroshima
         and during the Cold War with the Soviet Union. Was a nuclear war going to literally
         destroy our civilization? These realistic fears were expressed in his film The Seventh Seal, which is set in the middle of the fourteenth century during the world-wide epidemic
         of the Black Plague. Creating the film eased his terror, and projecting into the audience
         the reality of the state of the world in the 1950s both relieved him and gave him
         a certain satisfaction in shaking his audience up.
      

      
      During the Cuban Missile Crisis, feeling the same terror, I began to build a bomb
         shelter in the basement of my Baltimore apartment, storing food, water, and essential
         supplies. Then I realized that if a bomb fell, my neighbors would break down the door
         and eat my dog. So I decided to build a photography gallery instead. One day as I
         was throwing wood into the basement window for the fireplace, a young neighbor boy,
         terrified by his parents’ anxious conversations, asked if he could help me with the
         bomb shelter. He didn’t hear me when I said I had changed my mind. All day we labored.
         As we sat resting in the garage, he asked, “If a bomb fell and your dog was outside,
         would you go out and rescue him?” I answered, “It would probably be foolish, but I
         think I would.” Feeling safer—knowing I would rescue him as well as my dog—he remained
         with me all day. My anxiety had obviously been soothed as well because when the double
         doors of my office were closed, my patients and I forgot about the looming catastrophe
         outside and concentrated on healing their psychic wounds in the full expectation that
         there would be a future.
      

      
      Taking photographs is not for me just an attempt to capture the beauty of the world
         around me. It is one of the joys in my life, and it has been, at times, a healing
         experience just as Bergman’s films were for him. When I am busy with the technical
         details of setting the camera, the true meaning of what I have seen only emerges over
         time. (When I photographed the reflection of the building in the melting show, I was
         not aware of the ghost at all.) When I was in my forties, I was diagnosed with ovarian
         cancer. Fortunately the diagnosis was wrong, but the operation was serious and the
         recovery long. I returned to work, giving my attention to the patients. Six months
         later, when I was on vacation in the Bahamas, a good fairy-ghost told me to put black-and-white
         film in my Hasselblad and go right to work. As I walked down the sidewalk I came across
         two trees arching over my head. The tendrils of an evergreen tree intertwined with
         those of a deciduous tree. I knew immediately: here was life and death. How close
         I had come to death! Crawling around on my trembling knees, I became engrossed in
         capturing this metaphor. The next year I was on the island, I rushed down to visit
         my trees. The deciduous tree was gone, sawed off at the ground. It had been dead! I call the pair of photographs Kiss and Loss. It was crucial to have these feelings of grief and anxiety break through so they
         didn’t live in the closet as ghosts that would have continued to haunt me with the
         persistent terror of dying, and I have been able to appreciate the gift of the long
         life I have been given. The world has been more beautiful ever since.
      

      
      Bergman essentially finished his analysis after having the courage to live through
         his terror of losing control of his murderous impulses or of going insane by writing
         the dark films. The changes in his character were obvious to his lover Ingrid von
         Rosen, who became his wife. He was now able to love and remain with his love. He did
         not recognize the person he had been before. We have evidence in his diaries that
         he continued to analyze himself when it was necessary to understand some unusual reaction,
         just as those of us do who have been more classically analyzed. Once learned, analysis
         is a never-ending process. How miraculous the mind!
      

      
      In 1975 Bergman produced Mozart’s The Magic Flute for television. It is an enchanting film, and he was joyous in the outcome of countless
         hours of particularly complicated work. He should have been on top of the world. But
         as he wrote in his diary, “I kept getting colds, yes, it has become a real neurosis.
         It has cast a shadow over my existence, and there were times when I thought I wasn’t
         completely sane.”[3]    It is fascinating to follow Bergman through this struggle in which, in his free
         associations, he regresses to being a baby with a large head, the time at which his
         first traumas occurred. His depressive state continued while he was writing Face to Face, a movie in which a woman psychiatrist is haunted by a hallucination of her very
         stern grandmother. Years later he revealed what he had discovered that had led to
         the relief of his depression. Obviously these two discoveries were unfinished business.
         What was left that he had not faced and felt so guilty about that he did not deserve
         to be on top of the world? As you will read, he recalled having had a dream of killing
         a little girl—his way of finally facing up to his horror and guilt that he had actually
         attempted to kill his baby sister when he was four. And it was also a way of acknowledging
         that he must have had angry feelings toward his beloved grandmother because, even
         though her appreciation of him as a real human being had saved his life, a part of
         him, unconsciously, also hated her because she was the one who had locked him in the
         closet as punishment and had destroyed his parents’ relationship by being so demeaning
         and cruel to his father. Creating this cruel grandmother in Face to Face helped him accept that everyone has “two voices.”
      

      
      I have said enough. It is time for you the reader to proceed with Bergman on his journey
         from living with physical and emotional pain, rage, and inhibition to a full life
         filled with love and the continuing joy of his creative spirit. There is a great deal
         to enjoy in Bergman. There is a great deal to learn from the process of examining
         one’s own life.
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      Prologue

      
      
      
         Perhaps one day something shining and beautiful will be prised out of all this wretchedness.
            Like a tiny, tiny pearl in a big, black ugly mussel shell. If one day something beautiful
            might come from me, then I will have answered my calling in life.—Bergman, interview
            with Gunnar Bergdahl for the Gothenburg Film Festival
         

         
      

      Ingmar Bergman, the Swedish filmmaker, died on July 30, 2007, twenty days after his
         eighty-ninth birthday. His long career devoted to the art of film and theater was
         deeply rooted in the traumas of his early life, from the moment of his birth during
         the global epidemic of Spanish flu when his mother was ill and did not have the milk
         to feed him. The infant Bergman suffered with fever and diarrhea and was near death
         from lack of nourishment. His maternal grandmother rushed him to her home where she,
         her friend and retainer Lalla, and a wet nurse took over the role of mother. In a
         photograph of him at three or four months, he is sitting in his grandmother’s lap.
         She has a kind, gentle smile. He is facing the camera, serious but not depressed.
         When he was eventually returned to his parents’ home, there was no bond of attachment
         between him and his mother, and the home was filled with the tension of two parents
         who were on the verge of divorce. In a photo of him at three or four years, he looks
         unhappy and very serious.
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         sense of security that he continued to suffer from separations all his life. As a
         child, at times he shared his mother’s bed and felt accepted by and close to her,
         but his clinging behavior and temper tantrums caused her to push him away. Her feelings
         toward him were ambivalent because she had planned to leave her unhappy marriage if
         he died. As a result, his feelings toward her were also ambivalent: he needed and
         loved her desperately, and yet he hated her for not being emotionally or physically
         present for him.
      

      
       The cruel physical punishment meted out to his older brother and to him by their
         father, a strict Lutheran pastor, was equally traumatic, particularly the silent treatment
         he received. Throughout most of his life, Bergman was to find a person’s silence intolerable,
         and he would be thrown into uncontrollable temper tantrums.
      

      
      The gift of genius with which Bergman was born made him particularly adept at finding
         ways to not only survive but cope with his traumatizing world. One of the ways in
         which he escaped from this world was by creating plays and spending hours with a primitive
         film projector, his “magic lantern.”
      

      
       He was to build his life in the theater and film out of his extraordinary visual
         sensitivity combined with his deep perception of his own interior workings and of
         those around him. Although he was always shy, he enjoyed talking about what lay behind
         the films that he wrote intuitively. Many of these interviews were taped, and they
         remain available to all Bergman lovers. And in his later years, he wrote autobiographical
         novels that were turned into films, revealing to the world the degree to which he
         had suffered, both emotionally and physically, as a result of his traumatic childhood.
         Yet it was out of this suffering that his art arose; and even more importantly, it
         was through his art that he eventually conquered his demons and discovered a more
         peaceful life. It is this unique accomplishment that led me to write this book in
         which we will follow the progress of Bergman’s self-therapy as we move from film to
         film.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      As artists mature personally, their work often becomes more complex, more profound.
         Even in the presence of great tragedy and sorrow, their art continues to give them
         the deepest satisfaction. There were times in Bergman’s life when he despaired. Filmmaking
         is very expensive. The artist is dependent on pleasing the audience and thus the producer,
         who is financially responsible for the product. When Bergman was forced to write comedies,
         delaying and perhaps losing forever his opportunity to create the films that were
         closest to his soul’s needs, he became suicidal. If he lost his creative outlet, he
         lost his joy in life. In The Magic Lantern, an autobiography he wrote when he was in his late sixties, he tells us that he thought
         of Bach who had returned from a journey to find that his young wife and two of his
         children had died. Bach wrote in his diary, “Dear Lord, may my joy not leave me.”
         At the time, Bach had been composing five suites for solo cello. The haunting, melancholy
         beauty of Bach’s saraband from the fifth suite accompanies us throughout Bergman’s
         last film, Saraband (2003).[1]    
      

      
      When hospitalized for one of his frequent medical crises, Bergman would find himself
         capturing the germ of an idea from the scene outside his window, and a new script
         would begin to unfold in his mind in an almost free-associational way. He recorded
         that snowflake in his notebook, and a snowball would gradually form around it. From
         that snowball would come the next film. This creative process not only reduced his
         despair but assisted in the healing process of the physical illness.
      

      
      Because Bergman’s films and his late novels are so autobiographical, we have been
         given the rare opportunity of witnessing an artist at work. Just as he had used his
         creativity to surmount the painful realities of his childhood, he used his art not
         only to survive but to gradually free himself from the demons both in his mind and
         in his hyperactive gastrointestinal tract that tormented him every night. Many of
         his films are profoundly disturbing as he temporarily relieves himself by projecting
         his anguish and his pent-up rage into his audience.
      

      
      Bergman was horrified at his outbursts of temper when he started directing. He was
         puzzled that he could not sustain an intimate relationship. Over time he abandoned
         four wives, three mistresses, and eight children, his passionate love inevitably turning
         cold. Away from home, he was shy, even phobic. Traveling alone was almost impossible.
         Yet when at work with his stable of actors, as long as he was in control, he was somewhat
         of a demon himself. As annoyed by these “neuroses” as he was, he could do nothing
         about them because their origins lay in his earliest childhood—preceding memory. Only
         after a stormy reconciliation with his mother and father before they died did Bergman
         discover that his mother too had been born to a mother who had not welcomed her, which
         at least in part explained her inability to bond positively with him. And she had
         loved passionately an inappropriate man (his father), but her love for this man had
         also grown cold, leading her to belittle him and to withhold herself from him. Despite
         their turbulent marriage, Bergman’s mother and father stayed together because of their
         children. Never in their many years of marriage did they truly understand each other.
      

      
      Through the creation of his films, Bergman emotionally matured to a remarkable degree.
         At the age of fifty-three he was married for the fifth time to a woman more appropriate
         for the position. She was not a young professional who was bound to leave him as she
         pursued her career. He and Ingrid von Rosen had a happy marriage of twenty-four years
         before she died of cancer. During her illness, she and Bergman and their daughter
         Maria, who had been conceived twelve years before their marriage, kept diaries of
         their feelings. What greater love could there be? His love for Ingrid never died.
         He told his colleague Jörn Donner in an interview in 1958 (to be found on the Criterion
         DVD of Wild Strawberries) that Ingrid’s death was a blow to his will, his very existence, his reality. It
         was like being crippled. “You lose a part of yourself, your body.”[2]     At first he was unable to write, but he could function when directing a play.
         By following a strict and orderly life, Bergman found that his capacity to write had
         returned. Ingrid remained ever present with him, giving him advice and keeping him
         company as he relaxed on the island he loved.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      It seems to me that Bergman achieved the results we psychiatrists hope to accomplish
         with our patients in analysis, even though the course of Bergman’s self-therapy consumed
         more than half his lifetime. Psychoanalysis, at times, is also a lengthy procedure.
         Patients encounter great resistance when approaching the experiences and feelings
         that were both terrifying and unacceptable to them as children and were therefore
         repressed. Through the process of free association, the resistances gradually ease
         and the patients find that they, as adults, can face what they could not as children.
         The blocks that have impeded their full maturity gradually give way.
      

      
      This Bergman accomplished primarily through his art. The psychotherapist whom he had
         once seen was correct when he didn’t encourage Bergman to proceed with therapy. As
         long as Bergman’s main reason for living—his creativity—was proceeding well, it was
         best not to interfere by investigating the early, underlying traumas. Bergman himself
         was afraid he would disintegrate if he did not work constantly. After all, the process of integrating a piece of art is integrating to the self.

      
       

      * * *

      
      As I wrote this book I began to think back over my sixty years of experience as a
         psychiatrist and psychoanalyst to see if any of my patients had had a comparable necessity
         to relive their earliest traumas in the dramatic way that Bergman had. Two patients
         have given me permission to tell their stories. They each suffered serious trauma
         very early in life. One patient, well along in analysis, realized that there was something
         she needed to reach that was not possible in the conventional setting. While she continued
         her analysis, she found a group where participants were encouraged to live out their
         life-long, pent-up anxieties and rage in a controlled environment. This opportunity
         for an actual abreaction (the release of repressed emotion through re-enactment of a causal event) of very
         painful feelings facilitated her work with me. It is no surprise that she became a
         fine psychotherapist herself.
      

      
      The second woman came to me as a college student. Her psychotherapy enabled her to
         move on with her life: marrying, having children, divorcing, obtaining a graduate
         degree. But there were always serious problems in her interpersonal relations. Her
         clinging and her rage would bring her friendships to an end. I had known of this woman’s
         early trauma of pain and terror associated with repeated operations to relieve a serious
         urinary tract malformation from the age of two to six, but there had been no opportunity
         in our therapy to help her access her buried feelings of helplessness and pain. Now
         a grandmother, she has been attending an energy healing school in Austria that encourages
         abreaction. She tells me that it has been almost unbearable reliving the physical
         pain, the sense of abandonment, and the outrage associated with that repeated surgery.
         As a tiny child she once actually moved a dresser in front of her bedroom door to
         keep out a “dangerous poisoner,” who was in reality her mother with a bad-tasting
         medicine. But the abreaction therapy has paid off. She is happier and less likely
         to regress to dependency in her loving relationships. The last time she was visiting
         in this country, there was a maturity and calmness in her face and manner that I had
         never seen before.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      I hope that these clinical vignettes help to clarify how it was that Bergman was able
         to heal himself by creating his powerful films. Making some provision for this kind
         of literal living out of infantile agony within a contained environment is extremely
         rare, and encouraging such an abreaction as an adjunct to psychotherapy is considered
         dangerous, but with these women it was essential because their trauma had occurred
         so early in life and had been so severely painful, prolonged, and physically invasive.
      

      
      Bergman’s traumas began at birth when he almost died. Then some time during his first
         year, he was separated from his mothering figures and returned to an unloving mother.
         In England, during the bombing of London in World War II, young infants who were placed
         in group homes where there was little physical contact sometimes stopped eating and
         died of inanition. Bergman’s loss was equivalent. What is astounding and exceedingly
         rare is the fact that Bergman, through the creation of his films, actually relived his pain at the loss of his “three mothers” and from his cold-and-rejecting relationship
         with his real mother. This series of almost unbearable abreactions that he suffered
         and transferred to his audience gradually brought him cathartic relief. He once declared
         that making movies had saved his life.
      

      
      The cruelty of the punishments of Bergman’s father was also traumatic, particularly
         because Bergman had great sympathy for his father’s unhappiness and they had shared
         many happy times. It was not coincidental that when Bergman was recovering from a
         severe psychosomatic illness at the age of thirty-seven, it was his father’s loneliness
         he had in mind when he sat down at the desk in his hospital room and began to write
         Wild Strawberries, only to realize later that it was his own loneliness he was abreacting in his desperation
         to find a solution to his perpetual sense of isolation. This is one of Bergman’s most
         beautiful films, holding out a gentle hope that Isak Borg’s loneliness will be relieved.
      

      
      As Bergman proceeds, his films become more painful re-livings of his various traumas.
         From each film he achieves some relief by projecting his pain into the audience. Since
         it would be difficult to watch each film in conjunction with reading this book, I
         will include a brief synopsis of the significant films, along with the problems in
         Bergman’s private life at the time, so we can not only watch his gradual healing process
         in action but experience with him some of the pain he was reliving. Many people find
         Bergman’s films too painful to bear. But his ability to make beautiful and profoundly
         thought-provoking films is unique, and many in his audience profit from his valuable
         insights into human feelings and behavior.
      

      
      Although I have sketched briefly the various early traumas in Bergman’s life that
         were responsible for the demons from which he suffered, I’ll begin this book with
         the gastrointestinal illness that threatened his life when he was thirty-seven. When
         a patient comes to a doctor as ill as Bergman was, the events of his childhood are
         irrelevant. Our job is to diagnose what is wrong and figure out how to save the patient,
         whether we are a psychiatrist or an internist. Fortunately, Bergman’s doctor was a
         wise man, versed in the seriousness of psychosomatic illnesses. After a thorough investigation,
         he told Bergman that the problem was not in his gut but in his “soul.” Bergman eventually
         saw a psychotherapist but went only three times. He chose to go ahead with his life
         in his own way. He knew what he was doing.
      

      
      When a psychiatrist starts treatment with a patient, he or she doesn’t know how the
         treatment will turn out. First we investigate what has happened recently that precipitated
         the acute illness. Only later will the remote past become our concern. With Bergman
         we do know how his life turned out. Because he did his own therapy in his own way as he
         practiced his art, we will observe that therapy in progress.
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      Chapter 1

      A Time of Crisis

      
         
         
      

      
      
         Dear Lord, may my joy not leave me!—Johann Sebastian Bach

      

      During the filming of Smiles of a Summer Night, Bergman became ill. “We started shooting . . . Immediately, my old stomach demon
         acted up. I was sick during the entire shooting and was apparently in a rotten mood.
         I have always tried to protect [the actors] from my unpleasantness. But those who
         remember insist I carried on like the devil himself . . . Everyone, including me,
         thought I had stomach cancer.”[1]    
      

      
      This episode when Bergman was thirty-seven was extremely serious. He was rushed to
         the Karolinska hospital weighing only 123 pounds. His doctor, Sture Lelander, explained
         to him that his symptoms were psychosomatic in origin. “[Dr. Lelander] told me I would
         have to start looking seriously into this dimly-lit area, the border country between
         body and soul. He advised me to take a yoghurt-like soured milk, a recommendation
         I have followed ever since.”[2]    
      

      
      That Bergman continued to suffer is indicated by a letter he never sent about his
         poor health to the doctor on New Year’s Day 1956. “Mornings are the worst: I never
         wake up later than four-thirty—then my guts begin churning. At the same time my old
         anxieties begin, laying things waste like a blowtorch . . . Perhaps I’m simply afraid
         of not being good enough. On Sundays and Tuesdays (the days when we don’t rehearse),
         I feel a lot better.”[3]    
      

      
      Perhaps it was at this time that he consulted a psychiatrist. Some time later, Bergman
         told television talk-show host Dick Cavett that after his third visit, the psychiatrist
         pronounced him extremely healthy. Bibi Andersson, his lover at the time, pointed out,
         “Actually the psychiatrist said you were so full of neuroses that if he took them
         away, you would probably stop making pictures.”[4]     The psychiatrist had put his finger on the vital connection between Bergman’s
         psychological and psychosomatic problems and his dedication to his work. His work
         was what was holding him together on the marshy ground upon which he walked. In his
         late films we will see Bergman’s fear of actual disintegration. However, it was not
         the problems that produced the films. That was the creative imperative of his genius,
         which had been well rehearsed out of necessity in his early adolescence.
      

      
      Even though Bergman had had frequent stomachaches as a child, he later attributed
         his nightly torments to a bad conscience: guilt over the damage he had done to so
         many people. At the time of his hospitalization at thirty-seven, he was financially
         supporting three wives and six children whom he had abandoned. Perhaps, without realizing
         it, he had done to others what had been done to him as an infant. His first films
         reflect in detail his serious problems with women and help us understand the forces
         at play that led his relationships to turn from passionate to cold. Though he abandoned
         the marriages, he remained colleagues and friends with his former wives. As he later
         said, he had been faithful in his fashion.
      

      
      While in the hospital, Bergman resumed his own form of therapy. Making use of his
         strong determination to survive by organizing his life in the rigid, obsessional way
         he had observed in his father, and calling upon the manner in which he, as a small
         child, had used his creative genius to soar above his traumatizing world, he sat down
         at a desk in his room and began to write. It was this obsessional fire and the power
         of his creative imperative that propelled his career, despite the cost to family,
         friends, and his financial well-being. Only as he belatedly matured, thanks to the
         use of his films as therapy, was he able to break this destructive pattern. We, his
         audience, are the fortunate recipients of his necessity.
      

      
      Bergman described the birth of a new film as pulling on a brightly colored thread
         that was sticking out of the dark sack of his unconscious. As he pulled on the brightly
         colored thread while in the hospital, he found himself writing about his father’s
         loneliness that he sensed lay hidden under his rigidity and cruelty. The script he
         produced, Wild Strawberries, gives us clues as to the source of Bergman’s nightly torment. In the film we are
         told that the way the protagonist, Dr. Isak Borg, dealt with the adversity of his
         childhood caused by a cold mother was by withdrawing into himself. This withdrawal
         led to his being betrayed by his fiancée and his wife; produced a cold, obsessive-compulsive
         son; and resulted in Borg’s disgruntled personality that pushed people away and left
         him lonely and terrified of his approaching death. Through the people he meets on
         a long drive to Lund to receive the honor of Jubilee Doctor for distinguished achievement
         in practice and research at his fiftieth anniversary at his medical school—and through
         his illuminating dreams—Borg undergoes a subtle transformation. As he goes to sleep
         that night, he fantasizes seeing his mother and father happy together. In a moment
         of insight, Borg realizes the time has come to cease being angry with them and to
         make the most of the life he has left.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In looking back on Wild Strawberries, Bergman said, “I had created a figure who on the outside, looked like my father
         but he was me through and through . . . cut off from all human relations.”[5]     In the script, we can hear Bergman’s attempt to understand himself. Isak Borg
         says to Marianne, his daughter-in-law, that after he has dozed off, “it’s as if I’m
         trying to say something to myself which I don’t want to hear when I’m awake . . .
         that I’m dead, although I live.”[6]     Bergman was beginning to face the fact that at thirty-seven, it was his own loneliness that lay at the heart of his torment. And inexplicably, it was a loneliness
         that could not be filled by marriage and children or even by his loving circle of
         actors and friends. He had recently separated from Gun Hagberg Grut, his third wife,
         and his relationship with the actress Harriet Andersson was crumbling. He was feuding
         bitterly with his parents. “Mother and I tried time and again for a temporary reconciliation,
         but there were too many skeletons in our closets, too many poisonous misunderstandings
         . . . I tried to put myself in my father’s place and sought explanations for the bitter
         quarrels with my mother. I was quite sure I had been an unwanted child, growing up
         in a cold womb, one whose birth resulted in a crisis [in their marriage].”[7]     Bergman realized that in writing Wild Strawberries he had been pleading with his parents, “See me, understand me, and, if possible,
         forgive me.”[8]    
      

      
      That his parents were actually recognizing his accomplishments and pleading for reconciliation
         could do nothing to solve his loneliness. The unconscious knows no time. The loneliness
         of that infant who had lost his trio of mothers could not be filled either by his
         present parents or by the many women in his life. That he eventually found permanent
         relief from his loneliness was thanks to the self-therapy he engaged in in the process
         of producing thirty-six films.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman talked so often about the cruelty of his Lutheran minister father that we
         tend to overlook the cues that his father truly loved his son and that his son cherished
         the times he accompanied his father as he traveled by bicycle to visit various parishes.
         The boy was sensitive to his father’s pain, his loneliness. The father could administer
         solace to his parishioners, but who was there to fill the painful hole in the father’s
         soul or in that of his son? Isn’t that what God is supposed to do?
      

      
      In Sunday’s Children (1993), an autobiographical novel written when Bergman was in his mid-seventies, the
         little boy sees his father sitting by himself and leaves his play to sit with him.
         Feeling his father’s need, he gives up the day he had planned for himself and accompanies
         his father on his lonely journey. When Bergman, at the age of sixty-eight, wrote the
         story of his young life in the film Fanny and Alexander, he protected his father’s image by displacing the abuser onto an imaginary stepfather.
         So in thirty-seven-year-old Bergman’s hour of need, we can understand why he turned
         to his father as the subject for Wild   Strawberries, even though he had been essentially estranged from his parents for nineteen years.
         Did the creation of the film move him one step along the way toward reconciling with
         them?
      

      
      It is possible that as he wrote Wild Strawberries, he had Victor Sjöström in mind for the role of Isak Borg. He enticed out of retirement
         this powerful actor and director who, as a kindly father figure, had been instrumental
         in saving Bergman’s professional life. At a time when young Bergman’s anxious, aggressive
         temperament was out of control and no one liked him, it was Sjöström who interceded.
         Bergman wrote in Images (1990) that Sjöström grabbed him by the nape of the neck “and advised him that there
         was no point in picking unwinnable or unnecessary battles or in digging heels in over
         trivialities. He should keep his temper in check; raging at his collaborators only
         succeeded in making them angry and therefore more difficult to work with.”[9]    
      

      
      Wild Strawberries is unique among Bergman’s films—dream-like, musical—each frame standing on its own
         as a work of art. Creating Wild Strawberries was a temporary cure for Bergman’s illness and a turning point both in his growth
         as an artist and in the analysis of himself that he was, unknowingly, in the process
         of undertaking.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Before we explore the complexities of Bergman’s childhood and the long apprenticeship
         of his career as theater director and filmmaker, let us examine what was happening
         in his life that was making him so ill. We look to Bergman himself to explain the
         extreme tension under which he was living before the hospitalization. His future as
         a maker of films was uncertain. His previous film, Sawdust and Tinsel, had not been successful. One critic called it “vomit.” What would happen to him
         if his film career collapsed beneath his feet? How would he hold himself together
         without the psychic glue of his creativity?
      

      
      John Lahr feels that in Sawdust and Tinsel Bergman was squarely acting out his anxiety, which he called “my life’s most favorable
         companion, inherited from both my parents, placed in the very center of my identity—my
         demon and my friend spurring me on.”[10]      Sawdust and Tinsel was later considered Bergman’s first masterpiece and perhaps the greatest sound film
         ever made in Sweden up to that time.
      

      
      Bergman then made several light films that began to win his audience back. His marriage
         with Gun Grut had become essentially nonexistent, about which he felt not only guilty
         but confused at his inability to sustain a marital relationship. Why was it that his
         passion died so quickly? Out of his continued fondness for Gun he wrote the script
         for A Lesson in Love.
      

      
      No doubt Bergman was repeating over and over the losses of his infancy. And because
         of his parents’ alienation from each other, he had no happy, long-term marriage to
         model his life after. All he knew was that love was something that comes and goes.
         And he, as an adult, did his part in seeing that commitment was a temporary thing
         by choosing women whose careers would inevitably take them away, by throwing temper
         tantrums when he didn’t get his way, and by his inordinate jealousy. I suspect the
         birth of a child was a great threat to this little boy-man who needed to be his mother’s
         only love because of his earlier narcissistic hurt. There are indications that this
         need to be the one and only persisted into adulthood. In Summer Interlude (1951), the adolescent, passionate love of Maria and Henrik almost falls apart when
         she is late in meeting him because she resumes her dancing practice in preparation
         for returning to the ballet.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In The Magic Lantern, he looks back on these driven days:
      

      
         I arrived every morning at the theatre on the dot of nine, had breakfast consisting
            of six biscuits and a cup of tea in the canteen, rehearsed from half-past ten until
            one, had ham and eggs and drank a cup of strong coffee, went on until four, meetings,
            teaching in the theatre school, writing scripts, taking a nap in my anatomical folding
            chair, ate dinner in the canteen, always a piece of red meat and a potato, preparing
            for the next day, doing my homework and checking on the performance. When Harriet
            [Andersson] had taken off her make-up and changed, we went home to sleep, neither
            of us having much to say to each other any longer. . . . I owned two pairs of trousers,
            a number of flannel shirts, disintegrating underwear, three jerseys and two pairs
            of shoes. I had decided that a guilty conscience was an affectation . . . because
            my torment could never make up for the damage I had done. Presumably some inaccessible
            process went on inside. I had all kinds of gastric flu and ulcers.[11]    
         

      

      Once again, something “inaccessible” intervened to destroy his love. He was haunted
         by overwhelming jealousies that eventually forced Harriet to withdraw. His resentment
         of his parents for his unhappy childhood gnawed at him. He longed for them and yet
         could not bring himself to respond to his mother’s attempts at reconciliation. Despite
         filling all his hours with work, he was lonely and depressed. His torment could not
         be paved over by burying himself in work.
      

      
      Bergman knew that his next film could not be a tragedy. His producer Carl Anders Dymling
         intimated that if he planned to write a serious piece, he shouldn’t bother. For a
         man who needed desperately to be in control of his own life, it was frustrating and
         humiliating that his career was under the control of the public’s and the critics’
         response. He knew there was so much waiting deep inside him, pressing to be explored.
         If his intuitive thread was broken, where was he going to go? He considered suicide.
         In Images (1990), Bergman looked back on this frightening time. At the beginning of 1955, he
         and Harriet were resting in Switzerland.
      

      
         I was sinking fast. I have often toyed with the idea of suicide, especially when I
            was younger and my demons threatened to overtake me. I surrendered myself completely
            to the idea that the moment had arrived. I was going to get in my car, take my foot
            off the brake, and drive over the edge of the serpentine roadway leading up to the
            hotel. This way it would look like an accident. Nobody would have to feel sad or guilty.[12]    
         

      

      Bergman was saved by the creative imperative of his genius to express itself against
         all odds. The ideas for Smiles of a Summer Night began to form in his mind. “Relieved, I postponed my suicide.”[13]     The film explores the frightening insight that it is possible for two people
         to love each other even when they find it’s impossible to live together.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Twenty-year-old Bibi Andersson had replaced Harriet Andersson in Bergman’s life. Her
         cheerful, heart-warming spirit we can see for ourselves in Wild Strawberries as young Sara says goodbye to Isak Borg: “Do you know that it is really you I love,
         today, tomorrow and forever?” Bibi was at Bergman’s side during the agony of his depressive
         illness as he was filming Smiles of a Summer Night and during his hospitalization. The community of actors at Malmö sustained him. They
         were his family. Bibi remained a colleague and a dear friend for the rest of his life.
         His love for her and for her close friend, Liv Ullmann, can be seen in the caress
         of their faces with his camera in his enigmatic masterpiece Persona (1965–1966).

      
      However, when Smiles of a Summer Night was complete, the film industry’s response was equivocal. So it came as a total surprise
         when Bergman read in the paper, “Swedish Film Gets Prize at Cannes.” His opportunity
         was here! Borrowing money from Bibi, he flew to Cannes carrying the manuscript for
         The Seventh Seal, the serious film he had longed for years to shoot. When he found Dymling on the
         phone selling the best film of 1955 to countries around the world, Bergman was in
         a state of euphoria. Pushing his script at Dymling, he said, “Carl Anders, it’s now
         or never.”[14]      Smiles of a Summer Night launched Bergman into international prominence.
      

      
      This triumph did not mean that Bergman was free from the physical and emotional torments
         that had forced him into the hospital. It did mean, however, that he was now free
         to write films that expressed his most urgent conflicts.
      

       

      * * *

      
      We must now make a trip back in time to the beginning of Bergman’s life to discover
         how this little genius learned to cope with his anxiety and anguish by creating a
         separate world where he found great joy. Then we will leap to Bergman at the age of
         thirty-eight as he presents to the world The Seventh Seal, his best-known film dealing with death and man’s inhumanity.
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      Chapter 2

      The Beginning

      
         
         
      

      
      
         This is what he had feared most of all, the end with no mercy, punishment with no
            forgiveness, hurled into the darkness, he will land in a hole among sharp stones,
            and no one will look after him, no one will lift him out of the darkness.—Bergman,
            Sunday’s Children

      

      Bergman’s mother, Karin Akerblom Bergman, was born to a well-to-do family who wintered
         in Uppsala just north of Stockholm. They also had a summer home that her father Carl
         Johan had built in the northern woods of Dalarna overlooking the Southern Dalarna
         Railroad. “Trains were something of a passion with him, so he built himself a house
         halfway along the line, and the trains went straight through his garden. . . . There
         the old boy used to sit. . . . I remember sitting on his knee. He had a big beard
         and a starched collar and was paralyzed in both legs.”[1]     Her mother, Anna, was an intelligent woman who had taught French. She was very
         firm in her convictions that her daughter Karin, a graduate nurse, should not marry
         the impoverished theological student, Erik Bergman. They were second cousins. Anna’s
         husband had been incapacitated in his later years with a rare, progressive muscular
         degeneration. She feared for the children to come. In addition, Erik was not of the
         right class.
      

      
      His family had been farmers and parsons for generations. Erik’s father, who had been
         a pharmacist, had died when Erik was young, and soon thereafter Erik lost a younger
         sister. His way of coping with these early losses was to pretend he was a minister
         at funerals. He and his mother were very poor because the grandparents who had money
         would not assist them because they had disapproved of the marriage. Erik was so full
         of rage at them that he refused the beseeching of his grandfather to visit his grandmother
         on her deathbed. An aunt stepped in and supplied the money for his education.
      

      
      The first time Erik visited the Akerblom home, Bergman’s grandmother developed a severe
         animosity toward Erik that was never to abate, continuing to aggravate the tensions
         that existed between Bergman’s parents as long as she lived.
      

      
      What we know of the marriage of Bergman’s parents is told us in The Best   Intentions, a novel Bergman wrote in his early seventies when he was beginning to devote his
         creative energies to recording the story of his early life in a more direct, though
         somewhat fictionalized, way. A few details drawn from this novel predict how complicated
         and stormy the marriage would be; how little these two people would ever understand
         each other; how little they would be able to meet each other’s needs. Bergman’s view
         of his father’s great dependency problems is revealed in a letter he imagines his
         father would have written his mother before their marriage. Erik’s outbursts of retaliatory
         rage are predicted in the words “Watch out for me!” We can see that Bergman’s father
         also suffered from separation anxiety.
      

      
         As soon as we are separated from each other, I am seized with a grinding anxiety that
            I will never see you again. . . . I would prefer to turn myself into your unborn child.
            I was carried in an anguished womb . . . was frozen already before my birth. . . .
            I am envious of our children who will sleep inside of you. . . . Sometimes I want
            to say: Watch out for me! At the same time I cry out: Don’t leave me, no, don’t ever
            leave me: only through you can I grow and mature.[2]    
         

      

      Erik was offered the position of chaplain in a small chapel next to a large church
         in the woods of Forsboda near where he had lived as a child. He wanted to be married
         in a broken-down greenhouse, but Karin insisted they would marry in the Uppsala Cathedral.
         After a vicious argument, she got her way. The wedding was March 15, 1913. Their son
         Dag was born in October in the Academic Hospital in Uppsala near Karin’s mother’s
         home, despite Erik’s furious objection. When Karin’s brother came to visit, she confided
         in him,
      

      
         I don’t understand how someone like [Erik] who’s so kind, can go around carrying so
            much hatred in him. . . . Sometimes I can’t make head or tail of anything. Sometimes
            a chasm opens up. I keep away so as not to fall into it. . . . And say nothing. A
            few hours later everything’s normal again and [Erik] is the kindest, happiest, sweetest.
            . . . Well, you’ll see.[3]    
         

      

      How much depression did such mercurial, unhappy parents inevitably pass on to their
         children, biologically as well as experientially? Bergman spoke about his biological
         inheritance to Richard Meryman in an article in Life magazine (1971) titled “I Live at the Edge of a Very Strange Country”: “The only
         thing I can tell you about my tensions is that much of the internal dialogue inside
         me is between the 50 percent of my mother and the 50 percent of my father I carry
         inside. Both were extreme and very strong personalities. They were married 52 years,
         but they never understood a word one of them said to the other. They were as water
         and fire.”[4]    
      

      
      Bergman’s autobiography The Magic Lantern was published in 1987. Since we are dealing with an artist who had been a storyteller
         all his life, it should come as no surprise that imagination has embellished the truth.
         Memory is an elastic thing. Children, in particular, will take the facts they know
         and fill in the blanks to make a coherent story. For example, Bergman’s sister Margareta,
         four years younger, says her brother exaggerated the degree of his punishment by their
         father. Perhaps Ingmar did exaggerate the number of times he was beaten. However,
         if even just once a child has been beaten and humiliated into begging for forgiveness
         in the name of God and forced to spend the rest of the day in unbearable silence,
         that trauma will leave permanent scars. Witnessing the cruel, repeated beatings of
         his older brother Dag had been equally traumatic for Bergman. So when Bergman tells
         us his story at the age of sixty-nine, he is not exaggerating or lying—as he was so
         often accused of as a child. He is telling us how the traumatic events of his childhood
         affected him and gave rise to the demons of terror, humiliation, and uncontrolled
         rage that tormented him most of his life.
      

      
      Bergman ends The Magic Lantern with a detailed account of his birth that he says he discovered in his mother’s diary
         after she died. Recently a historian has read the diaries of Bergman’s mother from
         cover to cover and found no such description, only the statement “Ernst Ingmar Bergman
         born on July 14, 1918.” So where did Bergman get the account of his almost dying shortly
         after his birth with which he ends the biography? The little raconteur, still very
         much alive at sixty-nine, no doubt created a story out of pieces of overheard conversation
         as well as his fantasies about what he might have done to make his mother so rejecting
         of him. And—in a positive vein—he might have wished to explain to himself how it came
         about that he had such a powerful, loving relationship with his maternal grandmother.
      

      
      However, before we begin Bergman’s dramatic account of his birth, we must mention
         an unexpected event that occurred in the Bergman world in 2011, four years after his
         death. Veronica Ralston, daughter of Bergman’s sister, met an artist colleague, Louise
         Tillberg, who claimed that Ingmar Bergman had died at birth and that her uncle had
         been surreptitiously introduced into the Erik and Karin Bergman family. Tests were
         done comparing Bergman’s DNA from licked postage stamps to those of his niece, establishing
         the fact that Karin Bergman could not be the biological mother of Ingmar.
      

      
      Supporting this extraordinary revelation is the fact that records still exist which
         indicate that regular payments were sent to Hedvig Sjöberg Tillberg from the Hedvig
         Eleonora parish in Stockholm where Bergman’s father had been pastor. However, within
         several months, the rumor was dispelled. The quality of the saliva on the stamps made
         it impossible to obtain an accurate reading of Bergman’s DNA. Furthermore, it was
         discovered that Sjöberg’s baby had been given up for adoption. Why the church was
         sending money is not known, though it is possible that Erik Bergman had been having
         a long-term affair with Hedvig and had fathered her three sons who are said to look
         very much like Bergman. Margareta asserts that their father’s sexual needs were seldom
         satisfied at home.[5]    
      

      
      Even if the rumor had been true, Karin Akerblom Bergman is the mother who raised Bergman.
         It was she whom he was “madly in love” with. It was her unhappiness that had caused her feelings for her children to turn cold after her momentary
         flashes of warmth. And it was she who stood silently by while observing her angry,
         frustrated husband beat and humiliate their sons.
      

       

      * * *

      
      My intent is not to try to separate out the truth from Bergman’s somewhat fictionalized
         autobiography for, as I indicated above, his embellished story is in some ways more
         accurate than the literal truth: his story is how he perceived what happened to him, what feelings had been aroused in him, and it was his way of creating meaning out of his childhood
         experiences. It is that truth that led to the agonies he struggled with most of his life. It is that truth that he used as the basis for the creation of his films.
      

      
      Bergman begins his autobiography The Magic Lantern with his version of his precarious beginnings, and he brings the book to an end with
         a quotation from his mother’s diary that he and his father read about the time of
         her death. Bergman:
      

      
         When I was born in 1918, my mother had Spanish influenza. . . . The old house doctor
            looked at me and said, “He’s dying of undernourishment.” My maternal grandmother took
            me with her to her summer-house in Dalarna, and on the [long] train journey . . .
            she fed me with sponge cake soaked with water. . . . I was practically dead but Grandmother
            managed to find a wet nurse. . . . I got better but was always vomiting and had constant
            stomachaches. I suffered from several indefinable illnesses and could never really
            decide whether I wanted to live at all.[6]    
         

      

      His mother’s diary:

      
         Have been too ill to write in recent weeks. Erik has had Spanish flu for the second
            time. Our son was born on Sunday morning on 14 July. He immediately contracted a high
            temperature and severe diarrhoea. He looked like a tiny skeleton with a big fiery
            red nose. He stubbornly refused to open his eyes. I had no milk after a few days because
            of my illness. Then he was baptized in an emergency here at the hospital. He is called
            Ernst Ingmar. Ma has taken him to Väroms where she found a wet nurse. Ma is bitter
            about Erik’s inability to solve our practical problems. Erik resents interference
            in our private life. I lie here helpless and miserable. Sometimes when I am alone,
            I cry. If the boy dies, Ma says she will look after Dag, and I am to take up my profession
            again. She wants Erik and me to separate as soon as possible “before in his mad hatred
            he thinks up some other insanity.” I don’t think I have the right to leave Erik. He
            is overwrought and his nerves have been bad all spring. Ma says he feigns it, but
            I don’t believe that. I pray to God with no confidence. One will have to manage.[7]    
         

      

      We don’t know when the child was returned to his mother’s care in Stockholm, but since
         he was being fed by a wet nurse, at least a year must have passed before his mother
         assumed responsibility for him. We can imagine what a confusing, devastating experience
         it was for the young child to move from the maternal bonding of three loving faces
         beaming down on him to the face of his mother who not only had been deprived of her
         natural, maternal attachment to the infant by her serious illness, but who was ambivalent
         toward him because she had planned to leave her husband if the baby died. Because
         he lived, she felt she was trapped in her difficult marriage.
      

      
      And it was not just her emotional withdrawal that led the boy to fear being abandoned.
         At times he could hear his parents quarreling: his mother’s harsh, attacking voice,
         his father’s painfully pleading and apologizing voice. Bergman’s sister has recorded
         that one or another of their parents was often absent, spending time in a nursing
         home. And when Bergman was seven, his mother was having an affair with a young ministerial
         student whom she dearly loved.
      

      
      From what we know of his mother’s character, Bergman was probably fortunate to have
         had three loving mothers in his early months. However, when he returned to his birth-mother’s
         care, he suffered with constant separation anxiety and feelings of abandonment—the
         sense that his very life was precarious—due to the loss of his mother-trio. He fought
         back, but left part of his developing conscience behind, making him coconspirator
         with his brother’s violent behavior.
      

      
      The adult Bergman, in his films, tackled the demons that continued to haunt him. In
         the films The Silence (1963) and Persona (1965–1966) he deals with the pain of abandonment. And later, after his mother’s death
         in 1966, in Hour of the Wolf (1966–1968) and The Passion of Anna (1968–1969), Bergman dares to share with us his terror of disintegration and the
         murderous impulses he fought so valiantly to keep under control.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Our relationships with our mothers and fathers and the other significant people in
         our lives continue for as long as we live, long after they are no longer present.
         From the moment of birth we begin to take into ourselves “pieces” of them. It is out
         of these interchanges and the incorporation of them that infants come into existence
         as human beings. And we continue to profit from these internalized objects—or to suffer
         from them—all our lives. However, it is not Mother, Father, or Grandmother we take
         in but countless mothers, fathers, and grandmothers. Each significant interchange
         is internalized in two parts; for example, both what we perceive our mother is feeling
         toward us by the tone of her voice and the expression on her face as well as the pain
         or pleasure we feel in response. Because young Bergman’s mind internalized such an
         enormous collection of hurtful and rejecting “mothers,” along with an equal quantity
         of frightened and murderously angry “selves,” his intimacies as an adult were fraught
         with desperate neediness, anxiety, and concealed rage.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In Bergman’s fifth marriage, he was finally able to make a secure relationship from
         which he did not have to escape. Then after their twenty-four years of marriage, Ingrid
         von Rosen died of cancer. Because of the psychological growth he had accomplished
         through writing his films, Bergman had the caring, loving, self-controlled Ingrid
         solidly inside him, keeping him company and offering him advice. Though she was literally
         gone, she was very much alive. Though Bergman grieved, he did not return to the terrible
         state of loneliness that had plagued him most of his life. He enjoyed his much deserved
         rest and solitude with music, island walks, his movie afternoons, and weekly phone
         conversations with his dear friend Erland Josephson. Relaxing on his sofa, he tossed
         around the ideas that were always sprouting in his mind. He no longer needed snowballs
         and colored threads to add to his store of scripts in order to remain sane. They were
         just fun to play with and to remind him of all he had accomplished in his driven productivity
         in order to maintain a precariously integrated self.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Knowing now how it is that early traumas have such a long internal life, let us return
         to the literal, external world in which young Bergman floundered. Dag, his older brother
         by four years, resented the baby boy who he felt had replaced him in his mother’s
         affection. Dag took delight in teasing his brother unmercifully and in acts such as
         bribing him to eat an earthworm, which he did. There were fights, attempts at drowning.
         As Ingmar grew stronger, he retaliated by trying to kill Dag. He stood on a chair
         behind a door and hit Dag over the head with a carafe filled with water. The injury
         was bloody. Dag struck back, knocking out Ingmar’s two front teeth. Ingmar set fire
         to his brother’s bed. When Bergman began to attend school, his aggression was out
         of control. Once he took revenge on a former classmate by taking his brother’s sheath-knife
         and chasing him around the playground. When a teacher threw herself between them,
         he tried to kill her. He was removed from school and severely beaten.
      

      
      When Bergman was four, a sister was born and he was put out of his mother’s bed. His
         temper tantrums knew no bounds. Dag showed him how to kill the baby by strangling
         her in the bassinet. Instead, Ingmar pressed on the baby’s chest, the baby screamed,
         and Ingmar lost his footing and fell to the floor. His pleasure at this deed quickly
         turned to terror.
      

      
      Why was there this defect in the children’s conscience? Why was there no voice inside
         them that said No! You can dream of killing but you   musn’t actually do it? Virginia Woolf, when she was four, was pummeling her younger brother. Suddenly it
         occurred to her, “I’m hurting someone I love!” She pulled her hands back.
      

      
      Why was it that Bergman did not have that No! voice inside him? Though Bergman declared
         all his life, “I was madly in love with my mother,” it is possible that his clinging
         as a child was not so much true love—which would have enabled him to pull his hands
         back out of love for his mother—but his desperate hunger for satisfaction of the fundamental
         need, which he had lost too soon, to be lovingly caressed and acknowledged as valuable.
         After Bergman walked out of his parents’ house in his early twenties because his father
         was continuing to attempt to control his life, many years passed before he could bear
         to reconcile with them, despite their many attempts to see him.
      

      
      We will look back on these speculations when we later explore, along with Bergman,
         his puzzlement and embarrassment that he could love someone so much and yet not live
         with her. When he fell in love, did he regress to those infantile feelings of desperate
         longing and jealousy as well as retaliation? When his love turned from warm to cold,
         did he withdraw from relationships out of his desperate attempt to contain his mounting
         aggression as much as possible? Even though passionate love had disappeared, Bergman
         remained friends with his four wives and three intimate women companions and continued
         for years to make use of their skills in his films.
      

       

      * * *

      
      It is no wonder that Bergman’s parents were so concerned by their children’s behavior
         that they consulted a pediatrician, but Erik’s punishments were so cruel and humiliating
         because of the suppressed rage he carried from his poverty-stricken background, and his whippings only fueled the Bergman
         boys’ aggression rather than assisting them in regulating and containing their impulsive
         actions. An enormous tension existed between the parents. They went about their church
         work in stoic silence. Even the punishments of the children were administered without
         emotion. In The Magic Lantern Bergman describes the beatings Dag and he received in the attempts of their pastor-father
         to cure them.
      

      
         Even for minor infractions, the carpet beater was brought out and you yourself had
            to state how many strokes you considered you deserved. . . . I can’t maintain that
            it hurt all that much. The ritual and the humiliation were what were so painful. Mother
            used to sit by Dag’s bed, bathing his back where the carpet beater had loosed the
            skin and streaked his back with bloody wheals. As I hated my brother and was frightened
            of his sudden flaring rages, I found great satisfaction in seeing him punished so
            severely. After the strokes had been administered, you had to kiss Father’s hand,
            at which forgiveness was declared and the burden of sin fell away, deliverance and
            grace ensued.[8]    
         

      

      There was no supper for the culprit and no one spoke to him. Bergman could never understand
         why his mother stood by silently and did not interrupt the beatings. At other times
         Ingmar was locked in a dark cupboard where he was told there was a little creature
         that ate the toes of naughty children. He was terrified, but he soon found a way to
         outwit the demon-person who had ordered the imprisonment. He hid a flashlight in the
         cupboard so he could see in the dark and hide from the dangerous creature. Bergman
         watched his parents closely and lied to avoid punishment. This made him feel like
         “a shit and a scoundrel,” but it was his way of protecting himself. He tried in many
         ways to be recognized by his parents for who he truly was.
      

      
      When left to their own devices, the brothers enjoyed playing together with their many
         toys. And there were good times with their father as well. Bergman delighted in traveling
         with his father on his bicycle to visit various parishes, learning the names of the
         flowers, the trees and birds, and swimming with his father. But in Bergman’s autobiographical
         novel Sunday’s Children, when the boy accompanies his father on a trip out of his sensitivity to his father’s
         loneliness, his father unexpectedly attacks him, and the boy thinks, “I’ll kill him
         when I get home, and I’ll think out a painful death, he’ll beg for mercy.”[9]     The boy’s Oedipal wishes for his father’s death are disguised by his justified
         outrage at his father’s cruelty.
      

      
      In Sunday’s Children the little boy overhears his parents arguing. His mother is talking of leaving. “This
         is what he had feared most of all, the end with no mercy, punishment with no forgiveness,
         hurled into the darkness, he will land in a hole among sharp stones, and no one will
         look after him, no one will lift him out of the darkness.”[10]     “His intestines are roiling around and in turmoil, a hard lump of shit pressing
         against his asshole, wanting out.” He uses a pail to relieve himself. He is pale and
         sweaty. Here we have the threat to Bergman’s very existence, one which devastated
         his normal gastrointestinal functioning: his fear that his parents would leave each
         other, taking with them the very foundation upon which his life was built.
      

      
      Once Bergman began to “own” himself in his adolescence and became a miniature director
         of his own puppet theater, he worked all the time, just as he worked all his life
         with extraordinary determination, discipline, and regularity. When he was twelve,
         he and his sister and two friends made two film scripts, calling themselves The Four’s
         Film Bureau.

      
      However, the damage done by his parents’ severe attempts to bring their unruly sons
         under control was great. In Dag’s last years, when he was severely crippled with an
         inherited muscular degeneration, he came with his wife to visit Bergman. “He spoke
         of his hatred of Father and his strong ties to Mother. To him, they were still parents,
         mysterious creatures, capricious, incomprehensible and larger than life. . . . Our
         mutual antipathy had gone, but had left space for emptiness; there was no contact,
         no affinity. My brother wanted to die.”[11]    
      

      
      Ingmar had been more fortunate in life; he had been able to make use of his creative
         genius to survive in this emotionally tumultuous deprivation, and as an adult, he
         had grown his films out of the soil of his suffering. From a distance of over fifty
         years he could say, “Nowadays, I understand my parents’ desperation. A pastor’s family
         lives as if on a tray, unprotected from other eyes. The parsonage must always be open
         to criticism and comments from the congregation. . . . Their working day was open-ended,
         their marriage difficult, their self-discipline iron-hard.”[12]    
      

      
      When Bergman was eighty-five, a conversation with Marie Nyreröd was filmed. Bergman
         takes off a wedding ring that was his father’s. “Karin” is engraved inside. As he
         turns and examines the ring thoughtfully with his gnarled hands, we are shown a series
         of photographs. In the first, his mother holds him as a baby, and there is little
         expression on his face. In the second, Ingmar is in his grandmother’s arms at three
         or four months; she is smiling as she looks down at him, while he is serious but not
         depressed. In another, he and his brother are with their father. Their father holds
         the bicycle, with shy little Ingmar cuddled up to him, sitting on the seat. Dag on
         the handlebars is serious. Then we see Ingmar’s parents seated at a table. His father
         is engrossed in reading; his mother is looking at the camera, depression in her eyes.
         The gap between them is palpable, while Ingmar at three or four looks very serious
         and unhappy. In another picture, taken several years later, Ingmar’s sister Margareta
         is in the middle with her arms around her brothers’ necks, and none of them look happy:
         Dag is resolute, Ingmar is on guard, and their sister is smiling an ambiguous, guarded
         smile. And in the last photo, Ingmar and Dag are together at perhaps five and nine.
         Ingmar looks pale and washed out, as if he has been beaten down.
      

      
      They say a picture is worth a thousand words. These could be isolated bad moments
         captured by the camera. But they tend to confirm Bergman’s stories about his early
         life. It is noteworthy that his one smile occurs when he is in his father’s arms.
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      Chapter 3

      Coping

      
         
         
      

      
      
         From an early age, Bergman re-created in himself a kind of alternative mother—giving
            himself, in his fantasy-obsessed play, his own form of undivided attention. Bergman’s
            puppets, toy theatres, and magic lantern shows were worlds that he totally controlled
            and that were all-embracing reflections of him.—John Lahr, “The Demon-Lover,” The New Yorker

      

      The fundamental grounding of Ingmar Bergman as an infant, which had been laid down
         for him by a triumvirate of mothers, had given him the strength to fight back at the
         tense, sometimes cruel world which existed in the home of his parents where his mother
         shared only moments of love alternating with a blank face as she disappeared into
         her worries, or even an aggressive face as he clung to her in his great need to be
         touched and acknowledged. His reaction to being pushed away was to throw violent temper
         tantrums. His parents’ reaction was to punish him, humiliate him, isolate him. But
         he had received enough emotional food to continue not only to exist and eventually
         find purpose in life, but to take joy in his creations. As John Lahr so aptly says
         in this chapter’s epigraph from the New Yorker, “Bergman’s puppets, toy theatres, and magic lantern shows . . . were all-embracing
         reflections of him.”[1]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      His preoccupation with faces continued all his life. His hands guided every movement
         of his actresses. His camera caressed their faces. And at sixty-eight, he returned
         to the original face in Karin’s Face (1986), a short film of photographs of his mother taken throughout the course of her
         life.
      

      
      The problems of his childhood left deep, weeping wounds—anxious and terrifying demons
         that churned up his sensitive gut. Yet these demons gave him fuel for his creations.
         And by means of his films he eventually assumed power over those demons. That he was
         a genius, there is no question. He was born with an observant eye and a love of light.
         But genius is not enough. It has to be fed by love. The occasional periods of love
         coming from both his mother and father, and the consistent love of his grandmother,
         supplied sufficient nourishment so that his eye did not die, nor did his imagination
         and ingenuity. As he writes in his autobiography, his childhood was sometimes a time
         of “delight and curiosity” exploding with “wonders, unexpected sights and magical
         moments.”[2]    
      

      
      Let us start at the beginning of Bergman’s conscious memories and observe how alert
         he was to light and movement, a gift that would gradually burst forth and become the
         incredible illumination for all his films. He told New York Times reporter Mervyn Rothstein that “his earliest memories . . . were of light and death.”
         In his two autobiographies published when he was sixty-nine and seventy-two, Bergman
         gives different versions of his first memory.
      

      
         My first distinct memory of images . . . was when I was sitting on my mother’s knee.
            . . . I can’t have been more than two years old. I was being fed and we were sitting
            opposite the window. The window was mirrored . . . shining on the border of the plate.
            . . . I sat there and made a motion and then the reflection moved. It is a memory
            I have so near me, just as if it was yesterday.[3]    
         

      

      
         I am sitting on someone’s knee being fed with gruel. The plate is on grey oilcloth
            with a red border . . . with blue flowers on it, and reflecting the sparse light from
            the window. By bending my head sideways and forwards, I try out various viewpoints.
            As I move my head, the reflections in the gruel plate change and form new patterns.
            Suddenly, I vomit over everything.[4]    
         

      

      Why did Bergman cherish the first memory all his life with such affection? If our
         loving mother is nearby—available if we call—we forget about our need for her; we
         even forget about her very existence for the moment and marvel at our first encounter
         with the world outside ourselves. The sun streams in the window, falling on our tiny
         hand. We see our fingers moving in the light. We take joy in the light, in the awareness
         that we have control of the light. This may well be the first moment of transcendence
         in our lives. Although it is rare to remember an event that occurred at the age of
         two, that first pleasurable encounter with the world outside ourselves is a joyful
         part of who we will become.
      

      
      In Bergman’s first memory, he is sitting on his mother’s knee. In the second memory
         he is sitting on “someone’s knee,” and the oilcloth is gray, the light sparse. Even
         though his eye still sees the light, which he has control of as he moves his head,
         this second experience is not transcendent. Mother is not nearby, and he is anxious.
         He reacts by vomiting. (This may in fact be his mother’s knee, but not the loving
         mother’s knee.) If we add this memory of his vomiting at the absence of his loving
         mother to our knowledge that within the first days of his birth his gut was in agony
         from lack of nourishment, it is not a surprise that his gastrointestinal tract would
         become the seat of his psychosomatic illness—the site where his body would cry out
         that something was radically wrong. We can actually witness the development of the
         terrors that were to haunt him and his films in this quotation from a lecture he gave
         at the University of Lund in 1954.
      

      
         The nursery had an ordinary black blind which when drawn, made everything alive and
            frightening: the toys . . . became unfriendly. . . . It was a different world without
            mother—a noiseless, isolated, lonely world. . . . The blind did not exactly move and
            no shadows showed on it. Even so, there were figures there. Not any special kind of
            little men, or animals, or heads, or faces, but something for which no words existed.
            In the glimmering darkness, they crept out of the curtains. . . . They were relentless
            and powerful, and they disappeared only if it became really dark or very light, or
            when sleep came.[5]    
         

      

      When Bergman was young, he frequently spent time at his grandmother’s apartment near
         Stockholm, and with his mother and siblings he spent his summers at her home in Dalarna.
         When he was with his grandmother, he did not have to be constantly alert for an attack
         by his brother or father, or vulnerable to his mother’s withdrawal. He could dream.
         Grandmother and he held hands as they shared stories. With their reliable rituals
         of talking, reading, drawing together, and going to the movies and the theater, she
         helped to keep his personality integrated by confirming that he was a valuable person.
         “To her I was not a child. I was a human being.” Here it was safe to take his creative
         flights of fancy which delighted him, and they seemed more real than reality. This
         we can see for ourselves in the film Fanny and Alexander (1979–1982). “I used to sit under the dining-room table . . . ‘listening’ to the sunshine.
         . . . The cathedral bells went ding-dong, and the sunlight moved about and ‘sounded’
         in a special way. . . . On the wall hung a large picture of Venice. As the sunlight
         moved across the picture the water in the canal began to flow, the pigeons flew up
         from the square, people talked and gesticulated.”[6]     This love of light and magic permeated all his films.
      

      
      However, grandmother had another voice that he did not recognize. No doubt he heard
         her speaking to his mother, adamant in her hatred of his father. But perhaps she at
         times used this voice to him too. His sister has said that at times it was their grandmother
         who put him in the terrifying dark closet. In creating Face to Face (1976), Bergman, at the age of fifty-eight, is forcing us to share with him the pain
         of facing the degree of ambivalence that had been present even in his relationship
         with his grandmother. Perhaps living through this very painful film made it possible
         for Bergman, a few years later, to write of his happy times with her in Fanny and Alexander. In chapter 15 we will observe the remarkable feat of self-analysis Bergman accomplished.
         An episode of depression gave way when, in writing Face to Face, he made the discovery that his perfect grandmother actually had two voices.
      

      
      As a child, Bergman was in need of all his ingenuity in his attempts to recapture
         the contentment of those rare moments of warmth in his mother’s touch, which he had
         experienced at times before his sister was born. His dog-like devotion, however, irritated
         his mother. She told him she didn’t like his caresses, that he was behaving like a
         girl. The pediatrician encouraged her to push him away: she must remember he was not
         a girl, that he was a boy and must be raised to be a young man. Yet when he continued
         to wet the bed at night, she humiliated him by dressing him in a red skirt that he
         had to wear all day. Her fundamental ambivalence toward him had obviously clouded
         her good judgment.
      

      
      In The Magic Lantern, Bergman describes the devious ways he employed to get her attention. “When I was
         five, I started to train myself to read my mother, her way of thinking and reacting.”
         Remembering how she cared for him when he was sick, he would pretend to be sick. When
         he was forced to go to school at six, he screamed with anxiety. Fainting or vomiting,
         he was sent home. If his mother thought he was feigning illness, he was punished.
         He became so adept at lying that he could hardly differentiate between what was a
         lie and what was true. “I created an external person who had very little to do with
         the real me. . . . The changes had consequences for my life and creativity far into
         adulthood.”[7]    
      

      
      Bergman told John Simon when he was in his fifties that he had been born hysterical,
         afraid of everything. At a production of Red Riding Hood, he sobbed so loudly at the girl’s fate that he had to be removed from the theater.
      

      
      Who were these demons that made this child so hypersensitive and terrified? There
         was the demon-mother who looked at him with resentment; the demon-father who in his
         insecurity and rage struck out at him, humiliated him, obliterated him with a day
         of silence; the demon-Dag; the demon-God who threatened an eternity in Hell; the demon-grandmother
         who at times talked in a different voice; and the demon who lived inside his own mind
         and GI tract who wanted to destroy all the family demons that he couldn’t live without.
         And once he reached puberty, he had to deal with the demon-penis that would go totally
         out of control, leading him for fifty years into regressive, demanding relationships
         with women.
      

      
      As Bergman and his brother grew older, they found ways to fight back in an attempt
         to preserve their fragile autonomy. They stole raisins from the cupboard or small
         change from their father’s pocket. “We blasphemed against God by exchanging His name
         with Satan’s in the Blessing: Satan bless us and keep us. Satan turn his face upon
         us and give us a fuck.”[8]     Many years were to pass before Bergman would discover a concept of God that would
         give comfort and not require such irreverent repudiation.
      

      
      After his father’s death when Bergman was fifty-three, he still had mixed feelings
         about his upbringing. He stated in an interview on Swedish TV, “My parents did their
         best to destroy the lives of their children.” And yet “I am certain that mother had
         a great talent for tenderness. But [her] severe upbringing and a life-long impossible
         marriage hindered that talent.”[9]     Bergman learned late in life that his mother too had been an unwanted child.
         John Lahr notes that the excruciating frustration of not being able to reach a parent
         became a powerful mood in many of his films, including The Silence, Fanny and Alexander, and Persona. In the films are chilling traces of his mother’s iciness, which had burned and numbed
         him. All his life he had to figure out how to get his mother warm.
      

       

      * * *

      
      At what point in his childhood did Bergman’s creative ingenuity begin to save him,
         making it possible for him to temporarily dissociate from the painful part of his
         life and fly above the earth in the joy of his art? The “eye” that had been so active
         at the age of two had been nourished by films, plays, and books. Perhaps the big leap
         forward in this double life came with his bribing his brother to obtain the magic
         lantern that Dag had been given for Christmas. It was a simple affair; the source
         of light was a kerosene lamp that showed slides and a short length of film. He retired
         to the wardrobe in the nursery with his machine and loaded it. “Then I turned the handle! It is impossible to describe this. I can’t find words to express my excitement.
         . . . I turned the handle and the girl woke up, sat up, slowly got up. Stretched her
         arms out, swung round and disappeared to the right. If I went on turning, she would
         again lie there, then make exactly the same movements all over again. She was moving.”[10]    
      

      
      Note that the subject of the film is a young woman whom he could make leave and bring
         back again. In this private world of his own, his “mother” was under his control.
         Among the slides was Red Riding Hood. The wolf was the devil, without horns but with a tail and a gaping red mouth—a picture
         of wickedness and temptation. Were these demons not only the hurtful parents but he
         himself with his malevolent, retaliatory wishes? When he started directing as an adult,
         he became the demon-director. All Bergman’s life he drew a little drawing of the devil
         as his signature, taking secret delight in this persona of himself.
      

      
      As a child, Bergman made friends with the man who operated the projector at the movie
         theater. “We struck up a friendship and [I would] watch the film from the projection
         room and save my money.” He saw his first play in the Dramatic Repertory Theatre when
         he was ten. One day Bergman took John Lahr to seat 675 where he had sat as a child.
         “Oh my God, I love this house,” he explained and immediately flashed back to his first
         visit.
      

      
         I was alone. It was a matinee. A Sunday in March. My God, I’ll never forget it. I
            was so excited I got a fever. So I had the enormous advantage of being ill on Monday,
            when there was some sort of math test at school. My mother had been a hospital nurse.
            You could never bluff her. I had a real fever, so I could stay at home. I was in bed
            the whole day. Not talking to anybody, lying under the covers. Thinking of what I’d
            seen the day before.[11]    
         

      

      With the assistance of his sister and several friends, he created a complicated puppet
         playhouse complete with music. His sister sewed the costumes and he painted the sets.
         They turned a table upside down for the stage, and his mother supplied a curtain.
         When Bergman began to read Strindberg at twelve, they played dramas by him. A Dream Play must have shaken him up because the play had been written during Strindberg’s mental
         breakdown that had occurred after the collapse of his third marriage. In his paranoid
         state, Strindberg believed that witches were attempting to murder him. Strindberg’s
         witches were similar to Bergman’s demons. In Strindberg he had a companion. He loved
         to lie on his bed and read his precious volumes. James Slowiak quoted Bergman in the
         New York Times: “I understood the tone. I understood the aggression. I understood the rage. . .
         . I love[d] him as music. His way of treating the Swedish language is unequaled.”
      

      
      Notes

      
      
         
            1. John Lahr, “The Demon-Lover,” New Yorker, www.newyorker.com/magazine/1999/05/31/the-demon-lover.
               

            

         

         
            2. Geoffrey Macnab, Ingmar Bergman: The Life and Films of the Last Great European Director (London: I. B. Tauris, 2009), 29.
               

            

         

         
            3. P. Duncan and B. Wanselius, eds., The Ingmar Bergman Archives (Köln: Taschen, 2008), 92.
               

            

         

         
            4. Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography, trans. Joan Tate (New York: Penguin Books, 1989), 2.
               

            

         

         
            5. Frank Gado, The Passion of Ingmar Bergman (Durham, NC: Duke University Press. 1986), 8.
               

            

         

         
            6. Fanny and Alexander (Sandrews, 1982; U.S. release, Embassy Pictures, 1983).
               

            

         

         
            7. Duncan and Wanselius, The Ingmar Bergman Archives, 84.
               

            

         

         
            8. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 56.
               

            

         

         
            9. Gado, The Passion of Ingmar Bergman, 10, 13.
               

            

         

         
            10. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 16.
               

            

         

         
            11. Lahr, “The Demon-Lover.”

            

         

      

   
      Chapter 4

      Adolescence

      
         
         
      

      
      
         As I didn’t know how to keep my creation and my person apart, the damage had consequences
            for my life and creativity far into adulthood.—Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography

      

      Young Bergman, at age eleven or twelve, woke up to the world of sex in a dramatic
         way. Dag and he had examined women’s anatomies by peeking through the back of the
         privy, and he and his sister had done some exploring of their body differences, but
         an experience with Aunt Alla, a friend of the family with whom he was temporarily
         staying, was quite a different affair. When she was bathing him, she put his hand
         between her thighs and held his penis with her other hand, and “it reacted astonishingly
         and vigorously.” But when he was older, his penis “was transformed into a constantly
         repeated performance by a demon who hated me and wished me torment and distress. .
         . . [My nice little willie] . . . had suddenly been transformed into a throbbing demon.
         . . . I thought that I and everything around me was being soiled by this unfamiliar
         mess welling out of my body.”[1]     His brother referred him to the family medical book, which indicated that masturbation
         should be avoided at all costs for it might lead to softening of the brain and early
         death. Bergman desperately turned to Jesus . . . who punished him with a gigantic,
         infected pimple in the middle of his forehead.
      

      
      When Bergman was quite young he had begun to transfer his intense, unrequited love
         for his mother to girls. Linnéa was a young maid at Dalarna. “I . . . adored her cheerful
         smile. I obeyed her slightest whim and picked chains of wild strawberries to please
         her. She taught me to swim.”[2]     When she became pregnant, his father felt he had to let her go because of her
         condition. Though Bergman’s mother and grandmother wanted to help her, Linnéa threw
         herself off a bridge. At age eight Bergman was “engaged” to a girl at school. Then
         one summer at his grandmother’s—before “the Terrible Sin of Youth” had visited him—Bergman
         had a happy love affair. When he and Märta met, it was love at first sight.
      

      
         We never touched each other, but we sat, lay or stood close together . . . swimming
            in all weathers, but shyly, ignoring each other’s nakedness. . . . Märta was a true
            believer. . . . I hated God and Jesus, especially Jesus with his revolting tone of
            voice, his slushy communion and his blood. God didn’t exist. . . . I talked to Märta
            about the Nature of Love, explaining that I didn’t believe in eternal love, human
            love was egotism. . . . I maintained the love between man and woman was mostly lechery.
            I told her about a beautiful but fat lady who made love to my father in the vestry
            after communion service every Thursday evening. . . . [In saying goodbye] we could
            not speak, nor did we dare look at each other, the pain was too great. . . . Then
            she turned quickly away and ran towards the house. I walked along the embankment .
            . . thinking that if a train came along it might as well run straight over me.[3]    
         

      

      As the dark turmoil of puberty lowered itself around him, Bergman increasingly isolated
         himself from others. He felt he was hideous. He was tall, stooped, and very thin,
         with a serious case of acne. He bit his nails, and at times he stammered in his self-consciousness.
         His uncontrollable urge to masturbate made him feel sinful. He attended confirmation
         a year early to no avail. He thought he was going mad. A classmate took pity on him.
         He and Anna Lindberg did their homework together. His mother was not concerned about sexual improprieties because Anna was large and unattractive.
         Her mother didn’t mind as long as Anna didn’t get pregnant. Anna was intelligent and
         kind. They practiced sex on a shabby, sagging couch in her home. With Anna, he was
         able to act out his rage at his withholding mother, as he was to continue to do for
         many years in his future relationships. He and Anna sometimes fought, Anna ending
         up with a split lip or a black eye. Bergman was quick to say that he had been incapable
         of loving her because “there was no love where I lived and breathed.”[4]    
      

      
      Despite his view of himself as a loner—standing outside looking in—he always managed
         to find a young woman friend. At sixteen, he was “engaged to” Cecilia. She broke off
         the relationship, saying that he’d never get anywhere, a judgment shared by his parents,
         by himself, and by all those around him. Spending the summer on an island with his
         family where he was stuck with extra studies and reading Nietzsche, he found company
         in his loneliness with a lonely young woman. As he said in Images, “Our love died when autumn came, but it served as a basis for a short story that
         I wrote the summer after my exams.”[5]     The story eventually became the film Summer Interlude (1951). Although the film is heavy with a sense of foreboding and gloom about the
         transience of relationships, it was popular with the public. Robin Wood described
         Summer Interlude as the “earliest [film] in which one feels . . . the presence of not just a precocious
         artist but a great artist.”[6]     Bergman was later to say, “I made The Seventh Seal with my brain. Summer Interlude with my heart. A part of my youth will forever be attached to that story.”[7]    
      

      
      The pattern of his life was set. There must always be a woman at his side, in his
         bed, whom he passionately loved. But the love would always wither away, as had happened
         with his mother’s love. There were jealousies, temper tantrums, and, inevitably, a
         betrayal as he abandoned his partner and his children. We will follow his agonizing
         struggles with the neurotic self that kept destroying his intimate relationships.
         We will watch him slowly work his way through these problems in many of his films
         until he finally frees himself from this legacy of his conflictual relationship with
         his mother.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Young Bergman’s many romances, real and imagined—sometimes he could hardly tell the
         difference—served not only his sexual needs but as a way of flying above the pain
         he was experiencing at school as well as at home. At school he was difficult to get
         along with, and when he was out of control, his ears were boxed. Despite his obvious
         intelligence, his marks were bad. He had trouble arriving at school on time and obeying
         the many rules, or he would be hours late getting home, for which he was punished.
         “What was most difficult was that . . . school was totally authoritarian, and home
         was totally authoritarian . . . and there was a mood of conspiring between school
         and home . . . the home sided with the school. . . . The whole time you had a bad
         conscience. . . . It was an upbringing based in violence.”[8]     When he was bored and confused, he drew a naked woman in his exercise book. She
         had colossal breasts and exaggerated genitals.
      

      
      His private world of fantasy occasionally got him into trouble. Because he was shy
         and uncomfortable with boys, he began to entertain them. He told them once that his
         parents had sold him to the circus where he was friends with Esmeralda, who rode a
         black stallion. But privately he loathed himself. His only refuges were when he went
         to the cinema or sat in the upper circle of the Royal Dramatic Theater, or when he
         escaped into his world of imagination and dreams.
      

       

      * * *

      
      His first direct involvement with a film was when Torment (1943–1944)—his novel of rebellion—was accepted by the Swedish Film Industry. In this recounting
         of the story of the suffering of a young student at the hands of his teacher, Bergman
         had the opportunity to expose his sadistic teachers.
      

      
      In his adolescence there were also positive shared experiences, treasured times, for
         example, when his mother would read aloud as they lay on a rug before the fire. And
         in their home was music. His father played the piano, and friends came with violins,
         a cello. When Bergman went to the opera, he followed with the score in his hands.
         And in the summer he and his few friends carried the gramophone down to the pier.
         “We lay looking down into the water, shadowed by the evening darkness, and sucked
         pensively on our cigarettes. . . . Suddenly the ballad ‘Pirate Jenny’ was playing.
         Lotte Lenya’s voice filled the air. Our hair stood on end and we had tears in our
         eyes. Overpowering scents from a world more foreign than the moon . . . muddied our
         senses.” Jenny—who spends her life scrubbing floors—fantasizes that she has joined
         the pirates. As her enemies come before her for judgment, she cries out, “Hoppla”
         (Off with their heads). Bergman goes on, “I must admit, as years have passed, that
         I have gained a much greater understanding of her actions and opinions.”[9]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      We must return to Bergman’s early struggles with religion. He used to say that he
         gave up believing in God at age eight. That was no doubt said with some bravado when
         he was wide awake and most in control of his intelligence. But there was no way that
         the demons absorbed from his father’s sermons and burned into him by his father’s
         beatings could be outwitted. The fear of God’s punishment and the terror of death
         were only gradually dispelled when Bergman eventually tackled them head-on. In The Seventh Seal (1956–1957), the knight plays chess with Death. In Through a Glass Darkly (1960–1961), Bergman questions God’s existence. And in Winter Light (1961–1962), he is very much influenced by his father’s own struggles with God’s
         existence. In the process of creating this film, he arrives at an acceptance of the
         belief that God lies in the importance of human communication. In creating these religious
         films, Bergman is not only using what is on his mind as subject matter for his films,
         he is gradually reducing the power of the religious source of the demons that tormented
         him.
      

      
      At sixty-three, Bergman came to Dallas, Texas, to talk to film students at Southern
         Methodist University.
      

      
         In the time when I was at home . . . I was extremely religious. Religious . . . in
            a very primitive and magical way, as children often are. . . . I had to go to church every Sunday and I didn’t like it because I wanted to go to the movie
            theater and the only chance to go to the movie theater was first to go to church,
            and then to have tea with a lot of aunts and relatives. It was very boring—it was
            a tough discipline. . . . I believed in God in a very strange way. The education in my generation
            was built on a terrible basis: a bad conscience. You should have a bad conscience
            always because you were a human being. . . . You say in church every Sunday, “I am
            a man full of sin.” The whole point of education was to give you a bad conscience
            for your sins, for what you hadn’t done, for what you had done. As a little child,
            of course, I wanted to please my parents and I wanted, after all, also, to please
            God. We hadn’t too much to do with Christ, I think. He was a little bit far away,
            and at Easter it was terrible. We knew he suffered terribly and we had to wear black
            clothes and we had to eat very strange sorts of food and we were not allowed to play.
            So we didn’t like Christ very much. Of course, he was very cute and very nice when
            he was lying there as a newborn child, and we got presents and so on. But you know,
            God—I could see him in the church every Sunday. Not the whole of him—that would have
            been much better. But I only saw a great big eye. It’s a symbol, the enormous eye.
            I think I had this eye inside me, and he looked at me the whole time. I knew that
            everything I did, I did in front of his eye. And that made me feel lousy. So I had
            bad conscience in front of my parents and in front of God and in front of the school,
            and it was—I think it was a little bit difficult.[10]    
         

      

      What does Bergman mean by “primitive and magical”? To him, God and father were often
         the same person. They both had the power to punish and very little inclination to
         reward. The most horrible of terrors, when no one spoke to him, he called “God’s silence.”
      

      
      When Bergman was six, his father was appointed by the queen to be court chaplain at
         the royal hospital Sophiahemmet, which was situated in a large park in Stockholm.
         Despite the freedom Bergman had to roam around the vicarage, he was filled with an
         aching loneliness and a sense of dread. In the hospital basement he watched as bins
         of arms, legs, and organs gathered from the surgeries were dumped onto the glowing
         coals of the incinerator. On the grounds was a building where the corpses were stored
         until they were taken away for burial. He spent time in that room making friends with
         the caretaker, who once locked him in with the dead bodies. Those dead bodies appear
         in several of his films as Bergman works his way through to the acceptance of death
         as a natural part of life.
      

      
      When Bergman was sixteen, his father was appointed chaplain to Hedvig Eleonora Church,
         where he preached from a high-canopied gilt pulpit. Bergman did not dare go to sleep
         during his father’s sermons. Feeling the magic in the air, he began to make his own
         observations. His father was an actor, tall and impressive, and his performances were
         always sold out. This was much in contrast to the nervous, irritable, depressed man
         at home who agonized over his public appearances. As his father spoke of good and
         evil and the promise of eternal life, his son thought of death. Under the floor of
         the church were the skeletons in the graves. However, John Lahr postulates that it
         was not just the actual dead but the emotionally dead parts of his parents that Bergman
         was obsessed with. Lahr goes on, “Ingmar Bergman was interested not in saving souls
         but in baring them. Pastor Bergman invoked the Holy Spirit; his son made a spectacle
         of spirit and of his own version of the mysterious. . . . In his films and stage productions,
         Bergman always leaves room for the unknown, the intuitive, the invisible; he may have
         lost his faith in God but not his sense of the miraculous.”[11]    
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      Chapter 5

      Escape from Prison

      
         
         
      

      
      
         I am the son of a minister. . . . In the home of my parents . . . I felt very aggressive,
            I felt imprisoned.—Ingmar Bergman, Talking with Ingmar Bergman

      

      
         And suddenly the terror went away. I felt well. I felt at home . . . Something opened
            up and out came strange things.—Ingmar Bergman, interview with Olivier Assayas and
            Stig Björkman
         

      

      As Bergman walked out the door of his prison to become “director” of his own life,
         he was still burdened by the unquenchable hunger, which he experienced in his hypersensitive
         gastrointestinal tract, for the loving touch of his multiple mothers, as well as by
         his terror that his murderous rage toward his mother might go violently out of control.
         Fortunately he was armed with his ability to escape by flying above the pain with
         his imagination, by the push of his creative imperative, and by his extraordinary
         gift to turn his anguish into the music of movement and light.
      

      
      However, before he could begin to enjoy his freedom, there was an unexpected delay.
         He had passed his exams, and at age nineteen he had entered Stockholm University,
         majoring in literature and art history, only to be drafted into compulsory military
         service. After five months he was discharged with the diagnosis of a stomach ulcer,
         and he was so ill that he was hospitalized. Exempted from service, he was told that
         his stomach was in need of more delicate sustenance than the army could offer.[1]    
      

      
      We have no knowledge of what Bergman’s experience in the service was like or why he
         developed an ulcer. No doubt there were several factors at play. As relieved—even
         happy—as he was to be freed from the prison of his parental home and eager to get
         on with the life he envisioned for himself, it is possible he was not prepared for
         independence. His perpetual separation anxiety may well have increased the tension
         in his body, for he had not yet been able to build a “home”—a complete self—away from
         his parents. In addition, in being conscripted he was again imprisoned. The government
         was forcing him to do something about which he had no choice, and it was delaying
         as well his moving forward to becoming the theater and film director he was determined
         to be.
      

      
      The development of an ulcer at a time when his chosen way of life was blocked foretells
         the serious illness he developed at thirty-seven when he was forced to make a comedy
         in order to survive professionally. Smiles of a Summer Night did accomplish that, but forcing himself against the grain to create the film almost
         killed Bergman.
      

      
      While in the service, he couldn’t have temper tantrums. He couldn’t make use of his
         childhood coping devices: the magic lantern, the puppet theater, reading Strindberg,
         dreaming of Esmeralda, or finding a willing girlfriend. He was not physically inclined
         toward building up his muscles. Learning the skills to take the life of another person
         not only was abhorrent to him intellectually but must have stirred deep personal anxieties.
         It is no wonder that while he was recuperating at his grandmother’s summer home from
         his collapse, he called his first short story “Frenzy or Torment.” “I want to describe
         the universal activity of evil, made up of the tiniest and most secret methods of
         propagating itself, the something independently alive, like a germ or whatever, in
         a vast chain of cause and effect.”[2]    
      

      
      It was healing for him to be at Dalarna. Even though his grandmother was gone, his
         mother and Lalla—the elderly retainer who had helped to mother him as an infant—were
         in the house. With time on his hands and the privacy of a room in the attic, his creative
         genius came to his rescue. He surprised himself by starting to write, turning out
         twelve plays and an opera in four months. Bergman describes this extraordinary epiphany—the
         literal birth of his artistic skill that had been nineteen years in its gestation—in
         a DVD interview with Olivier Assayas and Stig Björkman in 1990: “It was very sudden
         and unconscious. . . . It was a feeling I hadn’t experienced before. I liked it every
         much. . . . My life was very unhappy. And suddenly the tension went away. I felt well.
         I felt at home and perhaps I felt again like a little child. Something opened up and
         out came strange things.”[3]    
      

      
      This was perhaps his first discovery of the joy of his art and the curative role it
         would play throughout his life. But there was another serious, irresolvable conflict
         while he was in the service. At sixteen, when he had been in Germany, Bergman had
         idolized the Führer Adolf Hitler. Now, three years later, he was being forced to learn
         to kill in defense of his country in case Hitler attempted to occupy Sweden. In several
         years, as the countries surrounding Sweden fell to the Nazis, his country managed
         to maintain its neutrality by authorizing German troops to cross its territory on
         the way to the Russian front and by supplying Germany with much needed iron ore from
         Swedish mines.
      

      
      In 1934, Bergman had spent six weeks as an exchange student in a Lutheran minister’s
         home in Germany, the very year Hitler had become Führer. In The Magic Lantern, Bergman describes in vivid detail how he was caught up in the pro-Hitler hysteria:
         learning to salute and say “Heil Hitler,” going with the family to Weimar to hear
         Hitler speak, hanging Hitler’s picture over the bed. Mein Kampf was on every desk at school, and at church the text for the sermon was not from the
         Bible but from Mein Kampf. His young German host tried to explain to him how the Jews had exploited the German
         people. Bergman wrote, “For many years, I was on Hitler’s side, delighted by his successes
         and saddened by his defeats. My brother was one of the founders and organizers of
         the Swedish National-Socialist Party, and my father voted several times for them.”[4]    
      

      
      However, after the world was alerted to Hitler’s true goal by the pogrom of Kristallnacht
         in which ninety-one Jews were killed and thirty thousand were thrown into concentration
         camps, his parents changed their loyalty. They helped young German Jews move to neutral
         Sweden where they were safe, and they provided a home for a Jewish teenager for several
         years. But Bergman could not believe that the man he worshipped would do such a thing.
      

      
         When all the evidence from the concentration camps actually hit me, my mind could
            not at first accept what my eyes were registering. Like so many others, I said the
            pictures were prearranged propaganda lies. When the truth finally conquered my resistance,
            I was overcome with despair, and my self-contempt, already a severe burden, accelerated
            beyond the borders of endurance. I did not realize until long after that I was guilty
            by association only. . . . I [had been] suddenly exposed to an aggressiveness which
            to a great extent was in harmony with my own. The surface luster blinded me, and I
            did not see the darkness. . . . I did not mention my aberrations or despair, but a
            strange decision slowly matured. Politics—never again! Of course, I should have made
            an utterly different decision.[5]    
         

      

      After coming to terms with his own shame—almost thirty years after his stay in Germany—Bergman
         began to deal with his horror of war. In The Silence (1963), we hear the trucks of war rolling by outside the window. Shame (1967–1968) is about a savage civil war and its consequences. Bergman wrote, “As
         an artist, I am horror-stricken by what is happening in the world [today], and I cannot
         side with any political system. I hope that in Shame I have been able to convey the intense fear I experience.”[6]     He added that Shame was designed to show “how humiliation and the rape of human pride can lead to the
         loss of humanity in the victim himself.”[7]     And The Serpent’s Egg (1976–1977)—which was filmed in Germany during Bergman’s voluntary exile from Sweden—takes
         place in Berlin in 1923 when the sinister stirrings of Hitler’s politics were starting
         to be felt.
      

      
      The time in the military service away from his family—as painful and distressing as
         it was—gave Bergman more self-confidence and increased his autonomy so that he was
         finally able to stand up to his parents and make a real break. He returned to the
         university. But learning was not what he wanted to be doing. Within a year he was
         busily working with the actors at the student union rather than concentrating on his
         studies, much to the dismay of his parents. He became involved with an amateur dramatic
         group at the youth mission where he staged puppet shows. When the mission was in danger
         of going under, Sven Hansson invited Bergman to take over as director. In his insecurity,
         Bergman felt everybody hated him. He reacted with aggression. Because his talent was
         recognized, he was forgiven his foul language, his temper tantrums, and his excessive
         work demands. He became known as the demon director. Beneath his depressive self-loathing,
         his ambition was great. He wrote in his notebook, “Somewhere in the depths of my conceited
         soul, I nurture one conceited notion. One day, perhaps, one day something shining
         and beautiful will be prised out of all this wretchedness. Like a tiny, tiny pearl
         in a big, black ugly mussel shell. If one day something beautiful might come from
         me, then I will have answered my calling in life.”[8]    
      

      
      In the introduction to the performance of the play The Man Who Lived His Life Over by Par Lagerkvist, the young director asks the audience, “Have you not, at some time
         or other, had the following thought? . . . What is happening to me now is not real.
         . . . I keep on living but my inner self is withering away deep inside me.”[9]     At twenty-one, Bergman was able to articulate well his underlying depression.
         Most of the time he was able to rise above this slough of despond by a disciplined,
         driven, creative life, but he was very vulnerable to setbacks in his personal or professional
         affairs. More than once he was on the verge of suicide.
      

       

      * * *

      
      When Bergman was twenty-two, Maria, a student actress, entered his life. He began
         to spend many nights in her one-room apartment. Maria, as he wrote in The Magic Lantern, “satisfied my sexual hunger, opening the prison bars and letting out a raving lunatic.”[10]     It is said that Maria cured his ulcer by keeping a strict eye on him.
      

      
      When his father discovered Bergman was spending nights with Maria, he exploded. Bergman
         warned his father not to hit him but he did. “And I hit him back. He staggered and
         ended up sitting on the floor while Mother alternately wept and appealed to the remnant
         of our common sense. I pushed her aside and she screamed loudly. That same evening
         I wrote a letter to say we would never see one another again.”[11]     Bergman moved in with his friend Sven Hansson. His parents saw that he was provided
         with food and drink. Despite his parents’ repeated attempts at reconciliation, he
         did not see them for years.
      

      
      Bergman dropped his classes at the university and was working backstage as a virtually
         unpaid production assistant at the Royal Opera House to make ends meet. He didn’t
         have a penny. The ballet girls and boys fed him coffee and buns. He worked furiously,
         driven by both his ambition and his fury at the world and at himself. He was later
         to say that everything revolved around himself and his senses. Nerves drove him to
         shut himself up in the toilet.
      

      
      His parents’ lives were seriously shaken by their son’s rebellion. His brother Dag
         attempted suicide, and Margareta had an abortion to preserve the reputation of the
         parson’s family. After this break with his parents, Bergman was living from hand to
         mouth. He coped by being adopted by the families of his girlfriends. In The   Magic Lantern he recounts, “A nice girl in the ballet provided me with my keep and houseroom for
         a few weeks. Her mother cooked our food and washed my underclothes. My stomach ulcer
         healed and I was given the job of prompter.” At one point he possessed only a hard-boiled
         egg, a loaf of bread, and six kroner.[12]    
      

      
      He was very busy working as a scriptwriter during the day and rehearsing plays at
         night. In 1941, when he was directing the Merchant of Venice, he met Erland Josephson and Vilgot Sjöman; their friendships lasted all his life.
         Karin Landby was Erland’s mistress. Bergman apparently broke his engagement to a costume
         designer and replaced her with Karin, with whom he lived for a year. Bergman was fighting
         to overcome his bourgeois upbringing. Karin encouraged him to believe in his dreams
         of a great career.
      

      
      His opera was seen by Carl Anders Dymling and Stini Bergman of the Swedish Film Industry.
         The next day he was summoned to Stini Bergman’s office. She remembers that when he
         first presented himself, he was “shabby and discourteous, coarse and unshaven. . .
         . He seemed to emerge with a scornful laugh from the darkest corner of Hell: a true
         clown, with a charm so deadly that after a couple of hours’ conversation I had to
         have three cups of coffee to get back to normal.”[13]     Thus at twenty-three, he became a person who sat at a desk every day and edited
         scripts, wrote dialogue, and did drafts for films. Stini Bergman, along with Victor
         Sjöström, was to become an important mentor who recognized his gift and helped him
         along the way to becoming civilized. He told the Southern Methodist University students,
         “She was very bright. She was fantastic because she taught us discipline in writing.
         She taught us to behave, and she taught us what a movie is and what is, I think, the
         most important of all: she taught us the goal. . . . We make [pictures] for the audience
         and not for ourselves.”[14]    
      

      
      When Olaf Molander produced Bergman’s version of Strindberg’s The Ghost   Sonata at the Royal Dramatic Theater, Bergman said, “Never had a cocky young man managed
         to choke so badly through his own crowing as I did that evening.”[15]     Ingmar Bergman had arrived.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Often in later life Bergman talked about the vital role his deep involvement in the
         theater and film had played in meeting his fundamental needs. Here he found with his
         actors the warm connections that he had so longed for as a child. The troupe became
         a family. In the films that have been taken of him at work, we can see his total involvement
         as he rehearses his actors. In Fanny and Alexander, he eases the children toward the body of their dead father. The profile of his face
         is behind theirs. He is actually feeling the deep emotions of fear, awe, and reverence
         that he is transmitting to them. In Autumn Sonata, he is showing his own young daughter Linn how to open and close doors so that she
         doesn’t catch her hand. Then as she walks resolutely through the door to her “mother”
         who is playing the piano, Bergman walks behind her, imitating her baby steps. In another,
         he is showing an actress precisely how to fall off a chair by molding her body with
         his hands as if she were a piece of living sculpture. And late in life, he sets his
         cane aside to illustrate what he wants from an actor by getting down and rolling on
         the floor.
      

      
      In 1977, Bergman spoke of the importance of human contact in an interview with Gisela
         Schneidler: “When we work we always make contact. That’s the only thing that matters.
         Contact to the writer, to the actor, to the viewer. . . . Right from my childhood
         I had the unbelievable need to touch and that was almost obscene. . . . They tried
         to get me out of that habit, but they didn’t succeed.”[16]    
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      Chapter 6

      First Films, First Wives

      
         
         
      

      
      
         “Damn it, I’ve got talent. I’m probably brilliant”: an outburst that made me feel
            hot and dizzy. In all my misery, a well-regulated self-confidence existed, a steel
            column right through the ramshackle ruins of my soul.—Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography

      

      When Bergman’s theater was presenting Beppo the Clown, he became interested in the choreographer Else Fisher. A year later Bergman’s mother
         gave Else her sapphire ring. In March 1943 Bergman, at the age of twenty-five, and
         Else were married by his father in the Hedvig Eleonora church.
      

      
      In looking back on his early life, Bergman told Marie Nyreröd in Bergman Island, 
      

      
         I started making films . . . in 1945 and for the first time I experienced an intensely
            erotic atmosphere. But that’s not quite true either. As I was so young and insecure,
            so scared and knew so little, I spent most of my time being extremely angry. . . .
            It wasn’t until after a few years, when I began to master my profession, that this
            incredible feeling of attraction and affinity appeared, within the magic circle created
            by the lights. I subsequently fell in love with the leading actress.[1]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman should have been on top of the world. His fantasies about his future life
         were in fact coming true. His career was under way. He had his Esmeralda in the person
         of his wife Else as well as his stable of actresses and actors. But as he later told
         students at Southern Methodist University about those early days, all had not been
         well in his soul “because the tensions in me, the difficulties in me, the difficulties
         in my relations to other people, to reality, were so enormous, that I was almost mad.”[2]     His relationship with God was also an extremely uneasy one.
      

       

      * * *

      
      I tend to think of Bergman’s life from this point until well into the future as a
         vast, inseparable braid made up of career, women, mentors, and the demons that tormented
         him, including his guilty conscience. The braid contains three colors: red for the
         moist soul out of which sprang his genius and his prodigious creativity; green for
         the love of the three women who had nourished him in his first months of life, as
         well as the mentors at the beginning of his career who were so important to his learning
         self-control; and black for his struggles with God—a God in the fierce image of his
         father.
      

      
      As we progress, we will see how vital a role each new woman companion played in returning
         his life to spring-green. These wives cared for his children and offered him love
         and emotional support before the inexplicable frost set in and he sought greener pastures.
      

      
      His wife Else was a choreographer and dancer whom he had met at work. She was kind,
         clever, and funny. She encouraged him in his creativity, acknowledging and appreciating
         his skills. Although he was very attracted to her, he was afraid to make a permanent
         commitment. A week before his wedding day, he ran away. Courage prevailed and he returned.
         Their daughter Lena was born on December 21, 1943. Bergman took his childhood with
         him into the marriage. His teddy bears were scattered around the apartment. They read
         Winnie the Pooh to each other. He rented a projector so they had their own movie theater at home.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In 1944 he was appointed director of the Helsingborg City Theater where, at twenty-five,
         he was Europe’s youngest theater chief. A group of actors followed him from Stockholm.
         Though they were very poor, they were happy to be working regularly. Sometimes the
         friendly townspeople fed them for nothing. When they arrived at the theater, they
         were greeted warmly by a host of fleas. Bergman’s description in an interview with
         Birgitta Steene is priceless.
      

      
         The plumbing from the theater restaurant ran past the men’s dressing room and urine
            dripped onto the radiator by the wall. The old building was drafty, and a faint moaning
            of the lost souls of demons came from the lofty flies. The heating functioned badly
            and, when they ripped up the floor of the auditorium, they found hundreds of rats.
            . . . The living rats were robust, unafraid and enjoyed appearing. The theater engineer’s
            fat cat went into hiding when attacked. I do not mean to be nostalgic but for me this
            was paradise on earth.[3]    
         

      

      There was obviously not much time to spend with his wife and daughter. Else and their
         child fell ill with tuberculosis. Else entered a sanatorium and Lena was placed in
         a children’s hospital. Else was obviously doing her best to maintain a loving contact
         with her husband by writing every day for the six months she was gone, but he did
         not respond. For the anxious little boy within Bergman who needed the human touch,
         her letters did not suffice. He dutifully paid for her hospitalization that cost as
         much as he was making, but he turned elsewhere for body warmth. His relationship with
         his daughter Lena was minimal when she was small. However, she lived with him and
         his second wife for a time. Manifesting an interest in her father’s work, she appeared
         as one of the twins in Wild Strawberries and visited him on the set during the filming of Winter Light. The two years he was at Helsingborg he produced over a dozen plays and shot his
         first two films Crisis (1945–1946) and It Rains on   Our Love (1946).
      

      
      Before we move with Bergman to Gothenburg City Theater in 1946, let us see how his
         early films contribute to our understanding of the anxieties aroused by marriage.
         Crisis is the first film Bergman both wrote and directed.[4]     He was excited that the experience he had dreamed of had finally arrived, yet
         he felt so incompetent to undertake it that he was almost undone.
      

      
         Every evening I fell into bed and lay paralyzed with anxiety and shame, and, at dusk,
            I went to a milk bar and had a meal. Then I went to the cinema. . . . On Saturdays
            I got drunk, sought out bad company and got mixed up in brawls. . . . When we occasionally
            did succeed in taking a scene during a few seconds of sunlight, I was so confused
            and excited that . . . I behaved like a lunatic, screaming, swearing and raging.[5]    
         

      

      He felt that the whole crew and administration hated him. At the same time he was
         ecstatic. The sober, “unneurotic,” self-observing Bergman recognized the unfolding
         of his genius. “I stopped in the quiet street and stood quite still for several minutes,
         repeating silently to myself, ‘Damn it, I’ve got talent. I’m probably brilliant’:
         an outburst that made me feel hot and dizzy. In all my misery, a well-regulated self-confidence
         existed, a steel column right through the ramshackle ruins of my soul.”[6]     At the age of twenty-seven, Bergman first experienced his sense of joy in his
         creation, but because the film was not well received, the Swedish Film Industry refused
         to produce his next film.
      

      
      Joy in his accomplishment was not enough to help him get himself under control. The
         insecurity that haunted him was partly personal and partly realistic. He continued
         to be dictatorial, to drive the actors hard; he was ruthless. The tension in his body
         was building up. Was his joy going to be taken away from him? Would he never have
         the chance to make films about the vital issues waiting to burst forth from his soul?
      

      
      Before we take a glimpse at Crisis, let us look at the crisis in Bergman’s life at the time. In his autobiography The Magic Lantern, Bergman tells us of those days in Helsingborg. “A mild promiscuity spread throughout
         the company. For a short period everyone had crablice and there were occasional outbreaks
         of jealousy.”[7]    
      

      
      While his wife was away in the sanatorium he met Ellen Lundstrom, a choreographer,
         who was “a strikingly beautiful woman who radiated erotic appeal, was talented, original
         and highly emotional.”[8]     Their relationship soon resulted in a pregnancy. When his first wife, Else, came
         home from the sanitarium, he greeted her with the news that he wanted a divorce. Bergman
         and Ellen were married the following July 1945, a few weeks before their daughter
         Eva was born. Jan was born in September 1946, and the twins, Anna and Mats, in May
         1947. That he spent little time with them is evident. He once said to his son that
         he had been a lousy father. His son retorted, “A father? You haven’t been a father
         at all!” However, the fact that Bergman was their father was obviously significant
         to them because they all followed him into the field. Eva and Jan became film directors,
         Anna an actress, and Mats a tenured actor at the Royal Dramatic Theater.
      

      
      At the age of sixty-nine Bergman explained,

      
         I do not recognize the person I was forty years ago. My distress is so profound and
            the suppression mechanism functions so effectively, I can evoke the picture only with
            difficulty. . . . If I felt attacked, I snapped like a frightened dog. I trusted no
            one, loved no one, missed no one. Obsessed with sexuality that forced me into constant
            infidelity, I was tormented by desire, fear, anguish and a guilty conscience. So I
            was alone and raging. My work at the theater provided some alleviation of a tension
            which only let go for brief moments in orgasm or drunkenness.[9]    
         

      

      Those few blunt words explain how it was that Bergman’s creativity saved his life.
         He was an obsessed, anxious, guilty, raging man. It is possible that a man with these
         kinds of irresolvable conflicts might well have disintegrated into madness. But held
         together by the remarkably powerful glue of the creative imperative within him, and
         his unshakable self-confidence—that column of steel penetrating his very soul that
         he had received from the love of the three women in his first year of life—he moved
         forward, slowly maturing both as a person and as an artist. Through the series of
         films that follow, we will be witness to this growth.
      

      
      In Crisis, a teenager called Nelly has the opportunity to leave her simple village and join
         her real mother, who owns a beauty parlor in the city. Attracted by the broader world
         and independence, she goes. Only chance interrupts her seduction by her mother’s boyfriend,
         Jack. Jack goes out in the street and shoots himself. The film ends with the shot
         of a newspaper lying over Jack’s face, the newspaper announcing the name of the town’s
         theater, under which is a photograph of Ingmar Bergman.
      

      
      Jörn Donner, Bergman’s colleague, wrote, “Jack is a marionette, a creature . . . who
         can love nobody but himself. [He] is a living dead man . . . Crisis shows that it is practical advantage and a narrow selfishness that ultimately directs
         man’s action. Crisis is an appealing debut work, behind which the forces of misfortune and disharmony
         brood.”[10]     As Bergman looked at his own actions in relationship to his first wife and daughter
         and his behavior on the film and theater sets, he could honestly see that he was incapable
         of loving anyone, even himself. It was “his narrow selfishness that directed his actions.”
         In his eyes, he deserved to shoot himself.
      

      
      As close as Bergman came to suicide at times, he always won the battle with death.
         When he presented the play Rabies shortly after his marriage to Ellen and the birth of their daughter Eva, he said
         in his introduction, “Hold on tight, ladies and gentlemen, for now we shall pull the
         floor out from under your feet and take you down into horror chambers and dung heaps
         to look at the eyeless monsters that hide there.”[11]    
      

      
      Bergman had to look elsewhere for a producer for his next film, It Rains on Our Love (1946). He was hired by a small film production company working under Lorens Marmstedt.
         Marmstedt may have seen the same potential in this brash young man as had Victor Sjöström
         and Carl Anders Dymling, but his approach was very different. In The Magic Lantern Bergman describes their first encounters. After viewing the rushes of It Rains on Our Love, the producer called him an incompetent amateur, saying that he was just acting out
         his private life in public. Later Bergman stated that it was Marmstedt who had taught
         him how to make films.
      

      
      Of course Bergman was acting out his private life in public. The inner life is the primal source of all
         art. However, in It Rains on Our Love, written in conjunction with Herbert Grevenius, Bergman holds out more hope for the
         future of love. Perhaps he was hoping that his relationship with his new love, Ellen,
         would have a happier outcome. Could he possibly profit from his earlier cowardly betrayal
         of his first wife Else?
      

      
      In the film, an impoverished, lonely couple meet, endure great hardships, and are
         saved by a kindly lawyer. As the film ends, they are together heading back to the
         city. The reviewer Bendt Champert wrote, “Ingmar Bergman wanted to communicate things
         important in It Rains on Our Love. We all need each other. You need someone to turn to in this vast and cold universe.
         Helpfulness, practical kindness is the only way out of a pointless drifting chaos.”[12]    
      

      
      In Bergman’s film A Ship Bound for India (1947), Sally says, “One cannot just be lonesome. One must have somebody to care
         for. One must have somebody to love.” At this point in his life, Bergman was searching
         for a solution to the desperate loneliness he lived with no matter how many close
         friends he was surrounded by. Fourteen years later when he created Winter Light with his pastor father in mind, he accepted that God was dead but that God was inside
         each of us as we join together in one community. The English translation of the Swedish
         name for the film is “The Communicants.”
      

      
      Why did Bergman carry this agonizing loneliness until he had matured enough to make
         his fifth marriage? It must have been because of the loss of his three mother figures
         who could never be replaced. This kind of early trauma leaves a lifetime of separation
         anxiety. It may well be that in Bergman’s case, superimposed on this primal loss was
         the loss of his father who truly loved him when he was a child. But that love had
         always been interrupted by his father’s sudden, cruel outbursts, and it was seriously
         compounded by Bergman’s need to break free from his family’s attempts to control his
         life. When Bergman walked out the door leaving his parents behind, his old wound of
         separation anxiety was reopened. After his mother’s death, freed from her controlling
         nature, father and son were able to share a few years of more predictable love.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In 1946 Bergman, Ellen, and their first two children moved considerably southwest
         of Stockholm to Gothenburg, where he became director of the Municipal Theater. “Torsten
         [Hammaren] embraced me and I at once appointed him in my heart as the father-figure
         I had lacked since God had abandoned me. He took on the role and played it conscientiously.”[13]     Bergman learned a great deal about theater directing from Hammaren, and in a
         year he was being invited as guest producer and director in theaters in various parts
         of Sweden. As he gained more confidence, he became extremely productive, often writing
         the plays himself that he produced for the theater and radio, as well as a number
         of films. He found filmmaking more difficult than directing plays. Filmmaking made
         him feel hurt and humiliated because here he was living closer to his own deep feelings.
         Despite the fact that in Music in   Darkness (1947–1948) he was expressing his dread of loneliness, it was his first popular success
         and stimulated the Swedish Film Industry to reach out to him.
      

      
      The fundamental foundation for the themes of his creative work now ranged from his
         struggle with the problem of how to maintain a permanent, loving relationship to beginning
         to deal with his struggle with God. This preoccupation with God and the Devil that
         existed inside him was to occupy Bergman in a series of films once he was given permission
         to produce them after the serious illness of 1955.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Looking again at the braid of Bergman’s life, we see that the red strand of his creativity
         is fuller: he is learning his trade. The black strand is still very black and harsh.
         Bergman describes his religious despair: “I have struggled all my life with a tormented
         and joyless relationship with God. Faith and lack of faith, punishment, grace and
         rejection, all were real to me, all were imperative. My prayers stank of anguish,
         entreaty, trust loathing and despair. God Spoke. God said nothing. Do not turn from
         me Thy face.”[14]    
      

      
      But the green of his personal relations is beginning to expand. The spring-green strand
         of his relationships with women would take years to mature, but there are darker filaments
         of new growth that will change the course of his life. These are thanks to the many
         fine people who saw Bergman’s potential despite his outrageous behavior and moved
         in to parent him. In 1942 Dymling and Stina Bergman of the Swedish Film Institute
         had given him his start. Victor Ströström cautioned him kindly and firmly to get himself
         under control. Marmstedt taught him how to make a film, and Hammaren embraced him
         and became the father figure he had lost when God abandoned him.
      

      
      Bergman’s own father had loved him, but his outbursts had terrified the child into
         submission. Not only did this impede the development of his autonomy, it warped his
         kindly nature into being as terrifying in his aggression as was his father. These
         new parental figures were firm, but their counsel was given with love. They did not
         have within them the same deeply embedded hate that kept pushing its way into his
         father’s actions. Nurtured by the parental love of these older men, Bergman’s character
         gradually changed. No longer was his life governed primarily by “practical advantage
         and narrow selfishness.” When he was twenty-four he befriended the younger Vilgot
         Sjöman, who later said that Bergman had bolstered his self-confidence. They became
         lifelong friends. Sjöman became a famous film director who wrote and filmed L136: Diary with Ingmar Bergman during the creation of Winter Light.
      

       

      * * *

      
      During the four years Bergman was in Gothenborg, he directed almost ten plays, and
         created eight films, seven radio plays, and one opera. The happenings in his personal
         life wove their way into the substance of several of the films. Projecting into his
         audience his pains of love and loss helped to ease his own pain and his confusion
         about not being able to maintain a permanent relationship. And keeping busy in doing
         something he loved helped to ease his perpetual loneliness.
      

      
      Bergman fell passionately in love with Ellen Lundstrom when they met at Christmas
         in 1944. He was later to write, “Port of Call (1947/48) opened in October 1948 and was a relative success. . . . Ellen . . . and
         I went to the summer cottage in Dalecarlia where I had spent my childhood. . . . It
         was late autumn and we were in great spirits. We burned fires in the tiled stoves
         in the two main rooms as well as the kitchen stove. Ellen occupied the living room,
         working on her choreography, while I reigned in the bedroom, where I wrote.”[15]     It is possible that creating Port of Call contributed to Bergman’s ability to remain in a marriage of contentment for at least
         four years, a marriage that might have lasted longer if difficult realities had not
         intervened. He set Port of Call in the working port of Gothenburg on the North Sea where they lived. It is filmed
         in stark black-and-white scenes of the harbor, the loading and unloading of the freighters,
         the men at work.[16]     Bergman’s magic was definitely at work. Berit and Gosta come across as real people
         who feel lonely and imprisoned by their lives, and yet they still hope to find some
         meaning in their love for each other. But they are edgy. She sends him away before
         he can hurt her further. When she confides in him that she has been in a reformatory
         and that she has had other men, he walks away. Gosta’s struggle with his conscience
         for deserting her when she needs him is straight out of Bergman’s life. Gosta gets
         drunk and breaks up the furniture, his soul ripping apart as he screams “Goddamned
         conscience!” His struggle pays off. He seeks her out. They plan to escape by boat
         so she doesn’t have to return to the reformatory. But they change their minds. Gosta
         decides that, facing life together, they can turn back and take on the world.
      

      
      It is apparent from Port of Call that Bergman was in the process of becoming a different man. He is developing a conscience;
         he is facing life instead of running away. His character Gosta has a “No!” voice.
         After Gosta hurts the woman he loves and abandons her, he returns. That Bergman was
         able to create Port of Call indicates that the essential ingredient in a permanent love relationship was slowly
         growing in him.
      

      
      Bergman and Ellen were happy together for at least four years. Then a series of overwhelming
         realities occurred. As he describes it in The Magic Lantern,
      

      
         The twins [Anna and Mats] were born. Ellen’s stepfather killed himself, leaving large
            debts. My mother-in-law and her small son moved in with us. They settled in my study
            next to Ellen’s and my bedroom. . . . Lena, my elder daughter lived with us because
            Else was still ailing. The family was completed by a kindly but gloomy person who
            was to help in the household. We were ten people in all. Ellen had so much to do she
            could only occasionally devote time to her profession. Marital complications became
            more and more infected by all this. Our sex life, which had been our deliverance,
            ceased because of the proximity of my mother-in-law and her little son through the
            thin wall. . . . My domestic finances were stretched. Added to our other troubles
            were bitter quarrels about money. Both Ellen and I were careless and extravagant.
            . . . Home seethed with crying children, damp washing, weeping women and raging scenes
            of jealousy. All escape routes were closed and betrayal became obligatory.[17]    
         

      

      Bergman ran away to the south of France, leaving devastation behind him. Ellen’s eczema
         got worse and the children were sick. Bergman and Ellen started corresponding with
         the hope that their marriage might be salvaged. “[Ellen] was actually a good and strong
         friend. In different, less dire circumstances, we would certainly have enjoyed living
         together, but we knew nothing about ourselves and thought life was supposed to be
         as it was. . . . We were fighting chained together and were drowning.”[18]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      Although Bergman had four contented years of marriage with Ellen, that doesn’t mean
         their life was peaceful. Given what we know of his need to be in control and to deal
         with problems in a volcanic way, there were arguments. As the small apartment swelled
         with occupants, the home became a prison. It was at this time that Bergman wrote and
         directed Prison, or The Devil’s Wanton (1948–1949).[19]     His sixth film, it was the first that he had a free hand in everything. Considered
         the gem of his early work both in the severe black-and-white photography, which foretells
         The Seventh Seal, and the powerful convoluted story of the hell that exists on earth for helpless
         children at the hands of ruthless adults, it deserves to take its place beside Henry
         James’s The Turn of the Screw. The use of a mysterious dream sequence that unlocks the young woman’s frozen mind
         foretells Wild Strawberries. And the many close-ups of the face of Doris Svedlund foretell Persona. This versatile actress expresses a multitude of emotions as she goes from seductive
         prostitute to fragile child to happy, loving playmate in this story of tragic loss,
         rebellion, and the acceptance of the peace of death.

      
      In Prison, Birgitta-Carolina walks down a long, narrow, wet street enclosed by high buildings.
         She is pregnant. Her fiancé and pimp and his sister persuade her to give up the baby,
         which they kill. She is temporarily rescued by Tomas. They have a happy night together
         sharing childhood memories. In the safety of his arms, she dares to tell him a dream.
         She is moving through a forest of people who are frozen in place. Trying to reach
         a motherly woman who is sewing, she knocks on an invisible screen. The woman ignores
         her. At Tomas’s urging, Birgitta-Carolina remembers that, in the dream, she sees her
         pimp twisting her baby in two and throwing it in a bathtub.
      

      
      By facing this horrifying dream, she wakes from her frozen state of dissociation and
         dares to confront her pimp. Screaming and sobbing, she begs, “I don’t want to do this
         anymore. Please don’t make me!” She finds her way to the basement, where she slits
         her wrists. As she fades away, she has Tomas and his tenderness on her lips. A narrow
         shaft of light streams through a small window into her black prison cell.
      

      
      As noted earlier, Bergman remarked, “I don’t want to produce a work of art that the
         public can sit and suck in aesthetically. . . . I want to give them a blow in the
         small of the back, to scorch their indifference, to startle them out of their complacency.”[20]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      As Bergman’s marriage to Ellen was coming apart, he produced a raw, brutal film titled
         Thirst (1949). Ruth and her professor husband Bertil are like two pit bulls confined in
         the small enclosure of a train compartment. As the film is being introduced, we are
         warned of what is to come by a menacing whirlpool in a sparkling black river that
         threatens to pull under and drown anyone who ventures near. Bertil wakes from a dream
         in which he has killed Ruth by hitting her on the head with a bottle. Relieved to
         discover that it was only a dream, he describes it to Ruth. Holding her tight, he
         says he doesn’t want to be alone and independent. “At least we have each other.”[21]    
      

      
      Thirst indicates that life alone is unbearable. Ruth has had an injury and is unable to return
         to the ballet. She has had an abortion leaving her sterile. To be in a relationship
         without children is equally unbearable. This theme of hell together is better than
         hell alone recurs over and over again in Bergman’s films.
      

      
      As soon as Thirst was “in the can,” Bergman was on his way to Paris with a new woman friend, Gun Hagberg
         Grut. At the age of thirty, Bergman, like Ruth and Bertil in the film, could not tolerate
         being alone. But his ability to experience guilt was maturing. Forty years later he
         remembered with deep regret coming home to tell Ellen that he was leaving. He could
         still see vividly the delight on her face at his unexpected arrival and how he turned
         and walked out without even taking off his coat.
      

      
      Notes

      
      
         
            1. Marie Nyreröd, Bergman Island, TV movie (2003); Smiles of a Summer Night (Svensk Filmindustri, 1955; U.S. release, Rank Film Distributors of America, 1957).
               

            

         

         
            2. G. William Jones, ed., Talking with Ingmar Bergman (Dallas: Southern Methodist University Press, 1983), 59.
               

            

         

         
            3. Birgitta Steene, audio commentary, The Virgin Spring (Svensk Filmindustri, 1960; U.S. release, Janus Films, 1960), The Criterion Collection
                  (DVD).
               

            

         

         
            4. Early Bergman (Svensk Filmindustri; U.S. release, Janus Films), The Criterion Collection (DVD).
               

            

         

         
            5. Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography, trans. Joan Tate (New York: Penguin Books, 1989), 69.
               

            

         

         
            6. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 147.
               

            

         

         
            7. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 145.
               

            

         

         
            8. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 145.
               

            

         

         
            9. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 146.
               

            

         

         
            10. J. Donner, The Personal Vision of Ingmar Bergman (Freeport, NY: Books for Libraries Press, 1972), 19–21.
               

            

         

         
            11. P. Duncan and B. Wanselius, eds., The Ingmar Bergman Archives (Köln: Taschen, 2008), 102.
               

            

         

         
            12. Duncan and Wanselius, The Ingmar Bergman Archives, 31.
               

            

         

         
            13. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 150.
               

            

         

         
            14. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 204.
               

            

         

         
            15. Ingmar Bergman, Images: My Life in Film (New York: Arcade, 1990), 144.
               

            

         

         
            16. Early Bergman, Janus Films. 
               

            

         

         
            17. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 153–54.
               

            

         

         
            18. Bergman, The Magic Lantern, 155.
               

            

         

         
            19. Prison (Terrafilm, 1949; U.S. release, Embassy Pictures, 1962).
               

            

         

         
            20. Jerry Vermilye, Ingmar Bergman: His Life and Films (Jefferson, NC: McFarland & Company, 2002), 13.
               

            

         

         
            21. Early Bergman.
               

            

         

      

   
      Chapter 7

      Striving for Joy

      
         
         
      

      
      
         This is not the joy expressed in laughter or the joy that says, “I’m happy.” What
            I mean is a joy so great, so special, that it is beyond pain and boundless despair.
            It is a joy beyond all understanding.—Orchestra conductor of “Ode to Joy” in To Joy

      

      While Bergman was in the south of France in 1949 escaping from the damp washing and
         weeping women in the prison of his marriage, he began to put together another film.
         “[To Joy] was about Ellen and me, about the conditions imposed by art, about fidelity and
         infidelity.”[1]     In the film, the main character comes to realize that there is “a joy greater
         than joy” that enables him to survive even in the face of personal disaster. In order
         for Bergman to endure the guilt caused by his hurtful behavior toward his wife Ellen
         and his desire to extricate himself from the marriage and his four children—as well
         as to deal with his own pain at their loss—he once again called upon his childhood
         capacity to use his creative wings and fly above the chaos below. He was later to
         say, “As a human being I have made an enormous fiasco, therefore I must try to be
         a very good director.”[2]    
      

      
      Let us take a brief look at To Joy in order to learn more about “joy, art, and infidelity.”[3]     The film is alive with the music of an orchestra conducted by Bergman’s mentor
         the actor and director Victor Sjöström. We come away drained from sharing the painful
         struggles of two musicians who are seeking to find the ultimate meaning of life, a
         search that Bergman was in the process of making himself. Marta is able to give up
         her music and find fulfillment in the love of her husband, her children, and their
         friend the orchestra conductor. Stig seeks fame with his music, as Bergman with his
         art, but he finally accepts that playing in the orchestra is satisfaction enough:
         he does not have the skill to be a soloist. (Though Bergman was still uncertain about
         his future, he could never have accepted the role of playing second place.)
      

      
      The film starts with Stig being called away from a rehearsal of Beethoven’s Ninth
         Symphony to learn that Marta has died in the explosion of a kerosene stove. The film
         ends with the orchestra rehearsing the same symphony. Before they begin the great
         choral movement “Ode to Joy,” the conductor pauses, then instructs the cellos and
         basses, “This is not the joy expressed in laughter or the joy that says, ‘I’m happy.’
         What I mean is a joy so great, so special, that it is beyond pain and boundless despair.
         It is a joy beyond all understanding.”[4]     Stig’s little son enters the auditorium and sits listening quietly. His father
         smiles at him with a love that tells us he has accepted that having this child gives
         meaning enough to his life.
      

      
      What is this joy that Bergman is talking about? Like Bach, Bergman’s joy was his creativity.
         It is the joy that occurs at the epiphany of creation, the joy that Bergman must have
         felt when the doors to his genius fully opened and he pieced together a complex, vibrant
         whole out of the myriad parts that go into the creating of a film. We will see this
         incredible process in action when we watch the filming of Winter Light.

      
      Despite his exchange of loving letters with Ellen with the hope of resuming their
         relationship, Bergman came to realize—by creating To Joy—that he had to escape from the prison of his home which was so crowded that he was
         deprived of two essential needs: his sexual life and a private space for the creating
         of his art. If the hurtful, cruel battles between Stig and Marta are in any way similar
         to what was happening in Bergman’s marriage, Bergman could see that he had to leave
         because his aggressive demon was utterly out of control. Under these circumstances,
         staying would have been more harmful than departing.
      

      
      During the filming of To Joy, Bergman met and fell in love with a journalist, Gun Hagberg Grut. With her open,
         unselfconscious personality, she nursed his wounds. Temporarily healed by their love
         for each other, Bergman based his next film, Summer Interlude, on his memories of the happy summer romance he had as an adolescent on an island.
         The film was not released to the public until 1951, but we will discuss it now because
         the film reflects so vividly how happiness during Bergman’s own summer interlude relaxed
         the demons that were tormenting him, giving us a glimpse of the very human, caring
         Bergman who existed under his aggressive and controlling front.
      

      
      When Bergman’s adolescent love affair was over, he had returned to school. But he
         chose to end the film differently. Three days before Marie and Henrik are to part,
         Henrik is killed in a diving accident. Marie is devastated and angry. “I don’t believe
         God exists. And if he does, I hate him. If he stood before me I’d spit in his face.
         I’ll hate him as long as I live.”[5]    
      

      
      The epilogue of the film shows a remarkable psychological sophistication on Bergman’s
         part that was probably essentially unconscious. Because of an act on the part of an
         “uncle” who was jealous of the young lovers, Marie is deprived of the opportunity
         to grieve for Henrik. She becomes a victim of the uncle’s sexual desires, and she
         lives her next ten years emotionally dead, even though she continues her life as a
         prima ballerina. At Henrik’s death, the uncle had stolen Henrik’s diary, which was
         obviously filled with Henrik’s expressions of love for Marie. When the uncle returns
         the diary to her ten years later, Marie is released to begin to grieve. She takes
         the ferry back to the island and revisits her memories of what it was like to be deeply
         in love. That night, as she dances Swan Lake, her heart opens to the man who has been keeping her company.
      

      
      We don’t know that Marie actually understands herself any better at the end of the
         film, but she has been freed to grieve for a long-lost love, to make a vital leap
         over a ten-year, frozen chapter of her life.
      

      
      Bergman felt that Summer Interlude was one of his most important films.[6]    
      

      
         [For the first time] I was functioning independently, with a style of my own, making
            a film all my own, with a particular appearance of its own, which no one could ape.
            . . . At that time I was much preoccupied with the fear of death. Not so much physical
            death . . . but this business of dying spiritually. That every action, every choice,
            either leads to an access of life or else to one dying a little.[7]    
         

      

      Does this film give us another piece of the puzzle as to why Bergman had such a serious
         problem with maintaining a lasting love? Had there been a love in his life that had
         come to an end for which he had not been able to grieve? Had that part of his soul
         that grieves and then recovers and moves on been in some way seriously damaged? He
         had been too young to grieve for the loss of his triumvirate of mothers. And he had
         never really lost his actual mother to his father in the Oedipal phase because his
         parents’ relationship had been essentially pro forma. So he continued to be “madly”
         in love with his mother, which inevitably contaminated and eventually destroyed all
         his loves.
      

      
      After Bergman’s return to Stockholm from Gothenburg, there was a tentative reconciliation
         with his mother when he was thirty-two. However, it was an uneasy truce; he never
         came often enough to see his parents to please her. She was still capable of becoming
         cold and angry, of slapping him on the face, of keeping him in a psychological prison
         he could not move beyond.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman and Gun Grut lived for some months in Paris. Here he was introduced to the
         French artists in the theater and opera whose work he later incorporated into his
         theater repertoire. His relationship with Gun was complicated. He was married with
         four young children. She was married with two. However, in September 1949 he and Gun
         left their respective families, and they were married in 1951, several months after
         their son Ingmar Jr. was born. Tragically, once again the permanent relationship he
         longed for was doomed before it began. Was this the only kind of love he was capable
         of at the time—the only kind he could afford to be open to—one where escape was always
         an option?
      

      
         Our love was so wounded that it bled to death and financial problems overshadowed
            everything. . . . No money, no filming, and every month considerable sums to be found
            for the maintenance of two ex-wives and five children. Every visit to Gothenburg started
            with formal courtesies and ended in savage scenes, blows, and the children’s anguished
            screams.[8]    
         

      

      After Bergman’s arrival in Stockholm, there were more threats to his equanimity. The
         film studio was closed in order to protest the government’s high tax policy. How was
         he going to survive financially with the child-welfare authorities breathing down
         his neck? How was he going to survive psychologically with no outlet for his art?
         His old producer Lorens Malmsted came to his rescue. Malmsted had opened The Intima
         Theatre, and he invited Bergman to direct Bertold Brecht and Kurt Weill’s Three Penny Opera with a number of his own actors.
      

      
      Bergman also put together radio commercials. He enjoyed particularly the ones for
         Bris [Breeze] soap. “Even today when I look at them, I still feel a touch of my earlier
         enthusiasm. . . . They are unusual and were made in good spirits. One can even overlook
         the fact that they promoted a soap that practically tore the skin off your body.”[9]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s reaction to his son’s birth in 1951 was one of terror and withdrawal. “After
         I left Gun in the care of the midwife and had been pushed out of the ward, I went
         home, got even more drunk, unpacked my old toy train set and obstinately played with
         it in silence until I fell asleep on the floor.”[10]     We wonder what role having a child played in Bergman’s life. In each of his three
         marriages there had been children. According to the character Raoul in Bergman’s film
         Thirst, “A man of my age without a wife and children is a failure.”[11]     So it appears that to Bergman, to be a complete man, one must have a child. And
         yet for a man who was in need of maternal love himself, the birth of a child may have
         contributed to Bergman’s jealousy, temper tantrums, and eventual withdrawal. So as
         vital as it was to have a child, Bergman’s capacity to be a father was irreparably
         impaired, eventually bringing his marriages to an end.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s film Waiting Women (1951–1952) was created to make something that the public would like. “It went like
         hotcakes. It was one of the happiest experiences in my life, to hang about in the
         foyer . . . and suddenly hear people inside howling with laughter. It was the first
         time in my life people had ever laughed at something I’d made.”[12]    
      

      
         [Gun] and I decided to be reunited after a marital row. . . . We ate an excellent
            dinner . . . and went back to the apartment in high spirits and rather excited. I
            brought out the key, put it in the lock, and then it broke off and got stuck. . .
            . We were forced to sit in the stairwell all night until the superintendent deigned
            to get up the following morning. But the night was not wasted because we suddenly
            received an unexpected opportunity to really talk to each other.[13]    
         

      

      Within a year of the birth of Ingmar Jr., Bergman started a relationship with the
         young actress Harriet Andersson, who was playing a seductive young woman in Summer with   Monika (1952). When he told Gun about the affair, “she was furious and told me to go to
         hell. I was amazed at her splendid rage, which I had never seen before, and greatly
         relieved.” His confession brought their marital relationship to an end.
      

      
         She gradually created an independent life of her own, with friends, lovers and foreign
            travel. Our joy over our renewed closeness was considerable but selfish. We hardly
            noticed that our son reacted with pain and jealousy. When Gun was killed in a road
            accident, Ingmar, Jr. and I arranged to go to the funeral together. He was 19 years
            old. . . . I made a clumsy attempt to say something about his mother, but he made
            a violently dismissive gesture and, when I persisted, he suddenly looked at me with
            a cold contempt that silenced me.[14]    
         

      

      In order to understand how he could fall in love with Harriet Andersson after only
         a year of marriage with Gun, Bergman later explained, “Film work is a powerfully erotic
         business; the proximity of actors is without reservations, the mutual exposure is
         total. The intimacy, devotion, dependency, love, confidence and credibility in front
         of the camera’s magical eye become a warm, possibly illusory security. . . . The atmosphere
         is irresistibly charged with sexuality.”[15]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      When Bergman’s friend Per Anders Fogelstrom had told him he was writing a story about
         two youngsters spending a summer on an island, Bergman asked him to write a script.
         Here was a chance for Bergman to create a fantasy of how he wished his adolescence
         had been. He could not have realized that the shooting of the film would actually
         give him, at least briefly, that belated gratification. There is so much background
         information in the recent Criterion Collection DVD on the filming of Summer with Monika, it is hard to decide which is the better story,[16]     Monika and Harry’s adventure, or the delightful gambol of Bergman and Harriet
         Andersson.
      

      
      The sun is shrouded in luminous gray over the busy marketplace in Stockholm. Among
         the teaming masses of the working poor are two hopeful youngsters. Shy Harry is ordered
         about at work and constantly in danger from heavy auto traffic as he delivers huge
         boxes on a three-wheel motorbike. Monika, a very attractive and seductive young woman,
         is at the mercy of attacks by the men at the grocery store and by her father at home.
         She uses her charm to entice Harry by suggesting they escape to an island on his father’s
         boat. Their idyll begins as the boat passes under bridges and through a world of heavily
         wooded islands.
      

      
      When Monika wakes as the morning sun peeks in at her beautiful face, she is awed to
         realize that the fantasy is real. With childlike happiness, she wanders over the rocks
         and into the woods essentially nude. Eventually she and Harry pause in their love-making
         and have a serious conversation, sharing their family tragedies and his hopes to attend
         engineering school. When she says she is pregnant, he realistically plans their future
         together. As time passes, they become dirty and disheveled. As he cooks another meal
         of mushrooms, she petulantly cries out, “Little Harry will turn into a mushroom!”
         Desperate and hungry, she sets out to steal apples and manages to run off with an
         entire roast from the family who offers her a meal.
      

      
      When they return to Stockholm, Harry’s head is filled with their future. Monika is
         glum. Her loving has been built out of necessity. When Harry is gone because of his
         work, she takes other men. She spends the rent money on new clothes and walks out
         the door. Evicted from their apartment, Harry walks off into the future carrying their
         little girl in his arms.
      

      
      In looking for an actress to play Monika, Bergman remembered seeing Harriet Andersson
         in a variety show wearing a negligee and fishnet stockings and singing suggestive
         songs “with amazing charisma.” At the age of eighty-five, he told Marie Nyeröd, “I
         was extremely attracted to Harriet. She was so damned gorgeous. There’s never been
         a woman who radiated more uninhibited erotic charm.”[17]     In his autobiography Images, he calls her one of cinema’s true geniuses. “You meet only a few of these rare,
         shimmering individuals on your travels along the twisting road of the movie industry
         jungle.”[18]    
      

      
      Although Harriet was fourteen years younger, he fell madly in love with her. In the
         presence of her youth, he had the opportunity to live the adolescence he had dreamed
         of. Their happiness was shared with the crew. To shoot the film, the whole crew traveled
         to an island in the Stockholm archipelago. Because of Bergman’s infatuation with Harriet,
         the filming lasted for two months.
      

      
      Bergman had purchased a Bell and Howell movie camera with which he took pictures of
         his friends at work and play. In 2007 the film-strips were assembled by Stig Björkman
         into a series called Images from the   Playground. We can see the fun they were having on the island during the shooting. They were
         like children playing games. Harriet: “He made lots of dirty jokes. I’d lie back and
         think how agreeable life was.” She looks like a child, full of fun, talking back to
         him as he films her. Her youth was contagious. It was easy for Bergman to fall in
         love with her because she made him feel like an adolescent himself.
      

      
      In January 2012, Peter Cowie interviewed Harriet Andersson, who was almost eighty
         years old. When she smiles you can see her original beauty. The shrug of her shoulders,
         the dismissive gestures when she speaks of her relationship with Bergman, are Monikaesque.
         And though she doesn’t think she was Monika but that it was a fantastic part, her expressive face and manner are familiar.
         She, like Monika, had grown up poor, and not being good at school, she had left to
         go to work at fourteen. Her mother had said, “The one who does not work shall not
         eat.” After Harriet got the part, she was called to Bergman’s office to discuss the
         film. He kissed her. When she kissed him back, he went pale and pulled away. Harriet:
         “What’s the matter, can’t you stand a kiss? . . . I was so fond of him. . . . He could
         be so charming. I can’t understand why he left Gun for me. I now understand that he
         wanted to go back to Gun when the film was over but Gun said no, so he didn’t kick
         me out.” Bergman centered Sawdust and Tinsel around Harriet. The film was about their relationship.
      

      
      Harriet took time out from acting to marry Jörn Donner. Just after the birth of their
         daughter, Bergman called her back to play the lead role in Through a Glass Darkly. She told Cowie,
      

      
         I have never been so happy as I was then. I was completely happy to play this sick
            person, to use my negative register and give it all in front of the camera, to scream
            and rave. . . . At last I was out and up again! Among people who embraced me—the more
            I yelled the more they embraced me. . . . The cage was opened. I was back among friends,
            who talked to me.[19]    
         

      

      Because of the nudity in Summer with Monika, the film was censored in the United States. Monika, or The Story of a Bad Girl, was confiscated in Los Angeles and the distributor was given a steep fine and sentenced
         to ninety days in jail. However, the film circulated for five years as a mutilated
         sex movie in drive-in theaters in the American Midwest.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman would have preferred to stay in Stockholm and become the director at the Royal
         Theater, but Olaf Molander did not feel he was up to their standards, so in the summer
         of 1952, he became director and artistic advisor for the 1,500-seat theater in the
         large city of Malmö. He and Harriet moved into a three-room apartment, but most of
         their time was spent at work. Life was not peaceful. He was a bit haunted by demons:
         jealous over of the previous men in Andersson’s life, burdened by responsibility for
         his other three families and six children, guilty and sorrowful over leaving Gun Grut
         and his son, uncertain about the future of his career, and suffering the inner, unidentified
         rumblings in his neurotic soul. “I was very unsuccessful in my private life, and I
         tried to compensate in my artistic work.”[20]    
      

      
      However, he considered those seven years of bohemian existence in Malmö as the best
         in his life thus far. He worked night and day and was extremely productive, directing
         at least three plays and several operas each year for the theater and stories for
         the radio, and keeping his actors busy in the summer by shooting several films. His
         stable of actors included Max von Sydow, Harriet and Bibi Andersson, Ingrid Thulin,
         and Ake Fridell, who describe his tenderness, his calm and gentle way of dealing with
         them. He gave them a sense of freedom. Bergman said, “This intensive work collaboration
         made for a closeness the likes of which I have not experienced before or after. We
         all speak of this time as the best in our lives. A furious work pace and good professional
         collaboration can construct a fine corset against neurosis, threatening breakdowns,
         and disintegration.”[21]    
      

      
      The driven discipline that Bergman had developed over the years made these accomplishments
         possible, but the corset could not hold indefinitely. Neurosis, breakdown, and disintegration
         were on the horizon. The stress was taking its toll on his body. Each spring his ulcer
         flared up and he would spend some time in the clinic. Forced to slow down, he undertook
         his own form of healing by selecting a screenplay from four or five he was developing
         and rapidly preparing it for production.
      

      
      The catastrophes Bergman had made of his three marriages and his recognition that
         he was endangering his relationship with Harriet out of his jealousy were pushing
         him to learn more about women as well as about himself: How do they feel? How do they
         function? What emotional problems do they have? How do they manage their relationships
         with men and other women, with their children, and how do they deal with the need
         for their own autonomy?
      

      
      Bergman made a huge leap forward with his film Sawdust and Tinsel (1953–1954). As John Lahr observes, Bergman’s “soul-searching and his cinematic language
         brilliantly coalesced.”[22]     The theme of man and woman together or separate remains; a foundering traveling
         circus becomes the setting. Now at age thirty-five, Bergman finally has the Esmeralda
         of his childhood dreams in the person of Anne. She is magnificent in her black, flowing
         lace dress as she rides around the ring. The circus is his metaphor for life, life
         being something of a circus: seemingly chaotic yet controlled; characterized by the
         need to amuse and entertain an audience with feats of daring; infused with transitory
         sexuality; and a place where artistry can find fulfillment only in taking down the
         tents and moving on to the next performance.
      

      
         We know that Bergman was creating this film out of the pain in his own life. In his
            loyal, committed troupe of actors at Malmö, he had found a satisfaction and comfort
            of family that he had never known. Yet there was guilt at having left his wife Gun
            and his son behind for Harriet Andersson. In a dream the clown Frost tells Albert,
            we see reflected a fantasy Bergman may well have had as a child: that the only comfort
            and safety could be found if he could disappear into his mother’s womb. “I dreamed
            Alma came to me and said: ‘Poor Frost, you look tired and sad. Wouldn’t you like to
            rest awhile?’ ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I’ll make you small like a little unborn child . . .
            You can climb into my womb and sleep in peace. . . .’ So I did as she said and crept
            into her womb, and I slept there so soundly and peacefully, rocked to sleep as if
            in a cradle. Then I got smaller and smaller, until at last I was just a tiny seed,
            and then I was gone.”[23]    
         

      

      As the circus wagons move on into the distance at the end of the film, one aches for
         them, all alone in that great big world, and yet one envies the cohesiveness and solidarity
         the performers have found with each other. Bergman considered Sawdust and   Tinsel his first true picture. He must have been truly joyful when he had brought this deeply
         distressing, thought-provoking masterpiece to completion. It must have been a tremendous
         relief to finally be telling the truth about his own humiliating suffering and his
         almost uncontrollable murderous impulses. In Sawdust and Tinsel, the truth was out.
      

      
      An unearthly, merciless light illuminates the early flashback scene of Alma and Frost
         being humiliated by the regiment and accentuates the suffering visible in their white
         faces as he carries her across the sharp rocks as Christ carried his cross to Calvary.
         The film is made up of a mosaic of many pieces: close-ups of a rooster crowing, a
         dog barking, horses’ hooves, wheels rolling through the mud puddles in the road. The
         actors are not acting; they inhabit their characters completely. And the background
         sounds and very modern music by contemporary composer Karl-Birger Blomdahl give a
         third dimension to this powerful drama, set in place by long, meaningful periods of
         silence. The last scene emphasizes again Bergman’s theme that hell together is better
         than hell alone. Albert and Anne can be seen walking along the road, keeping a little
         distance from each other, as they follow the creaking circus wagons toward the next
         little town as evening falls.
      

      
      But Bergman’s joy in his achievement was short-lived. The local critics’ reaction
         was devastating. He and Harriet wept. He felt his entire career was in jeopardy. However,
         he fought back with the strong, recuperative strength that had enabled him to survive
         as a child. Under the bravado, Bergman was deeply depressed. His joy had been taken
         from him. While he and Harriet were in Switzerland for a short vacation, he seriously
         considered committing suicide. Fortunately the rest of the world did not react with
         the same animosity that was being thrown at him in Sweden.
      

      
      He returned to Stockholm ready to fight back. If he had to write to give the audience
         pleasure in order to keep his finger in the pie, that he would do. A Lesson in   Love (1953–1954) was written as a “divertissement” when he and Harriet were on holiday.
         He succeeded in seducing back his audience by giving them comedy. Although there were
         those who felt the film had little substance, we can sense Bergman’s beginning to
         question his own way of life. Is sex essential to happiness? Can infidelity cause
         more trouble than it’s worth? He was missing his companionship with Gun and was tormented
         by the persistent jealousy in his relationship with Harriet that was driving her away.
         Was there no way to find peace?
      

      
      At the beginning of 1955, he was very depressed. His personal life had essentially
         unraveled. Not only was it necessary to keep his stable of actors busy, but he needed
         to do something to make his life worthwhile. He told the Dallas students, “So I went
         away to Switzerland and had two alternatives: write Smiles of a Summer Night or kill myself.”[24]    
      

      
      Because his comedies had established his reputation as one of Europe’s most brilliant
         young directors and brought money to the Swedish Film Industry, he was given permission
         to make this very expensive film with a large cast.
      

      
      But how was it possible for a man on the verge of suicide to swallow his impatience
         and despair and give his all to creating a comedy in which nothing of his gift was
         spared? And that he truly did give his all—even though he was working against the
         grain—we know as a fact because he was sick during the entire shooting. “I had all
         kinds of gastric flu and ulcers. I vomited often and had troublesome stomach cramps
         followed with diarrhoea. . . . I had decided that a guilty conscience was an affectation,
         because my torment could never make up for the damage I had done. Presumably some
         inaccessible process went on inside.”[25]     When the film was completed, he entered the hospital with the diagnosis of possible
         stomach cancer.
      

      
      Smiles of a Summer Night was not well received by the Swedish critics, but it caused excitement at Cannes
         and around the world, giving Bergman the opportunity to produce The Seventh Seal, so it behooves us to look at this film that saved his professional life and perhaps
         his actual life as well. In an interview with Marie Nyreröd four years before his
         death, Bergman said, “Smiles of a Summer Night was a turning point for me in every way. . . . Svensk Filmindustri earned a great
         deal of money on it so they gave me free rein. . . . Since [its] success I’ve never
         had anybody interfering with my business. I’ve always done what I wanted. . . . If
         you think of the miserable conditions under which it was produced, it’s amazing that
         it’s so cheerful and funny.”[26]    
      

      
      As Nyeröd and he turned to watch the film together in his private theater, he had
         a smile of satisfaction on his elderly, exhausted face. Smiles of a Summer Night deals with the elegant but pretentious people of the Swedish upper-class world at
         the turn of the twentieth century. Their predicaments in love are difficult but their
         witty conversations are clever and delightful. Men have their wives and their mistresses.
         The women are essentially ornaments or trophies. In their resentment and hatred of
         the way they are treated, as the women plot to get back the men they love, they show
         more intelligence than the men. As the actress Desirée says,
      

      
         We women have the right to commit many offences against our husbands, our lovers,
            our sons, so long as it does not wound them in their dignity. If we do that, we are
            foolish and have to bear the consequences. We ought instead to make the dignity of
            our men our ally and caress it, sing lullabies to it, speak tenderly to it, and treat
            it as our dearest plaything.[27]    
         

      

      After the pompous lawyer loses at Russian roulette to the count, he is covered with
         soot rather than dead from a bullet. His mistress and mother of his son cleans off
         the soot. As he lies helpless on the couch, he mutters, “Don’t leave me!”
      

       

      * * *

      
      With the success at Cannes, Bergman’s life became calmer, more secure. At this time,
         Dymling spoke of his extraordinary willpower. “He is a high-strung personality, passionately
         alive, enormously sensitive, very short-tempered, sometimes quite ruthless in his
         pursuit of his own goals, suspicious, stubborn, capricious, most unpredictable.”[28]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      As I mentioned in chapter 1, Bergman collapsed after the prolonged stress of producing
         Smiles of a Summer Night. While in the hospital, he eased his gastrointestinal symptoms and regained the will
         to live by creating a new film. The worldwide popularity of Smiles of a  Summer Night freed him to create films that dealt with the important issues of life, and in particular,
         his own life.
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      Chapter 8

      Brink of Death, Brink of Life

      
         
         
      

      
      
         There is a secret about life, about birth and death, a secret about why some are called
            to live and others are called to die. We can assail Heaven and science with questions—all
            answers will be half-truths, while life pursues its course, crowning the living with
            suffering or happiness.—Ulla Isaksson quoted in Jerry Vermilye, Ingmar Bergman: His Life and Films

      

      Bergman had waited several years for the opportunity to produce The Seventh Seal. In the film, one can almost feel the child seeking a kind God who does not punish
         and humiliate, a God who is present, who answers his prayers, who does not leave life
         empty and meaningless. When young Bergman and his father had been alone exploring
         the woods and lakes, Bergman’s father was a kind man. He loved his son. But when the
         Satan in him caught fire, he was cruel. The Seventh Seal stirs aggression in the audience against a God who kills, who incites people to hurt
         other people, who burns a young woman at the stake. Wasn’t Bergman, like Death, cutting
         down the tree of his father’s beliefs?
      

      
      In the film, Mia, the little mother, is played by Bergman’s new companion Bibi Andersson.
         Their personal relationship was more peaceful than his previous ones. As Bergman was
         to write in Images,
      

      
         Bibi Andersson and I lived in a small, crowded apartment, two and a half tiny rooms.
            . . . We lived at the theater except on Tuesday nights, when there were no performances.
            . . . This was our time to be together. I bought my first 16 mm sound projector and
            began to collect films seriously. We arranged movie nights at home. The intensive
            work collaboration made for a closeness the likes of which I have not experienced
            before or after. We all still speak of this time as the best in our lives.[1]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      After the international success of Smiles of a Summer Night, Bergman was finally free to begin shooting The Seventh Seal. The opportunity had finally arrived to begin to deal, through film, with his life-long
         fear of death. As a child he was constantly exposed to death. If he wasn’t good, Satan
         would take him straight to hell. As he sat in church, the graves were under his feet.
         When his family lived in the park near the Sophiahemmet Hospital, he could look out
         his window and see the morgue. Making friends with the vergers and morticians, he
         was exposed to stacks of discarded limbs and organs from the operating rooms waiting
         to be incinerated. After examining a young woman’s body under a sheet, he noticed
         that her eyes were not completely closed, and he felt she was looking straight at
         him. When someone locked him in the morgue, he hammered on the door, shrieking in
         terror.
      

      
      At age eight, Bergman had decided that God did not exist. This was an intellectual
         decision made by a thoughtful boy. However, his conclusion that God, heaven, and hell
         did not exist could not hold firm in moments of anxiety or when he was asleep. He
         was the son of a conservative Lutheran pastor, and the terror of God’s wrath and Satan’s
         punishments was steeped into every cell of his body, a terror that accentuated the
         more personal terrors that haunted him. Finally, in 1954 at the age of thirty-six,
         he was ready to tackle his fear of death with the effective weapon of his creative
         imagination.
      

       

      * * *

      
      One morning as Bergman was preparing for work, Carmina Burana thundered from his record player.
      

      
         Carmina Burana is inspired by medieval songs written by minstrels, who during the years of the plague
            . . . joined the big wandering crowds of homeless men and women traipsing across the
            lands of Europe. . . . They created songs that were sung at church festivals and fairs.
            What attracted me to the whole idea was the idea of people traipsing through the downfall
            of civilization and culture, giving birth to new songs.[2]    
         

      

      He recalled his visits with his father to the old churches in Uppland. The walls of
         one vaulted church were covered with colorful paintings of the black plague, one of
         which was of a knight playing chess with Death. Here was the seed around which he
         built his story. Projecting his fear of death into his audience might help him master
         his own fear. When Hiroshima was bombed in August 1945, Bergman had been horrified
         by the destruction of an entire city population and the awareness that nuclear power
         could literally destroy our civilization. Nor was he able to wear blinders to the
         precarious state of the world during the Cold War with the Soviet Union from 1945
         to 1991. His realistic, present-day fears were compounded by his past encounters with
         death. At birth he had been on the brink of death because of the Spanish flu. When
         he was nineteen he had become ill while in military service, training to kill the
         enemy—Germany—whose leader he had worshiped just three years earlier. This background
         may explain the incredible power of The Seventh   Seal, rendered so vividly by this master’s hand. Likewise, whether we the audience realized
         it or not, what we felt on seeing the film after its release in 1957 was not just
         a reaction to a piece of history, but terror for ourselves. Was death going to wipe
         all of us off the face of the earth?
      

       

      * * *

      
      But we must return to the fourteenth century. The knight and his squire return to
         Sweden after fighting in the Holy Land for ten years. They are exhausted, disillusioned,
         and tormented. All that killing in the name of God! Arriving home, they find that the Black Death is decimating Europe. Where is God?
         Is there a God? What is the reason for living? What is the meaning of life? The figure
         of Death appears, and he and the knight start playing chess for his life. A small
         troupe of jugglers joyfully entertains the villagers, whose interest turns to violence.
         Someone throws an apple and hits the juggler Jof in the face. He is humiliated by
         being made to dance like a bear on the bar table. A parade of flagellants appears,
         beating each other and themselves. Three men come dragging heavy crosses.
      

      
      For a few moments the cruelty is interrupted by peace. The knight sees the little
         family of jugglers—Jof, Mia, and baby Mikael—who invite him and the squire to join
         them in their meal of wild strawberries and milk. For a moment, the knight is instilled
         with hope, reverence, and the awareness that life does have meaning as they share in their communion while sitting in the field.
      

      
      The villagers then burn a young girl, a “witch” who has been in league with the Devil.
         The squire asks the knight, “Who watches over the child? Is it the angels, or God,
         or the Devil, or only the emptiness? . . . That poor little child! I can’t stand it!”[3]     They move away. As they see Death approaching the little family, the knight knocks
         the chess pieces off the board to delay his game with Death so that the little family
         can escape.
      

      
      On first viewing, we are so engrossed in the power of the story that we miss the incredible
         use of dark and light—good and evil—in the photography, and the role it plays in our
         feelings. To mention the most startling examples: the brilliantly lighted chess board
         with the background of ominous clouds; the grill-work confessional; the illuminated
         dust of the parade of flagellants; and, far in the distance, the silhouette of the
         parade as Death leads off his prey.
      

      
      Bergman deeply identified with each of the characters in the film. The squire’s candor,
         bawdiness, and good humor are the grown-up Bergman; the cruel men in the bar are the
         aggressive Bergman who, at this point in his life, was trying hard to understand and
         control his own aggression; and, most of all, the knight is Bergman struggling with
         his religious confusion. The knight speaks most clearly at the confessional, not realizing
         that the priest behind the grill is actually Death. The knight says,
      

      
         I want to talk to you as openly as I can, but my heart is empty. The emptiness is
            a mirror turned toward my own face. I see myself in it, and I am filled with fear
            and disgust. . . . Why can’t I kill God within me? Why does he live on in this painful
            and humiliating way even though I curse Him and want to tear Him out of my heart.
            . . . I want knowledge, not faith. . . . I want God to stretch out his hand toward
            me, reveal Himself and speak to me. . . . I call out in the dark but no one seems
            to be there.[4]    
         

      

      When I first saw The Seventh Seal—as fascinated as I was with the magnificent black and white photography and the accompanying
         medieval music—I was so terrified that many years passed before I revisited Mr. Bergman.
      

      
      Despite Bergman’s constant activity, his loyal group of actors, and his partnerships
         with Harriet and then Bibi Andersson, he felt this empty hole within him. At the time
         that he had finished the script, he had not yet reconciled with his parents. He missed
         that part of his father who had been kind to him. As the knight says in the confessional,
         “I want God to stretch out his hand toward me, reveal Himself and speak to me. . .
         . I call out in the dark but no one seems to be there.” Bergman intended Wild Strawberries, his next film, to be about his father’s loneliness. Only later did he realize he
         had written about his own loneliness and that the film had been a reaching out to
         both his parents, hoping they would acknowledge him. But when they finally did, it
         was too late. The hole from his infancy could not be filled by their belated attention.
         Only he could find a way to fill that hole.
      

      
      When The Seventh Seal was finally presented to the public, Bergman was feeling more kindly toward his father
         and was no doubt anxious about how his father would receive this religious film. Bergman
         was delighted and probably relieved to hear that his father liked it. When there was
         no response from any of his friends, he was hurt. There is some indication that after
         this diatribe against God was released, Bergman had another gastrointestinal attack
         that necessitated hospitalization.
      

      
      Irving Singer (2007) indicates that Bergman may actually have been aware that he was
         using the film as a therapeutic device to help him conquer his fear of death. Bergman
         said that making The Seventh Seal had been “a big step in his search for emancipation from the horrors he felt about
         his mortality.” Singer calls this Bergman’s “self-analysis.”[5]     One insight cannot cure, but it is an essential beginning in any psychoanalysis.
         What was the insight that Bergman discovered through The Seventh Seal? Singer suggests that “the supernatural dogmas of [Bergman’s] youth had created in
         him feelings of guilt for doing and desiring everything that he, like other people,
         naturally cared about. They filled him not only with self-hatred but also with anger
         and aggression that he turned against his fellow humans.”[6]     As we move on, we will see Bergman progressing step by step toward becoming kinder
         to himself and to his friends. When he looked back on this film in Images (1990), we can see what remarkable courage it had taken for him to challenge his
         faith.
      

      
         The Seventh Seal is one of the few films really close to my heart. . . . I infused Jof and Mia with
            something that was very important to me: the concept of the holiness of the human
            being. . . . My present conviction manifested itself during this time. I believe a
            human being carries his or her own holiness, which lies within the realm of the earth;
            there are no other-worldly explanations. So in the film lives a remnant of my honest,
            childish piety lying peacefully alongside a harsh and rational perception of reality.
            . . . As far back as I can remember I carried a grim fear of death which during puberty
            and my early twenties accelerated into something unbearable. The fact that I, through
            dying, would no longer exist, that I would walk through that dark portal, that there
            was something that I could not control, arrange, or foresee, was for me a source of
            constant horror. That I plucked up my courage and depicted Death as a white clown,
            a figure who conversed, played chess, and had no secrets, was the first step in my
            struggle against my monumental fear of death. . . . Everything is of this world. Everything
            exists and happens within us, and we flow into and out of one another. It’s perfectly
            fine like that.[7]    
         

      

      However, as we shall see, when he approached the end of his life, his view changed.
         Because of the many years of love that had existed between him and his fifth wife
         Ingrid, he was sure she was waiting there on the other side to greet him.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Although Bibi Andersson was twenty years younger than Bergman, their relationship
         had an unusual stability and equality, as revealed in her description of him given
         to John Lahr.
      

      
         He was considered a rebel and a genius and brave and a little dangerous. He walked
            around with this beard and boots. Too thin, too energetic, but wild. I thought he
            was the sexiest thing the world had created. . . . When he asked me to be with him,
            I thought to myself, I don’t give a shit if I’m in love or not. I just want to be
            around this mind. I want to hear things. I want to learn things. My mother kicked
            me out.[8]    
         

      

      Cowie describes their relationship: “She was fiercely loyal to him and had the ability
         to stimulate him even in moments of severe depression. Her presence coincided with—or
         perhaps prompted—Bergman’s most idealistic period. Though Bergman and Bibi never married,
         they continued to work with each other through the years.”[9]     Because he was more comfortable with her—and knew it was a temporary affair—their
         love did not grow cold.
      

      
      With this improvement in his personal life, why was Bergman so vulnerable that the
         lack of immediate response to the premiere of The Seventh Seal sent him into a depression? Where was the incredible joy that the artist usually
         feels when the painting, the symphony, is finally complete? Did he fear that he had
         offended his pastor father by tearing the fabric of his religious belief? When he
         learned that his father had seen the film and liked it very much, it meant more to
         him than receiving the Special Jury Prize at the 1957 Cannes Film Festival.
      

      
      The Seventh Seal did not settle the matter of God’s existence. And at that point in his life, Bergman
         was in need of a God who would forgive him for his sins: the hurt he had caused his
         wives and children, the sins of his aggressive childhood fantasies, and his actual
         acts of aggression toward his friends and coworkers. (No doubt he also wished that
         there had been a God on his side who would have prevented those sins from happening
         in the first place.) As Bergman later said, The Seventh Seal ended as a virtual cease-fire between his childhood piety and his newfound, harsh
         rationalism. We will have to pass through his next series of films to observe how
         he painfully works his way through this dilemma and settles the matter in a way that
         gives him comfort and a sense of security, leaving him free to move on to other important
         matters about himself he needs to acknowledge and understand.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Soon after the opening of Wild Strawberries, Bergman began shooting Brink of Life (1957–1958). After years of extraordinary pressure working with the large casts and
         huge expenses of The Seventh Seal and Wild Strawberries, it is understandable that he would choose to make a film with a small cast in a
         short period of time. But that this chamber work would take place in the small confines
         of a maternity ward must have come as a surprise to his friends and to his audience.
         Why this subject, and why now?
      

      
      Certainly the film is a continuation of Bergman’s interest in women’s lives, one in
         which he delves into the most primitive and private yet miraculous world of childbirth.
         He had never been present at the birth of any of his children—nor was that the custom
         at the time. In his anxiety over the safety of his wife and child and the mysterious
         experience they were undergoing, he would escape. In an attempt to overcome his fear
         and cowardice and to fully understand the woman’s world into which he was venturing,
         Bergman went with a doctor friend to watch a delivery. He came close to fainting twice
         and had to leave the room.
      

      
      And lying deeper than all these conscious reasons may have been his curiosity about
         the dangerous territory of his own birth. How did his mother feel as she awaited the
         birth of a child she didn’t want? Did her ambivalence toward the baby cause her to
         lose her milk? Was she relieved when her mother took the baby home to a midwife so
         he could survive? How difficult it must have been when he returned home! With his
         mother’s maternal feeling for him long gone, he was essentially a stranger. These
         many factors were at the root of her coldness and her distance from him as a clingy
         little boy.
      

      
      At bottom, Bergman’s life had essentially been governed by two emotions: his passion
         of being madly in love with his mother, and his hate of her because of her ambivalent
         feelings and actions toward him. Was he now beginning to be more empathic with her
         very difficult dilemma? As we have seen, The Seventh Seal and Wild Strawberries were explorations of his father’s world and attempts at understanding why his father
         had become the complex person he was. In the first, he dealt with a terrifying God—the
         cruel side of his father. In the second, he wrote with sympathy for his lonely father
         who tended to hold people at bay. Wild Strawberries is about Father Isak at the brink of death. Brink of Life is about life stopped before it has begun. Would this moving film bring some softening
         in his attitude toward his mother so he could respond more positively to his parents’
         attempts at reconciliation?
      

      
      All these influences coalesced like streams running into the river of life, or death.
         Jerry Vermilye quotes from Ulla Isaksson, who wrote the script of Brink of Life with Bergman.
      

      
         There is a secret about life, about birth and death, a secret about why some are called
            to live and others are called to die. We can assail heaven and science with questions—all
            answers will be half-truths, while life pursues its course, crowning the living with
            suffering or happiness.
         

         
         There is one who yearns for tenderness, yet is forced to repress her longing and accept
            her childlessness—the healthy, vital one who is deprived of her long-desired child—then
            the little, immature creature, suddenly overwhelmed by life and placed among the mothers.
            Life crowns them all but asks no questions, gives no answers, is ever on the march
            towards new births, new life. . . . Humanity alone is left questioning.[10]    
         

      

      Ulla Isaksson was well known for her writing on women’s issues. Brink of Life is drawn from two of her short stories. We can sense a woman’s presence: the subtlety
         of the finest nuance of feeling as the three women face and deal with the complications
         in their pregnancies. The camera concentrates on Cecilia’s face as she moves from
         the anxiety that she is losing her baby at three months to feeling it passing from
         her body to recognizing from the look in her husband’s eyes that he did not want the
         baby—that he did not truly love her. After the grief, we see her courage to say to
         herself that when she gets home she will have her life back. She realizes that she
         can manage by herself but she can’t sustain her husband. This sequence of Ingrid Thulin’s
         face as she plays Cecilia should hang in an art museum.
      

      
      Bergman had available three extraordinary actresses. Coming directly from Wild Strawberries are Ingrid Thulin and Bibi Andersson. Thulin had played the pregnant daughter-in-law
         who is determined to have her child and break the cycle of unloved children in Isak
         Borg’s and her husband’s family. Andersson played both the delightful hitchhiker and
         young Sara, Isak’s former fiancée. The third, Eva Dahlbeck, is the seductive actress
         in Smiles of a Summer Night. Completing the ensemble is Barbro Hjort af Ornas, who plays the sensitive head nurse.
         The four women, based on their ensemble playing, split the Best Actress Award four
         ways at the Cannes Festival in 1958, and Bergman received the Best Director Prize
         for Brink of Life. The film was shot in the Karolinska Hospital in Stockholm, where Bergman was often
         a patient himself.
      

      
      Medical attendants were stationed at the theaters. Some people in the audience fainted,
         but they came. Critics considered the film a mature work by a master craftsman. However,
         perhaps because of its frightening and very personal subject matter, it has not remained
         as popular as his other films.
      

      
      In a maternity ward, women are in the midst of the most primitive and anxiety-producing
         of experiences. Will my baby survive? Will my baby have ten fingers and ten toes?
         Will I be able to tolerate the pain? Will I live to know the joy of holding my baby
         in my arms and gazing into my baby’s eyes? Only then will I be able to relax and face
         the burdens of life with love and fortitude. As for the nurses and doctors responsible
         for mothers about to give birth, living in the presence of life and death all the
         time is a harrowing experience. In the labor room, women climb the walls in pain,
         calling for their mothers. The doctors and nurses console themselves that the patients
         will not remember.
      

      
      Stina (Eva Dahlbeck) is happy to be having her first baby. She is afraid that if she
         gets too excited, she will be punished by fate. The nurse reassures her, but she is
         wrong. The baby, who had been kicking the night before, dies during the process of
         birth. There is silence as Stina is rolled back into the ward with her friends instead
         of into the room of nursing mothers. But she has the love of her husband. She will
         go on to have another baby. The teenager Hjördis (Bibi Andersson) has watched the
         struggles of her roommates with terror and fascination. She does not want her pregnancy
         because she is not married and does not have a home. But she will not have another
         abortion! What is she going to do?
      

      
      As Hjördis witnesses the tragedies of her older companions, she gains strength. She
         changes from being frozen and helpless to offering to fix Stina’s hair in preparation
         for her husband’s visit and reaching out to pour a glass of water for a suffering
         friend. As she and Cecilia lie awake in the dark, keeping silent vigil for Stina,
         Hjördis dares to seek comfort at the foot of Cecilia’s bed. As they talk quietly,
         Cecilia’s strength flows into her. “Mothers aren’t always the way you think they are.
         They haven’t forgotten what it is like to be young.” With the nurse’s reassurance
         and practical advice, Hjördis finally gets the courage to call her mother while grasping
         the nurse’s hand. Mamma says, “Come home!” When she had been rolled down the long
         corridor into the forbidding doors of the maternity ward, she had felt as though she
         were entering a prison. As she walks out of the swinging doors to go home to her mother,
         she feels free.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s last year at Malmö was a very busy year. He was active in the theater and
         writing broadcasts for both radio and TV. When he could have been in Cannes receiving
         praise for Brink of   Life, he was relaxing in his room in the Sophiahemmet hospital working on his next major
         film. He had lost considerable weight again and needed the peaceful rest and freedom
         from demands in order to recuperate and to allow his creative mind to wander freely.
         These escapes to the hospital were like water to a dehydrated man. In his hospital
         room he found the safety he was later to find on his island of Farö. He also needed
         the time and isolation to lick his wounds from the attacks of his critics and to find
         a way to get even with them. The result was the script for The Magician, or The Face (1958), as Bergman called it.
      

       

      * * *

      
      He sold The Magician to Dymling as an erotic comedy, hoping it would bring fame and money as had Smiles of a Summer Night. The film is no comedy. The face of Vogler the magician is awesome. He exudes a mysterious,
         frightening power despite the fact that he believes he has lost his magnetic ability.
         His clenched fist expresses not only his rage at having to submit to the humiliation
         of three inquisitors but his wish to destroy them. There is no music in this film;
         it is raw pain and retaliation. The story is Bergman’s metaphor for the suffering
         he and his troupe had endured while in Malmö due to the lack of hospitality offered
         them by the people of the city when they were unmasked and off stage, in contrast
         to the kindness of the community of Helsingborg, their previous residence, as well
         as for the ferocious attacks of the critics. In his book Images (1990), Bergman comments, “In the theater profession we often suffer from the delusion
         that we are attractive as long as we are masked. . . . But if we are seen without
         our masks (or, even worse, if we are asking for money) we are instantly transformed
         into absolutely nothing. . . . When we step off the stage we are reduced to less than
         35 percent.”[11]     During the filming of The Magician, Bergman was in fine shape. He and his troupe were enjoying the fun of the attack,
         licking their chops at the blood they hoped their attack would draw.
      

      
      Each time I revisit the film, I find more to appreciate and to understand. But never
         does the film become a comedy because I see the helplessness, the pain, the wish to
         fight back of a little boy who has been looked down upon, pushed away, and humiliated,
         a little boy who tried to kill his baby sister, a man who is still struggling to keep
         his raw aggression under control. It was cathartic for Bergman to bring to life a
         magician who outwits a court medical officer, terrifying him as he struggles to hang
         on to his sanity while being pursued by a murderous, ghost-like face. However, the
         film is not just violent entertainment. Bergman said that behind the film was a violent
         yearning.
      

      
      Unique among Bergman’s films, The Magician is a summing up of his own life as a “conjurer and magician.” The plot is too convoluted
         to describe here, but the film is entrancing entertainment. We are left with uncertainty
         as to whether the power of the magician is truly magic or sleight of hand. Humiliated,
         the troupe escapes into the night only to be met by a policeman leading a trumpeting
         entourage. Instead of carrying a summons for their arrest, he carries an invitation
         from the King of Sweden to perform before the court the next day.
      

      
      Bergman had fun creating his revenge. How much the sting of the film got through to
         the people of Malmö is not clear, but throughout Sweden, the critics were so much
         on the attack that they frightened the public away. However, Bergman, like Vogler,
         was rescued by the royal court. He was given a grant out of the king’s fund.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman, like Vogler, had his vulnerabilities. He knew what it was like to be suicidal
         in the face of cruel, critical attacks, fearing that their cruelty would destroy the
         magic and joy of writing films. At the age of fifty-eight, Bergman seriously dissociated
         when he was interrupted in the midst of a play rehearsal and taken away by the police
         for tax evasion. Though he was eventually exonerated, this traumatic incident was
         devastating. It was the worst sort of humiliation to a film director whose international
         acclaim had essentially put Sweden on the map.
      

      
      As an imaginative and ingenious child, Bergman often was not sure whether something
         was true or his imagining. His ability to dissociate—to fly by means of his creativity
         above the turmoil both in his family and within himself—served as a vitally important
         survival and coping mechanism. Is it possible that the serious dissociation which
         occurred after the trauma of being humiliated by the Swedish government’s trumped-up
         tax-evasion charge was also a coping mechanism—a defense against something far worse?
         It is likely that this temporary split in his sense of self, and the time-out required
         for his recovery, may well have saved him from a more complete disintegration or the
         taking of his life or that of the policeman. In the later films Hour of the Wolf and The Passion of Anna, Bergman shows us in vivid detail the terror he had lived with for much of his life:
         that he might lose complete control of his actions and kill someone, or lose his very
         identity.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman resumed a full life and lived to be eighty-nine years old. Despite the turmoil
         in his early life, there had been the good triumvirate of mothers and a loving father
         and grandmother who had formed the solid steel column that, as he described it, passed
         “right through the ramshackle ruins” of his soul.[12]    
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      Chapter 9

      Evolving Religiously and Emotionally

      
         
         
      

      
      
         A person surrounded by Love is also surrounded by God.—Ingmar Bergman

      

      When Bergman had returned to Stockholm at the beginning of 1959, he felt lost. “My
         mind must have been confused—largely because I’d left Malmö City Theatre. I no longer
         had a secure anchorage. . . . I really didn’t know if I was fish or fowl or where
         I belonged . . . And all of this must have infected my work.”[1]    
      

      
      Actually he was much richer culturally than when he had arrived in Malmö eight years
         before. Alongside Strindberg, Proust, and Brecht—who had kept him company as an adolescent—he
         had fed from the playwrights Pirendello, Kafka, Camus, Sartre, Ibsen, Chekhov: all
         those whose works he had directed with an increasingly Bergmanian style. However,
         the feeling of emptiness was a familiar one. Change had never been easy for him, and
         his insecure childhood led him to doubt his worth, to doubt himself. Now that he was
         back in the city where his parents lived, should he try to see them more as they wished?
         Or would seeing them after being alienated from them for so many years just aggravate
         his pain?
      

      
      As I write this, I see a marble statue by the sculptress Louise Bourgeois. A huge
         smooth sphere of pink marble rests on a platform of rough stone. Sticking out from
         under the sphere is the leg of a small child. Around the rough rectangle is written,
         “Do you love me? Do you love me? Do you love me? Do you love me?” Contemplating this
         sculpture is heartbreaking. Bourgeois, like Bergman, was never sure of the answer
         to that question.
      

      
      This sense of impending emptiness never goes away in children who have had their early
         days disorganized by serious ruptures in the maternal bond. It is as though Bergman
         always lived with a tiny hole in his substance through which his feelings of fullness
         and of value and even his joy were in danger of leaking away. This feeling of uncertainty
         as to his worth still lingered when he was in his seventies, even though he was happily
         married and relatively at peace. He confessed in his autobiography Images that he did not know when the day might come that his work would be received indifferently
         by his audience and he would withdraw from the scene.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In May 1959 he found himself with his actors and crew filming in the cold woods of
         Dalarna where he and his family had spent each summer near the home of his beloved
         grandmother. His spirits lifted because he was busy feeding himself by being totally
         engrossed in creating his art. This food was more nutritious, more substantial, and
         more joyful than the temporary food he received from the long series of women passing
         through his life.
      

      
      Bergman had read a thirteenth-century ballad while still in school and wanted to turn
         it into a film. He called upon his friend Ulla Isaksson to help him because she was
         a devout Christian. Together they wrote the script for The Virgin Spring, which takes place at the time when Christianity was becoming firmly established
         in Sweden. Isaksson’s delicate touch can be felt throughout the film.
      

      
      Coming from the rawness of Bergman’s The Magician, The Virgin   Spring  bursts forth like a rush of pure, fresh water. Despite the primitiveness of the
         farm buildings and the surrounding fields and woods, and the rape of innocence, there
         is a serenity and a primordial beauty thanks to Bergman’s new cinematographer Sven
         Nykvist.
      

      
      The Seventh Seal had left Bergman still uncertain about the existence of God. The Virgin Spring is a fitting introduction to the three films in which Bergman gradually works his
         way through his religious anguish and doubts to his own beliefs about God, death,
         and the afterlife, giving him permission to enjoy being alive.
      

       

      * * *

      
        The Virgin Spring should be watched with a fresh and open mind and an ear for its music. The story
         takes place on an isolated farm some distance from a small community center and church.
         Töre, the patriarch of the farm, has to feed his family and protect them. For emergencies
         there is no 911, and there are no police, no judge, no jury, no prisons, no executioners.
         It is up to the father to play all these roles. Töre needs a strong sense of reality,
         impeccable ideals, and an active sense of guilt to keep his conscience in balance.
         His and his wife’s belief in God and Jesus is a solid anchor in this isolated world.
      

      
      The philosopher William James in his Varieties of Religious Experience writes of his interest in how peoples of all walks of life seek out whatever religious
         belief gives them the most sense of security. Christianity did not come into being
         without a strong need for it. Töre can do what he has to do because God’s strength
         is with him and he knows he can ask forgiveness and receive absolution.
      

      
      In the farmer’s home are his wife Märeta and fifteen-year-old daughter Karin, a foster-daughter
         Ingeri who worships the pagan god Odin, and the housekeeper and farm helpers. Karin
         is an only child and their treasure. After Karin is killed, the mother has lost her
         last child, and the father has lost the child he loved even more than he loved his
         wife. All of them feel not only grief and desire for revenge, but each of them has
         an agonizing source of guilt. Ingeri is guilty because she prayed to Odin to put a
         curse on Karin and because she did not stop the murder, which she witnessed. Töre
         is guilty because of his incestuous love for his daughter and because he has murdered
         an innocent child in his rage. And Märeta is guilty because she hated her husband
         when she realized her daughter loved him more than her. That God exists and is hearing
         their sorrows and confessions is vital to them.
      

      
      This God was not the punishing God that Bergman’s father had passed on to him. This
         God hears Töre’s confession of his guilt and his promise to build a church on the
         site of his daughter’s death. This God causes a stream of fresh water to burst forth
         from the ground upon which Karin’s body lies.
      

      
      This miracle brings forth an exultant joy in the gathered family. Watching this film,
         I was so moved there were tears in my eyes and a fullness in my heart. Thank you,
         Mr. Bergman for creating this pure, beautiful film, even if the little devil in you
         couldn’t resist cutting the last scene short. I sense your uneasiness as you hollered,
         “Cut!”
      

      
      The audience in Sweden didn’t like the film. By this time Sweden was a modern, secular
         state, and the film’s sentiments were seen as more appropriate for grandparents. The
         government didn’t like it because it seemed to picture their country as full of angst
         and despair. Even the French cinema world felt that The Virgin Spring represented a decline in Bergman’s filmmaking. He was just a passing fad. An anti-Bergman
         wave was sweeping through the world of cinema. However, the film won many awards.
      

      
      Bergman’s joy in his creation was dulled by the furor the film stirred. In retrospect,
         we can see that his arrest for tax evasion sixteen years later was the climax of a
         growing animosity toward this man who dared to speak his mind. Thank heavens for the
         strength Bergman possessed that made it possible for him to keep going. Very early
         in his career he realized that he possessed this valuable, reliable part of himself.
      

       

      * * *

      
      By 1959 Bergman’s love affair with Bibi Andersson was over. Their relationship had
         been kinder, filled with more creativity, and less tumultuous than his relationship
         with Harriet Andersson. The women were different people, but it may also be that Bergman
         had made some progress in growing up. Bibi continued to work with him, and they remained
         dear friends. The separation from his third wife Gun Grut, mother of his son Ingmar
         Jr., still caused him great pain. He remained married to her for eight years, making
         the separation final in 1959 with the expectation of marrying a new woman. Käbi Laretei
         was an Estonian concert pianist who had a young daughter and was going through a difficult
         divorce.
      

      
      During the early months in Stockholm he also had a clandestine affair with Ingrid
         Kalebo—the wife of Count von Rosen—in which a child Maria was conceived. The public
         did not know that one of the count’s four children was Bergman’s child until it was
         officially announced in 2004 when that child, Maria, was in her thirties and Bergman
         had been married to her mother for twenty-four years. This driving need within Bergman
         to try to fill his huge emotional hole with one woman after another—at times there
         were several at one time—was impossible to satisfy. It was only when he had healed
         himself and could feed himself through his artistic creations that he was able to
         make a marriage where his wife’s need to be an equal partner could be met.
      

      
      In September of 1959 he married for the fourth time, to the concert pianist Käbi Laretei.
         She played an active role in his filmmaking, encouraging him to structure his work
         in musical terms. However, this marriage too came to naught. It was a tragedy that
         the wounds they each had suffered destroyed their love because they had a union that
         might well have been a rich and successful marriage. Let us hear what they each have
         to say about their marriage, which may illuminate further Bergman’s wounds remaining
         from his traumatized infancy.
      

      
      In an interview in 2001, forty-two years after their marriage, Käbi Laretei gives
         a vivid picture of what their marriage was like.
      

      
         As a husband . . . Bergman needed reassurance and pampering. Children would threaten
            that security. There were too much misunderstandings when I was on trips with him
            wanting me to ring him. . . . He was always thinking I was unfaithful.
         

         
         There was a great longing in him for security—for someone who took care [of him] and
            was secure, . . . I was scared to death [to marry him]. I thought we don’t know each
            other that well. Can we really live together? He was very dependent to build up something
            he had had as a child—a bourgeois [life] with a maid who was cooking and so on. .
            . . Meanwhile he was so devoted to his profession that there was little space for
            a conventional bourgeois family life. Ironically, . . . he had so many families and
            children to provide for that he could not afford to take time off to act the model
            father.[2]    
         

      

      In The Magic Lantern, Bergman tells his side of the story.
      

      
         I had suddenly become successful, earning money, and my neurosis about financially
            supporting my various families relaxed its hold. I had wearied of my bohemian existence
            and married Käbi Laretei. We moved into a handsome villa . . . where I intended to
            live a well-organized bourgeois life. It was all a new and heroic production which
            rapidly turned into a new and heroic disaster, two people chasing after identity and
            security . . . which they accepted in their great need to please each other. The masks
            quickly cracked and fell to the ground in the first storm and neither had the patience
            to look at the other’s face. Both shouted with averted eyes: look at me, look at me,
            but neither saw.[3]    
         

         
         Käbi . . . loved the theatre. I loved music. Through our marriage, we destroyed each
            other’s loves, once so naively and spontaneously emotional. At a concert, I would
            turn to Käbi, filled with happiness. She would look at me skeptically. “Did you really think that was good?” The same misery at the theatre. What she liked, I disliked and vice-versa.
            Nowadays we are the best of friends.[4]    
         

      

      Why did they have to deliberately destroy their love in this way? When two people
         love music and the theater—and each other—at a concert they tend to share this love
         by glancing into each other’s eyes. The love that passes from soul to soul enhances
         the music and enhances their love, binding them more deeply to each other. Apparently
         neither of them could tolerate this almost orgasmic penetration of themselves.
      

      
      As we read on we will hear Liv Ullmann describing a similar situation. Bergman could
         not relax beside her in bed at night. After the gratification of sexual union in which
         two people temporarily become one, he had to pull away to avoid some deadly disaster.
         His tense body beside her kept her awake. Does Bergman clarify this for us in Frost’s
         dream in Sawdust and Tinsel? Since this dream is a partial answer to our mystery, I will repeat it.
      

      
         I dreamed Alma came to me and said: “Poor Frost, you look tired and sad. Wouldn’t
            you like to rest awhile? . . . I’ll make you small like a little unborn child . .
            . You can climb into my womb and sleep in peace. . . .” So I did as she said and crept
            into her womb, and I slept there so soundly and peacefully, rocked to sleep as if
            in a cradle. Then I got smaller and smaller, until at last I was just a tiny seed,
            and then I was gone.
         

      

      Were Käbi’s boundaries as permeable as Bergman’s? Was he terrified he would lose his
         identify—lose himself—if he merged with her? Would the oneness of love cause him to
         regress to the earliest of longings, the satisfaction of which he had been deprived
         of too soon? For an infant to disappear while nursing is bliss. But to be an adult
         whose identity is not solid, to “disappear” into another in loving, is to get smaller
         and smaller until only a tiny seed is left and then even the seed is gone. As we move
         on with the films yet to come we will see Bergman working through these terrors of
         disintegration so that he is finally able to immerse himself safely in love.
      

      
      When they were filming Winter Light several years later, Bergman confided in Vilgot Sjöman that all his relationships
         with women had been built on his need for mother love. “I’ve muddled up [my mother
         and my wives] for years and years. . . . I suppose that’s why for a time I unconsciously
         sought out younger women: merely to get as far away as possible from that tendency
         to mix things up.”[5]    
      

      
      Bergman escaped the pain of the relationship with Käbi by keeping busy. As director
         of the Royal Dramatic Theater and artistic director at the Swedish Film Industry,
         he worked from eight in the morning until eleven at night. In forty-two months, he
         produced seven plays and two films and wrote four scripts. “I remember feeling ill
         with anxiety, but at the same time a burning curiosity for each new day.”[6]     It was Bergman’s personal tragedy that when he got the woman he desired, the
         contentment he longed for seemed to turn into poison. His ulcer would flare up, and
         his spirits and self-confidence would plummet.
      

      
      Why was Bergman ill again? What had caused his spirits and his gift itself to plummet
         after such a soaring, beautiful, and successful work as The Virgin Spring? Was it the loss of his stable of Malmö actors who had been like a family to him,
         where his need to touch and be touched had been openly and safely gratified? Was it
         the awareness that he had again brought to his fourth venture into marriage his neurotic
         inhibitions and anxieties? The proximity to his parents may well have played a part.
         He and his mother in particular were frozen in their bitterness toward each other.
      

      
      With the fortitude and unwavering self-discipline he had learned from his father,
         Bergman forged ahead. But he could not discover the source of his despair. He kept
         looking for women to fill the hole that only he could learn to fill for himself. However,
         Bergman would not achieve that knowledge by seeing a psychiatrist or lying on an analytic
         couch. Beginning to recognize that he had to look to himself to find the answers,
         he set to work making use of his extraordinary intuition. He and his friends were
         discussing the use of one’s dreams in understanding themselves. Bergman flippantly
         said, “You need only to have read a psychology book at some time and then you can
         put it into practice.” Vilgot Sjöman comments to the reader, “Perhaps he overestimates
         the individual’s capacity for converting psychoanalytical theories into practical
         self-therapy.”[7]     This is true. Bergman is the only person I know who has analyzed himself so effectively.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In his next series of films, Bergman gradually works through to the hidden root of his inhibitions. As I indicated
         earlier, his method of self-analysis was through abreacting his childhood suffering
         by projecting his painful experiences into his characters who, in turn, projected
         that suffering into the audience. As painful as it was, the actresses and actors were
         able to live out Bergman’s unbearable anxieties, outrages, murderous hates, and fears
         of disintegration because they knew they were just playing a part in a film. To see
         that they were not overburdened with these feelings, he was careful to take frequent
         breaks and fill the time with jokes and laughter.
      

      
      This perspective will hopefully prepare you, the viewer, for the fact that it is painful
         to watch these films—to carry for a time Bergman’s pain and to live with your own
         anxieties of the past that are aroused. (And the films seldom give us that break for
         jokes and laughter.) You may find my discussion heavy as well. If so, take a break,
         then read on. Follow Bergman’s incredible journey out of his slough of despond and
         his painful, frustrating, guilt-ridden personal life—his prison—to a life relatively
         free from the restricting inhibitions he had had to live with in order to keep from
         destroying someone he loved. “Hatred” is the key word as Karin says in Through a Glass Darkly. As the films progress, we will see women expressing their hatred toward both men
         and women in totally destructive ways. We will see attempts at murder, and we will
         see actual murder as Bergman purges himself through his art. It becomes clear that
         much of Bergman’s hurtful behavior toward his wives and children was, in part, out
         of his need to protect them from more serious aggressions. His ability to love and
         to regulate himself had grown considerably since the time he was a “murderous” child.
         Now, like Virginia Woolf, he was pulling back his hands to keep from hurting those
         he loved.
      

      
      Daring to expose himself in his films, Bergman actually murdered no one; he freed
         himself, and in the process he used his genius to create incomparable works of art.
         So if his films tend to scare you away, look at the lighting, contemplate the incredible
         skill of assembling the story into a coherent whole, note the beautiful still lifes—the
         tesserae of a mosaic—that are interspersed throughout the dark dramas. (This is Bergman’s
         way of giving us a break!) Then use your curiosity to try to figure out why these
         characters are behaving in such cruel ways.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Despite their ongoing personal problems, Käbi very much enriched Bergman’s life. Being
         an artist herself, she contributed a great deal to his thinking and planning. It was
         her idea to start making chamber plays with small casts: producing a string quartet
         rather than a symphony. Through a Glass Darkly was dedicated to her. Sjöman quotes Bergman: “It all began very romantically between
         us, awfully romantically. Then we changed together. The romance passed; now it’s something
         else that binds us together. Something else, something much more real.”[8]    
      

      
      As a consequence, Bergman’s spirits and self-confidence lifted and he moved ahead
         to one of the most productive periods of his life. In April 1960, at the Royal Opera
         House, Bergman directed Igor Stravinsky’s opera The Rake’s Progress, for which the poet W. H. Auden had written the words. It was a great success. Stravinsky,
         who was a friend of Käbi’s, was in the audience. Winter Light (1961–1962) grew out of Stravinsky’s Psalm Symphony, and The Silence (1963) out of Bartok’s Concerto for Orchestra. Bach creates the mood for many of
         Bergman’s films. And Beethoven’s joyful chorus from his Ninth Symphony begins and
         ends To Joy. Bergman always loved music, and he played the piano and cello himself.
      

      
      His marriage to Käbi lasted ten years, from 1959 to 1969, but six years into the marriage
         he began a relationship with actress Liv Ullmann while filming Persona. However, his friendship with Käbi continued. In the summers, she often lived and
         practiced in a little cottage near his island home.
      

       

      * * *

      
      At the age of forty, Bergman was beginning to question more thoroughly his religious
         beliefs and his relationship with God. In the process he was coming to terms with
         his childhood feelings about his father and his father’s relationship with God. And
         lying under the surface of Through a Glass Darkly is the suggestion that he is also trying to understand his severe problem of intimacy.
         Can there possibly be a God who would stand by and allow a father to be responsible
         for his children’s anguish?
      

      
      In Images (1990) Bergman wrote,
      

      
         Through a Glass Darkly was a desperate attempt to present a simple philosophy: God is love, and love is
            God. A person surrounded by Love is also surrounded by God. . . . The terrible thing
            about the film is that it offers a horrendously revealing portrait of the creator
            and the condition he was in at the start of the film, both as a man and as an artist.[9]    
         

      

      David, the father in the film, speaks for Bergman as he expresses his guilt at having
         put his art ahead of the needs of his children.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Paul writes in one of his letters to the church in Corinth,

      
         When I was a child, I spake as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child:
            but when I became a man I put away childish things.
         

         
         For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in part;
            but then shall I know even as I am also known.
         

         
         And now, abideth faith, hope, charity, these three; but the greatest of these is charity.
            (1 Corinthians 13:11–13)
         

      

      Through a Glass Darkly  is a string quartet: four voices expressing the artist’s suffering from four different
         points of view. We do not listen to one of Beethoven’s late quartets and go quickly
         on to the next. We listen again and again. The more familiar the music becomes, the
         deeper our souls are stirred, the more we share Beethoven’s loneliness and sorrow
         as his life draws to a close. We also know his incomparable joy as he works his way
         toward a hopeful resolution by somehow magically turning his anguish into a profound
         beauty.
      

      
      I suggest you approach Bergman’s next series of films leading up to and including
         Persona in the same way. Each time you watch them, you will penetrate another layer of meaning
         as you identify with each of the characters in their psychological dilemmas. You will
         glimpse the problems Bergman himself was seeking answers to. You will have to decide
         whether the solutions each of the characters finds are the only possible ones for
         them. To start you on your journey, I will summarize Through a Glass Darkly in some detail.
      

      
      Bach’s haunting cello music—full of portent—opens the film. Clouds reflected in the
         sea begin to disintegrate before our eyes. Four chattering people emerge from the
         water to a rocky island. As they prepare dinner, we sense tension: competition between
         David, the father, who has just returned from Switzerland where he was writing a novel,
         and Martin, husband of David’s daughter Karin. The celebration of David’s return soon
         turns to anguish because he plans to leave again. Minus, David’s seventeen-year-old
         son, calls David to task for breaking his promise to stay with them during the summer
         holidays. Karin, equally disappointed, turns her attention to trying to ease her father’s
         guilt and his disappointment in himself. Minus confesses to his sister, longing in
         his voice, “I wish I could talk to Papa just once. He is so wrapped up in himself.”[10]    
      

      
      Karin has been ill but is in remission because of the electric shock treatments she
         has received. She begins to tease Minus in a flirtatious way. “Keep away from me,”
         he says. “Stop hugging and kissing me! Stop bathing half-naked. You disgust me. It
         makes me feel like a skinned rabbit.”
      

      
      Karin has withdrawn from her husband, and yet she needs him. She wakes early, goes
         to a room upstairs, stands close to the wall, and listens carefully. The early morning
         sunlight is sparkling on the leafy-figured wallpaper as if the paper were a living
         forest. Karin falls to her knees and massages her thighs in a sexual way. (For the
         moment, she has returned to her psychotic world. The sexual feelings she has withdrawn
         from her husband in her illness are not dead; they are still alive in her psychosis.)
      

      
      She goes to her father’s desk and reads in his diary that her illness is incurable
         and that her father has been recording the course of her illness to use in his writing.
         Horrified, she seeks out her husband for comfort.
      

      
      The men go off in a boat to buy supplies. Karin again teases her brother about girls.
         He spits in her face. Calming down, he says, “I wonder if everyone is caged in. You
         in your cage and I in mine.” She takes him to her secret room. “Each morning I’m woken
         by someone calling me . . . a voice . . . from behind the wallpaper.” There she will
         enter a bright, peaceful room that feels safe. “Everyone is waiting for him to come but no one seems anxious.” She cries. “It is God who will reveal himself.”
      

      
      She tells her brother that she is turning away from her husband, that she has to choose,
         and she has chosen “the others.” She has sacrificed Martin. Minus is stunned and suggests
         they go for a swim. As he goes out the door, Karin’s psychotic self rejects him too.
         She shouts in an angry voice, “Stop that! Get out!”
      

      
      On the boat, Martin is attacking David: “Your callousness is perverse. You’re always
         on the look for subjects. Your daughter’s insanity! . . . Write your book . . . then
         you won’t have sacrificed your daughter in vain.” When David asks Martin if he hasn’t
         wished that Karin would die, Martin is horrified. David then tells him that he attempted
         suicide while in Switzerland and was saved because the transmission gave out just
         before the car went over the cliff. “From the void in me something was born that I
         can’t . . . name, a love for Karin and Minus.”
      

      
      Karin has hidden in a wrecked boat where the water is rising ominously. Minus finds
         her apparently still in a psychotic state because, ignoring all natural incestuous
         prohibitions, she gives in to her sexual needs and her awareness of his sexual frustration
         by seducing him.
      

      
      Sane again, she apologizes. When the men come, she wants to talk to Papa alone. “I
         want to stay at the hospital now. . . . I can’t live in two worlds. I have to choose.
         I can’t keep going back and forth between one and another. It can’t go on.” When she
         is asked what can’t go on, she says, “The hatred! I didn’t do it of my free will.
         A voice told me what to do.”
      

      
      She hates her world of reality that must be filled with hate in her relationship with
         her schizophrenic mother and hate for her narcissistic father which she cannot consciously
         acknowledge as Minus can because she is the one who has been chosen to protect her
         father’s narcissistic vulnerability.
      

      
      Karin’s psychotic expectation is that behind the wallpaper exists a loving world and
         a loving mother/God and father/God who will welcome her with smiling faces. But after
         her sexual intrusion on her brother, she knows it is too dangerous to continue to
         live in both worlds. Her hatred of herself for what she has done in following the
         voice’s advice leads her to make this decision. Her reawakened conscience tells her
         she cannot continue to exist in both worlds because she is in danger of destroying
         those she loves: her brother, her husband, and her father. This decision to enter
         the “other” world does not mean that Karin will find the bright, peaceful world free
         from anxiety that she anticipates. But her struggle with her hatred will be within
         herself unless she lapses into the nothingness of catatonia.
      

      
      Her father apologizes, telling her that he abandoned her when she became ill by going
         to Switzerland because he couldn’t go through what he had suffered when her mother
         was ill. It makes him sick to think what he has sacrificed for his so-called art.
         “I first became successful at the time your mother died. It meant more to me than
         her death. I was secretly rejoicing, and yet I loved your mother in my own confused
         way.” Karin, still the parenting child, says, “Poor little Papa.”
      

      
      Seemingly completely back to her normal self, she goes to the house to pack, but instead
         she sneaks off to the room of the “others.” “I came as quietly as I could but it wasn’t
         easy. There were many who would stop me. . . . They say he is to be here any minute.” She kneels with hands in prayer. As a helicopter ambulance
         drops down from the sky, the closet door opens. She screams and runs down the stairs.
         They hold her struggling and terrified as Martin gives her an injection. She tells
         them that instead of God, a spider came out of the closet. “I saw his face. It was
         a terrible stony face. He crawled up and tried to force himself into me. But I defended
         myself. The whole time I saw his eyes. They were cold and calm. . . . I have seen
         God!”
      

      
      After the helicopter ferries Karin away, Minus asks his father to give him some proof
         that God exists. “I can only give you a hint of my own hope. It’s knowing that love
         exists for real in the human world. . . . I don’t know if love is proof of God’s existence,
         or if love is God himself. . . . Suddenly the emptiness turns into abundance and despair
         into life.” As Minus leaves for a run, he says to himself, wonder in his voice, “Papa
         spoke to me!”
      

      
      The film was called a masterpiece. In April 1962 Harriet Andersson, who played the
         demanding role of Karin with incredible skill, accepted the Oscar for Bergman when
         Through a Glass Darkly was named Best Foreign Film of 1962.
      

      
      My first watching of the film was marred by my psychiatric curiosity. Was Karin’s
         illness a true picture of schizophrenia or some other more temporary psychosis? Watching
         the film again with my friend and colleague René Muller, who is well versed in the
         illness, we concluded that Bergman has portrayed in a remarkable way not only the
         illness itself but the reasons that lie behind a person’s decision to choose to live
         in the world of the “others” rather than the unbearable circumstances of real life.
         We don’t know why Karin found the intimacy of marriage intolerable. It was not because
         Martin did not love her or she him. Karin had a propensity for the disease because
         her mother had been similarly ill. We have to assume that her mother had problems
         in being close to her as an infant because the spider God had a stony face. (We may
         not understand what psychotic people say, but we who have worked with them know that
         what they say has meaning for them, and we need to try to understand that language.
         Often they are punishing themselves. Or they are planning attacks on those who were
         not there for them, like the veteran who was carrying around a stick wrapped in newspaper
         with which to hit me over the head because, in his delusions, he perceived me as his
         mother.) Was it a loving mother that Karin was seeking behind the wallpaper? It is
         very possible that as a child she had gone to that room to revel in her fantasies
         of finding a loving mother/God and father/God, just as young Bergman coped with his
         longing for a loving mother with an imagination so vivid that he often could not tell
         fantasy from reality.
      

      
      Though today we live in a world where schizophrenia is considered by most psychiatrists
         to be exclusively a brain disease and is treated primarily with medication, the tide
         is gradually returning to the awareness that severe early-childhood trauma plays a
         role in the lives of some people with schizophrenia, as was accepted as fact at the
         time Bergman wrote this script. It is very possible that Bergman knew of the work
         of Donald Winnicott in Great Britain in adapting psychoanalytic concepts in the psychotherapy
         of sicker patients. Bergman also may have read or heard of Swiss analyst Marguerite
         Sechehaye’s book Symbolic Realization, for it was published in 1950. In her work with patients with schizophrenia, she
         developed a method of psychoanalysis that emphasized the mothering aspects of treatment
         and aimed at healing as much as possible the damage done in the earliest stages of
         psychic development.
      

      
      Karin and Minus had the same mother. Why was Karin the one who became ill? From the
         beginning of the film, we see Minus’s ability to express his disappointment that his
         father is abandoning them again. He is able to be openly angry with him, to belittle
         him, to hold David’s nose to the grindstone. If Karin had been able to do the same,
         might that rage have saved her? When Bergman was later hospitalized with severe dissociation
         in 1976, it was only when he was finally able to feel his outrage at realizing that
         the Swedish government was literally out to destroy him that he found the strength
         to go into exile and to resume his creative life. Karin could not know her rage—her
         role in the family had been to empathize and sympathize with her father and her mother
         as well. But in the “other” world, she discovered how full of hatred she was: she
         had actually seduced her beloved brother. And God was full of hate too. When he appeared
         out of the closet, he was not a kind parent/God. He was a spider with a stony face
         who would have eviscerated her—consumed her very being—as both parents had done psychologically
         in their struggles to survive.
      

      
      Contemplating this film created by a master observer, we can recognize that the processes
         that a psychotic person uses to get through life as safely as possible are not that
         different from those employed by those of us more fortunate, those of us who are just
         neurotic and normal people who still must protect themselves from the dangers lying
         outside or within themselves.
      

      
      We are all made up of a bundle of selves that, under normal circumstances, are glued
         together into one whole self. We are seldom aware of the complex ways these various
         selves function to help us get through life as productively, satisfactorily, and pleasurably
         as possible. One self automatically knows what is right or wrong. Another self alerts
         us when there is danger and helps us protect and defend ourselves, and so on. And
         we each have many compartments where we have hidden the memories of childhood traumatic
         experiences. My patients will say, “I had a happy childhood,” and they are accurate
         in that that is the part of their lives they remember. Yet they come to treatment
         crippled with neuroses that often take years of therapy to heal, years before my patients
         who suffer the neuroses can truly accept that they are not condemned to hell for eternity
         because, as a child, circumstances were such that in their terror and rage at their
         parents, they believed they were responsible for a parent’s literal or psychic death.
      

      
      Bergman knew all about these various selves in himself. He spoke openly about his
         unneurotic, professional self and his neurotic, personal self. Instead of finding
         the answers in a psychoanalyst’s office, however, he gradually opened many of the
         locked compartments in his unconscious mind through the creation of his films. In
         the later years of his life, he was much less restricted by his neuroses thanks to
         his own personal form of therapy—his art.
      

      
      Bergman was never psychotic, though he was vulnerable to periods of depression and
         psychosomatic illness. At times he was very close to suicide. It was puzzling and
         extremely distressing for him to find himself acting in ways that he did not approve
         of and yet could not control. This is similar to Karin hearing a voice telling her
         to do things she does not approve of. Bergman’s characters in Through a Glass Darkly are so accurately drawn because of his astute observation of himself and of other
         people and his intuitive ability to make use of his genius to take flights into his
         own unconscious mind.
      

      
      There are those who feel that the ending of the film when David finally talks to his
         son Minus is weak. But what David says about God is pretty much what Bergman believed.
         And Bergman’s advice about love should be taken into account by all relatives of patients
         who suffer. Minus asks, “Papa, if it is as you say then Karin is surrounded by God
         since we all love her. Can that help her?” The answer is “Yes.” She has not lost who
         she is; she is in hiding to safeguard others from herself. Martin will stand by her,
         as will Minus and her father, if they can recognize that to be pushed away is not
         meant literally but is only an expression of a lifetime of pent-up rage that needs
         to be acknowledged as valid.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In creating this film, Bergman was preparing himself for a reunion with his parents.
         Karin lovingly shares her intense yearning to go into her peaceful world behind the
         wallpaper with her brother Minus, but as he leaves her, she angrily dismisses him:
         “Get out!” This is Bergman’s early relationship with his mother: times of intimacy
         in bed with her, and then an icy “Get out!” And Minus’s delight, “Father talked to
         me!” is Bergman’s reminder to himself of his constant longing for his father ever
         since he exiled his parents to Siberia when he was in his early twenties. However,
         by stubbornly punishing them for the damage they had caused him, he had frozen himself
         in his own Siberia.
      

      
      Now Bergman was back in Stockholm. His mother was appealing for his return. His parents
         were getting old and needed his assistance; his brother lived in Greece and was seriously
         handicapped with the progressive muscular degeneration he had inherited; his sister
         was married and living in England. And—because they were his parents—they knew that
         their son needed them. Before they died, they wanted an opportunity to apologize to
         him as David did to Karin. They knew that their son could not heal himself as long
         as he could not understand why they had been as they were, as long as he could not
         understand that they were fallible human beings who had had their own childhood misfortunes.
         In his heart, Bergman knew this as well. He had been making notes in his diary for
         Through a Glass Darkly over a considerable period of time before he wrote the script—girding his loins for
         the reunion with his parents.
      

      
      The same year Through a Glass   Darkly was released, his mother had her first heart attack. From that time on, Bergman began
         to spend more time with his parents as they aged. “Gradually they were transformed
         into human beings of normal proportions, and the infantile, bitter hatred was dissolved
         and disappeared. Then we were able to meet in a mood of affection and mutual understanding.”[11]    
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      Chapter 10

      Exploring the Strange Country

      
         
         
      

      
      
         I live at the edge of a very strange country.—Ingmar Bergman, interview with Gunnar
            Bergdahl for the Gothenburg Film Festival, 1971
         

      

      The reunion with his mother and Bergman’s beginning acceptance of his parents as normal
         but flawed human beings set the stage for Winter Light (1961–1963), a film in which Bergman continues his exploration of his religious beliefs.[1]     The story of Pastor Tomas Ericsson’s travails takes place between 12:00 and 3:00
         on a cold, gray, snowy Sunday, beginning at communion in one church and resuming in
         another. The outdoor scenes were shot in Dalarna where Bergman had spent the summers
         of his childhood, and the interiors were shot in a church constructed in the studio
         to resemble the old churches he and his father had visited when he was creating the
         film.
      

      
      On viewing Winter Light for the first time, we are engrossed by the moving story. On second viewing, we become
         aware of the delicacy of the lighting; the lack of shadows; the gentle gliding of
         the camera as it moves in to concentrate on the actors’ faces; and the subtle, bilaterally
         symmetrical framing of the church interiors by cinematographer Sven Nykvist. Occasionally
         a gem of a still life has been inserted by Bergman and Ulla Ryghe.
      

      
      Solemn in his formal attire, Pastor Tomas Ericsson begins the communion service: “Our
         Lord Jesus Christ, on the night he was betrayed, took bread, gave thanks, broke it,
         gave it to his disciples saying, ‘Take and eat, this is my body which is given up
         for you. Do this in remembrance of me.’” After the Lord’s Prayer, the few congregants
         rise for a hymn. Jonas, a tall, sober man, hangs his head as he holds the hymnal for
         his wife. A mother quiets her little girl. The scant audience includes Märta, a woman
         looking serious in a secular way. A loud chord on the organ brings the service to
         an end.
      

      
      A conversation in the pastor’s office takes place before a huge crucifix. The pastor
         is ill and his staff is conciliatory. As the verger counts the few coins, he expresses
         his concern that the pastor is living alone. “Why don’t you ask Märta Lundberg? She
         is dying to help you out.” Although the verger shows compassion for the pastor, the
         pastor treats him with subtle distain. Jonas and his wife appear. He is seriously
         depressed because he read that the Chinese are brought up to hate, and it is only
         a matter of time before they have the atom bomb. The pastor is so troubled himself
         that he looks down and mutters, “We must trust in God.” Jonas sees that the pastor
         can be of no help.
      

      
      As the pastor leans his head on the windowsill in his worry about Jonas and his own
         despair, Märta arrives with warm coffee. Not understanding why he is so seriously
         frightened and upset, she attempts to comfort him in an effusive, intrusive way, kissing
         and patting him as if he were a tiny child. He resents it, yet the little boy in him
         responds. He tries to explain his encounter with Jonas and his own concern about God’s
         silence. “I could only spout drivel and yet I had the feeling that each word was decisive.”
      

      
      When Jonas returns, Tomas, as a professional, realizes that the man is depressed and
         suicidal, yet he cannot use his skills to explain to Jonas that he has an illness
         that can be helped, that he needs to go into a psychiatric clinic to protect himself.
         Because of his own despair, Tomas’s attention shifts from his parishioner to himself,
         and he describes his own wish not to live after the death of his wife five years earlier.
         “You see, I’m no good as a clergyman. I put my faith in an improbable, fatherly God,
         one who loved mankind, me most of all. . . . If there is no God, would it really make
         any difference. . . . What a relief. Then death would be a snuffing out of life, the
         dissolution of body and soul.” Jonas walks out and goes to the river, where he shoots
         himself.
      

      
      After Jonas leaves, the pastor opens a letter he has received from Märta. The camera
         focuses on Märta’s face as she reads her long letter to the audience. “We find it
         difficult to talk to each other. We’re both rather shy and tend to retreat into sarcasm.
         . . . We have lived together for two years in the face of our emotional poverty, our
         caresses and our clumsy attempts to evade the lack of love between us.” Their physical
         relationship had come to an end because she had developed a severe case of eczema,
         which he found repugnant. When he wouldn’t pray for her to recover, she did so herself,
         “Praying for clarity of mind . . . I realized that I loved you . . . but lacked the
         capacity to show you my love.” Tomas folds the letter with a sigh.
      

      
      On the way to a 3:00 service at another church, Tomas and Märta stop at her home for
         aspirin. There is a hurtful exchange between them indicating the total lack of empathy
         they have for each other. She doesn’t realize that he is terribly upset that God deserted
         him and that this has resulted in Jonas’s death. She also doesn’t realize that he
         is incapable of love because he has never grieved for his wife. He in turn doesn’t
         understand that she is awkward in her ways of loving but that she truly cares for
         him. As she tries to caress him, he explodes,
      

      
         I don’t want you. . . . I’m tired of your loving care, your fussing, your good advice.
            . . . I’m fed up with your shortsightedness, your clumsy hands, your anxiousness.
            . . . You force me to occupy myself with your physical condition, your poor digestion,
            your rashes, your periods, your frostbitten cheeks. . . . I do not love you because
            I love my wife. When she died, so did I. . . . I loved her and she was everything
            you could never be but insist on trying to be.
         

      

      Märta takes off her glasses and rubs her eyes as she cries. There is a slight smile
         on her face as she fights back: “You’re all fuzzy and your face is just a white blob.
         You’re not really real.”
      

      
      Despite this brutal confrontation, Tomas asks her to come with him. As she is driving,
         we see their stony faces. Breaking the silence, he mutters, “It was my parents’ dream
         that I become a clergyman.” When they arrive at the church they walk separately, she
         going on ahead.
      

      
      The crippled churchwarden has a word with the pastor. With an angelic yet obsequious
         manner, he is trying in a metaphorical way to speak to the pastor’s pain as well as
         hoping to call to his attention his hurtful, dismissive nature.
      

      
         Once when I complained about my pains keeping me up nights, you suggested that I read.
            . . . I began with the gospels . . . the passion of Christ, his suffering. Wouldn’t
            you say that the focus of his suffering is all wrong; this emphasis on physical pain?
            . . . In my humble way I have suffered as much physical pain as Jesus and his torment
            was rather brief, some four hours, I gather. I feel he was tormented far worse on
            another level. . . . Just think of Gethsemane, Pastor. Christ’s disciples fell asleep.
            They hadn’t understood the meaning of the last supper or anything. And when the servants
            of the law appeared, they ran away. Peter denied him. Christ had known his disciples
            for three years. They lived together day in and day out, but they never grasped what
            he meant. . . . They abandoned him down to the last man. . . . That must have been
            painful to realize that no one understands, to be abandoned when you need someone
            to rely on. . . . But the worst was yet to come. When Jesus was nailed to the cross
            and hung there in torment, he cried out, “God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”
            He cried out as loud as he could. He thought that his heavenly father had abandoned
            him. He believed everything he had preached was a lie. He thought his father had abandoned
            him. Surely that must have been the most monstrous suffering of all. I mean God’s
            silence. Isn’t that true, Vicar?
         

      

      The pastor, listening attentively, mutters, “Yes, yes,” and makes the decision to
         go on with the service even though no congregants have appeared. The organist arrives
         and has a private word with Märta.
      

      
         So how are you doing? That pastor you’re running after isn’t worth much. Märta, for
            your own sake you can leave this place, so get out as quickly as you can. Everything
            [here] is in the grip of decay. Take me, for instance. Remember when I used to arrange
            musical soirées on that pile of junk upstairs? I gave concerts. And the things Tomas
            achieved! People actually attended church, but his wife was his undoing. My old galoshes
            knew human nature better than Tomas did. He only had eyes for her. He was utterly
            smitten. So much for the love story. God is love and love is God. Love proves the
            existence of God. Love is a real force for mankind. You see, I know the drill. I’ve
            been an attentive listener to the pastor’s outpourings. Bye, bye you old turtle dove.
            Get out when you can.
         

      

      Hearing the service bell, Märta, the nonbeliever, kneels down to pray. “If only we
         could feel safe and dare to show each other tenderness. If only he had some truth
         to believe in.” The organ begins the service. The pastor goes to the altar and kneels
         in prayer. Then he turns to the audience of three people and recites, “Holy, holy,
         holy is the Lord of Hosts. The whole earth is full of his glory.”
      

       

      * * *

      
      Vilgot Sjöman, former student of Bergman and young colleague, recorded the entire
         process of the making of Winter Light, which became the book L136: Diary   with Ingmar Bergman (1978). In 2003 a DVD was made from the recordings.[2]     Bergman says, “It’s both religious and a love story. The film speaks about my
         own doubt and anguish on the subject. I need to express these things.” He looked back
         on  Winter Light with satisfaction.
      

      
      When he was first pulling together his ideas for the film, he didn’t know how he would
         resolve Tomas’s religious doubts and bring the film to an end. He asked his elderly
         father to accompany him as he visited an old church in Uppland north of Stockholm.
         There were only several elderly women in the congregation. The minister arrived but
         was ill and the service was to be cut short. His fragile pastor father, cane in hand,
         limped forward and volunteered to conduct the communion. In spiritual matters, one
         does one’s duty. Bergman’s father read his son’s script three times and understood
         the ending.
      

      
      What he was meant to understand from the film was that his son understood him—and
         was appealing to be understood in turn. Underlying God’s silence is the remoteness
         of Tomas’s father (and of Erik Bergman). At one point in the script (which did not
         make it into the film), when the ache of Tomas’s spiritual emptiness is especially
         acute, Tomas speaks of awakening with terror one night in his boyhood.
      

      
         I got out of bed, ran round all the rooms looking for Father. But the house was empty.
            I shouted and screamed, but no one answered. So I dressed as well as I could and ran
            down to the shore, all the time screaming and crying for Father. I’d been left without
            Father and Mother in a completely dead world. I was sick with terror. Father sat up
            and watched over me all night. Father and Mother wanted me to become a minister—and
            I did as they wished.[3]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      Does this help us in any way with the puzzlement we feel at the end of the film? We
         have watched three hours in the lives of a pastor and his mistress. Why is the pastor
         struggling so with the silence of God? Why is he so dismissive and critical of his
         verger and churchwarden? Why is he so caught up in his own anguish that he contributes
         to his parishioner’s suicide? Why is he so cruel and destructive to his schoolteacher
         mistress?
      

      
      Only in the last few minutes do we learn from the organist that Tomas has not always
         been this way. As a young man he loved his work and attracted people to his congregation.
         Only after he married a woman he passionately loved did he begin to lose interest
         in his profession. His assistants feel compassion for him, but at the same time, they
         are angry because he is responsible for the decay of their religion.
      

      
      Bergman wrote in Images (1990) that Tomas
      

      
         exists beyond love, actually beyond all human relations. His hell, because he truly
            lives in hell, is that he recognizes his situation. Together with his wife, he has
            maintained a kind of fiction. The fiction is “God is love, and love is God.” . . .
            His wife contracts cancer and their suffering deepens their relationship. . . .Then
            his wife dies and his life dies with her.[4]    
         

      

      Märta entered his life because he needed a sexual partner and a mothering partner
         as well. But she could not support his religious belief. When she developed an extensive
         case of eczema, Tomas was repulsed. But could it have been the other way around? Was
         there something about him that repulsed her? Developing this psychosomatic disease
         was a powerful way of saying “Don’t touch me!” And yet the awkward, intrusive way
         in which she touched him was also driving him away. What we have to conclude is that
         Tomas and Marta are two needy come-here-go-away people. Could it be that the tragic
         mistake Tomas made with Jonas and the cruel outpouring of his hatred toward Märta
         served as some sort of catharsis for the pastor? Did this wake him up enough to go
         on with the service?
      

      
      We would like to think that Märta’s finally grasping the degree to which her awkwardness
         was destroying their relationship would enable her to stop intruding on his need for
         time alone and make possible a resurgence of their love. This was her prayer: “If
         only we could feel safe and dare to show each other tenderness. If only he had some
         truth to believe in.” Although a nonbeliever, she prays to the God inside herself
         for the strength to stand by Tomas so that he can reunite his disintegrating self,
         regain his self-respect, and recapture a sense of meaning in his life.
      

      
      Bergman told Sjöman that it is Märta who carries in her the seed of a new image of
         God. She’s the one who has the will and drive for life, and she will pass this on
         to Tomas. Though his congregation is essentially gone, he still has his helpers: the
         verger, the churchwarden, and the organist who care about him, who are concerned about
         him, and who are praying for his recovery and the return of the congregation.
      

      
      The translation of the Swedish name for the film is “The Communicants.” Winter Light expresses Bergman’s conclusion that God lies in the community of people. Creating
         Winter Light forced him to tear apart his whole idea that God is love and love is God. Bergman
         told Sjöman, “Now I’ve tried to find one that is broader, a more direct and clearer
         idea of God. . . . I had to purge myself and very painfully, too, of that old idea
         of God [as a] father-son-like relationship. A God of one’s own creation, a God of
         security. Deep down, this is what the film is about.”[5]

      
      Creating Winter Light also loosened Bergman’s repression enough to help him advance a step further in understanding
         why he could not remain in a long-term relationship. During the shooting of the film
         he had two complicated dreams in which the dream was “working for me to separate my
         mother and my wife.” Sjöman describes a piece of the dream: “He runs down the stairs,
         back up again, throws his arms around a woman’s knees—and this woman at one moment
         is his wife Käbi, at the next his mother. Then she’s Käbi again. And then his mother
         again.”[6]

      
      What Berman is beginning to realize is that when his passion subsides, his love turns
         cold because, unconsciously, his partner has become his mother. He withdraws from
         the relationship not only because of incestuous feelings, but because the resurgence
         of his childhood love/hate feelings toward his mother might lead him to act out his
         hatred and hurt the woman he loves.
      

      
      On his Winter Light manuscript, Bergman had written “SDG,” which he found on Bach’s compositions, SDG
         standing for Soli Dei Gloria (To God alone be the glory). “Perhaps it’s presumptive
         of me but feel I have done this for the glory of God.”[7] So we can conclude that for Bergman, God lay not only in the community of people
         but in his own art.
      

      
      The creating of Winter Light helped Bergman move forward in his dealing with his religious confusion and pain,
         but since so much of the problem had deep roots in his childhood anxieties, it was
         a painful process. During the shooting of the film in December 1962, work had to be
         suspended because Bergman developed a severe throat infection. While he was in the
         hospital, his mind busied itself with ideas for his next film, The Silence. Not only did his creativity jump in to help him get better, it served as an integrating
         glue so that he could hold himself together while he was healing from this daring
         excursion into his intense longing for his father as a child. And at the time Winter Light was created, his father’s approval was still very important to him. He needed so
         much to be valued for who he truly was.
      

      
      Through the creation of Winter Light, Bergman came to recognize how essential communication with like people gives meaning
         to life and makes it possible to live and thrive even in the ever-present danger of
         extinction. Bergman did not actively reject the church. When he needed to be alone,
         it was natural for him to seek refuge in a church. Here in the quiet holiness he could
         let his mind wander. He could find comfort and peace, he could search for answers,
         he could allow his mind to open up to new threads for his next film.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In Ingmar Bergman Makes a Movie, Bergman, at forty-three, looks young, open faced, and very thoughtful, and there
         is no sign of the melancholy in his eyes. But although he was the one being filmed,
         he was in control of the filming. If he was unhappy with a take, it was shot again.
         In Ingmar Bergman   Interviews, edited by Raphael Schargel, Sjöman describes Bergman’s appearance.
      

      
         At times IB looks quite Asiatic. Eyes and lips gleam as he looks down on his co-workers
            from a height—conscious of position and psychological power. A smile like that on
            an Indian god’s image. The sharp eye-teeth; the dark-green copper tints of the skin
            of his face. At other times he is helplessly serious, as appealing as a child; with
            all of his sensitivity laid bare. As now when he talks of religion, his face softens
            with seriousness. I catch a glimpse of both torment and the need of honesty.[8]

      

      
      In the informal interchange between Sjöman and Bergman during the filming of Winter Light, we have the unique opportunity of viewing the creation of a film through the artist’s
         eyes. Bergman speaks of the use of silence to “hit” the audience. Silence occurs at
         the beginning when Tomas is praying. This break communicates to us the feeling of
         suffocating loneliness that has fallen upon the pastor. The camera concentrates on
         his sad and empty eyes.
      

      
      We witness Bergman’s relationship with his actors. He had known Ingrid Thulin and
         Gunnar Björnstrand for years. He uses them as an artist molds clay. Over and over
         again the three of them work together on the scene where Tomas collapses on the windowsill.
         Finally they get it right, and three minutes of the film have been captured. Between
         shots, Bergman sees to it that there is time for relaxation, for fun and laughter.
         Although Björnstrand was actually ill at the time of the shooting, Bergman pushed
         him to continue, under the surveillance of a physician. The part of the troubled Tomas
         was particularly difficult for Björnstrand to play because he was a Catholic and a
         committed socialist. He remained one of Bergman’s most loyal actors. In The Making of Fanny and Alexander (1982–1986), we will see a man we have grown to love struggling to hang on to his
         lines as he balances on a wooden horse in his last performance.
      

      
      It is hard to envision the amount of time and energy a film consumes. As Bergman has
         described many times, the first ideas appear in his mind from something he observes,
         which he then notes down in his diary. Gradually the story coalesces, like snow around
         a snowflake. When he is ready to start a new film, he has a number of subjects from
         which to choose, and the chosen one will be well on its way before he has to face
         what is thrown at him by the critics and public about his previous film. With his
         mind on his new work, his anxiety and humiliation are reduced. He never went to a
         premiere, but on Saturday he would mingle with the crowd, picking up their responses.
         For Bergman the project was not complete until the last piece fell into place, that
         piece being how the audience had absorbed his message. Sjöman’s DVD captures a number
         of the faces of the people and their feelings as they leave the theater.[9]

      
      After the ideas for a film were finally assembled, it was time to write the script.
         For Bergman, this was painful, and only by keeping to his rigid discipline did he
         manage to get through it. After a producer agreed to invest in the film, Bergman scouted
         for locations. The sets were built, and weeks of rehearsals preceded the final shooting.
         In the DVD, we watch the repeated working out of one scene amid the clutter of church
         walls as they are hoisted into place, the lights arranged so there are few shadows,
         and so on. The shooting of Winter Light took fifty-three days—the time allotted to Bergman.
      

      
      Then came the editing, with Ulla Ryghe, who meticulously checked the 1.5 miles of
         film, frame by frame. Bergman suggested cuts and the shifting around of scenes until
         the story achieved a certain rhythm. “Little by little you knead this heavy bulky
         mass to create a clean, rhythmic dynamic line. Then the sounds are added which become
         the ‘music’ of the film, and then the actor’s voices. Copies made, at least 100 sent
         to the USA.”[10]

      
      Throughout this entire creative process requiring many entirely different skills,
         the director must constantly retain in his mind his total vision of the film. Bergman
         told Sjöman that the person who wrote the script is an entirely different person than
         the one who shoots the film.
      

      
      In his autobiography Images (1990) Bergman looks back.
      

      
         Winter Light represents . . . a moral victory and a departure. I have always been embarrassed
            by my need to please. My love for the audience has always been rather complicated,
            with strong elements of my fear of not being liked. . . . I still have painful memories
            of the reception of Sawdust and Tinsel. . . . With Winter Light I dismiss the religious debate. . . . The film is the tombstone over a traumatic
            conflict, which ran like an inflamed nerve throughout my conscious life. The images
            of God are shattered without my perception of Man as the bearer of a holy purpose
            being obliterated. The surgery had finally been completed.[11]

      

      
      Renouncing that conception of God was like coming out of prison. He began to accept
         life with all its greatness and its cruelty. Feeling a new self-confidence, he was
         then free to make films about other matters, and in the way he wanted.
      

      
      The Silence was based in part on a dream Bergman had when he had been in the hospital. For a
         time he thought of masking the older woman because he was afraid that that role was
         too close to himself. At the time the film opened in New York, the first reaction
         was that it was pornography. Even after the censors had done their work, the forthright
         dealing with sexual needs brought crowds to the theaters. The thoughtful people who
         stayed to fathom Bergman’s message of woman’s inhumanity to woman based on their own
         lives of emptiness and loneliness must have departed from the theater with a pain
         in the gizzard and a whirling head caused by the self-investigation the film inevitably
         invites.
      

      
      We will look at the plot of The Silence in considerable detail because it is such a significant film in Bergman’s movement
         toward his psychological improvement. As he indicated, the older sister’s loneliness
         is his own. The film is also one of his most powerful and beautifully constructed
         “quartets.” It begins in absolute silence as the initial credits roll by. In the heat
         of a railroad compartment, ten-year-old Johan is asleep. His mother’s arm lies loosely
         around his shoulders. She is seductively dressed but without animation or any expression
         of love. Across from them sits her sister, neatly dressed in a suit. Her body is constricted
         as if she is merely tolerating being alive. Johan stretches, goes over to his aunt,
         and asks her quietly what the foreign words on the window mean. His mother quickly
         interrupts their comfortable relating. The boy returns to his mother and puts his
         head in her lap.
      

      
      Ester, the aunt, coughs convulsively into a handkerchief. Johan is obviously concerned
         for her, but he dares not express it. He goes to the window and presses his hand against
         it as he watches a stream of tanks with long, protruding guns pass down the street
         of an unknown city with an unknown language.
      

      
      In this brief scene, Bergman has given us the essence of the story. Ester, who has
         become very ill, is grudgingly being cared for by her sister Anna. Johan is Anna’s
         possession. He must be pulled away from his aunt when she offers him a touch of life.
         Johan acquiesces to his mother because he has no choice; he is dependent on her for
         his very existence.
      

      
      In this strange city they stop at an old hotel because of Ester’s illness. “If I can
         rest now, we can leave tomorrow and be home Monday.” Anna responds, “Thank goodness
         for that.” “I know you’re glad,” Ester says acerbically. “Is it stuffy in here?” Anna:
         “So, so.” Ester: “Open the window then.” Ester is used to giving orders. The conversation
         is sparse and terse, the hostility barely suppressed. The war between them is underway.
      

      
      Johan watches as his mother takes off her clothes. He puffs out his cheeks and blows,
         expressing both his delight and anxiety about what is coming. When she asks him to
         scrub her back, he obeys. Then, regressing, he lays his head on her neck as if he
         were a little child. He loves her so much and is obviously sexually stimulated by
         her, yet he must sense that he is essentially being used as a substitute for the man
         who isn’t there. Giving him a brief smile, she announces naptime. He carefully turns
         his back to her bare-breasted body. Ester puts down her book, lights a cigarette and
         enters their room. Patting each of them gently on the head, she goes out the door
         with an angry slam because she is so completely left out of any family warmth. Looking
         out the window, she sees an emaciated horse pulling a heavily laden cart. Soon both
         she and the horse will be dead!
      

      
      Ester has a moment of pleasure when she and the elderly room-service waiter have a
         friendly, nonverbal conversation. They both recognize that the music playing on her
         radio is by Johann Sebastian Bach. After he leaves, she does a little dance and lies
         down on her bed. From above, we see her cup her breast and satisfy her lonely body
         by masturbating.
      

      
      Johan wakes. Sticking his cap gun in his waist, he goes on his manly adventures, exploring
         the maze of long hallways. He shoots a man who is on a ladder cleaning a chandelier.
         When the man frowns back, Johan puffs out his cheeks and blows. Perhaps his pretense
         is that he is a grown man. He gazes at a brightly lit painting of a satyr placing
         his hand on the inner thigh of a willing nymph. Johan seems to be wondering what this
         man-woman thing is really all about.
      

      
      He discovers a group of dwarfs talking in their room. When he shoots them, they pretend
         to die and invite him to join in their play. As they put a little girl’s dress on
         him, Johan’s grave face opens up in relaxed happiness, revealing that he still has
         a spark of uninhibited life within him. He has found playmates! He is no longer alone!
         When the boss-dwarf comes and breaks up the fun, Johan walks down the hall and defiantly
         urinates on the wall.
      

      
      Ester watches her sister in the next room readying herself for a sexual conquest.
         “Where are you going?” Anna: “I’m going out. What is it?” Ester: “Nothing.” Anna:
         “All right!” Not liking to be questioned by her older sister, Anna slams the door.
         Summarily cut off, Ester is thrown into a fit of coughing and panic. “This is humiliating.
         I won’t stand for it. I must keep my head. I’m known as a levelheaded person. Oh God,
         please let me die at home!” Totally disheveled, she is rescued by the waiter who helps
         her pull herself together. He hands her a mirror and a comb. She puts her hand on
         his arm in gratitude.
      

      
      While Ester is eating, Johan wanders in and joins her. With his mother safely out
         of the way, they have a meaningful conversation that reveals a little about the family
         functioning. He is to go directly to Granny’s house where he will stay through the
         winter and go to school. His mother will visit at times. His father is too busy to
         come. “Will you be there?” Ester dodges the question and reaches out to touch his
         cheek. He pulls away, but offers to draw her a picture instead. No one must touch
         him but his mother, but he loves his aunt and recognizes her anxiety and loneliness.
      

      
      Anna, who has made her conquest of the waiter in a nearby bar, returns with a spot
         on her dress. Ester smells the dress and walks out with an ironic smile. Anna sees
         the drawing her son has made for Ester. That is the last straw. She attacks her sister.
         “Mind your own business and don’t spy on me. To think I’ve been afraid of you!” When
         Ester hears the door close between their rooms, she is very angry and she grimaces
         in a strange, uncontrollable way.
      

      
      This vacation the two sisters are taking together must have set in motion a regression
         to the complicated feelings they had toward each other when they were children. Did
         Ester as the older child “possess” or “own” her sister Anna as Anna now “owns” her
         son? Was Ester reliant on this almost symbiotic attachment for her own survival? Now,
         all these years later, is Ester reliving the terror, the jealousy, and the desperate
         loneliness she felt when young Anna declared her independence as she grew into adolescence?
      

      
      After thinking it over, Ester tells her sister, “I think the two of you should leave
         tonight.” She then asks Johan to leave so she can talk privately with her sister.
         “Where have you been?” Anna: “Out for a walk.” Ester moves closer to her: “That was
         a long walk.” Anna: “I didn’t want to come back here. . . . Do you want to know all
         the details? . . . Remember that winter ten years ago when we stayed with Father in
         Lyon? I had been out with Claude. You interrogated me then too. You said that you
         would tell Father if I didn’t tell you every little detail.” Anna then proceeds to
         describe her recent sexual encounter with the waiter on the cold floor of a local
         church.
      

      
      Ester, defeated, goes back to bed. “Sit with me on the edge of the bed. Just for a
         moment. . . . Are you going to meet him? Please don’t, not tonight.” She smiles a
         slight, ingratiating smile, entreating her sister to stay with her. She then moves
         close, as if to kiss her sister on the cheek. Anna pulls away. “I have to go.” Ester
         is crestfallen.
      

      
      The man from the bar has been waiting in the hall. After a violent kissing exchange,
         they go into a room. Johan lies outside the door. What the boy hears is more than
         he can deal with. He tries to read a book, throws it down, then obsessively walks
         a pattern he is creating on the floor. Listening at the door again, he walks away
         defeated. Returning to Ester’s room, he finds her lying on her back breathing heavily.
         Her fist is tightly clenched. He opens the window only to discover that danger is
         threatening from without as well as from within. A huge tank with its projecting muzzle
         is moving toward the hotel and stops right under their window.
      

      
      Ester: “You were going to read to me.” Johan replies, “You look strange.” She tries
         to smile but she can’t conceal a grimace of pain. Johan wisely suggests a Punch and
         Judy show. In the show, the couple has a violent fight. Then Judy cries out, “Help,
         I’m dying!” and falls down. Ester: “What’s he saying?” Johan: “I don’t know. He’s
         scared so he speaks in a foreign language.” Ester: “Can’t Punch sing instead?” Johan:
         “Yes, but not when he’s angry.” He wipes a tear and throws himself in Ester’s arms.
         She kisses him and comforts him. The tank rolls away.
      

      
      As Johan gets ready for bed, he says, “Why doesn’t Mommy want to be with us?” Ester:
         “Oh but she does.” Johan: “No. She leaves whenever she can. . . . She’s with somebody.
         They kissed and kissed. Then they went into a room. I saw them myself.” Ester: “We
         were hoping to enjoy this trip but instead . . .” Johan hurriedly reassures her, “I’ve
         had great fun!” Ester touches his face. “Mommy’s the only one who can touch you, isn’t
         she? We love Mommy, you and I.” He nods his head yes. Ester says, “Do you know what
         ‘face’ is in this language? It’s ‘najda.’ And ‘hand’ is ‘kasi.’” Ester, who truly
         loves this child, is building a bridge that will carry over her love for him after
         she is gone and help to sustain him for the rest of his life.
      

      
      Anna is talking to the man, who is trying to take in what is happening. Combing her
         hair, he tries to quiet her down. Her words still carry resentment at being criticized
         as if she were a child, but one comment indicates that there was a time when her sister’s
         opinion was important to her. “I’m a good driver though. Even Ester admits that much.”
         However, when Ester appears at the door, the battle begins again. Anna, knowing that
         her sister is crying, resumes the kissing so that her sister’s jealousy will be further
         aroused. Ester is speechless and turns away. “What have I done to deserve this?” Anna:
         “Nothing in particular. It’s just that you always harp on your principles and go on
         about how important everything is. And it’s all just hot air. You know why?” She comes
         down to the foot of the bed to confront her sister. “Everything centers around your
         ego. You can’t live without feeling superior, and that’s the truth. Everything has
         to be important and meaningful and goodness knows what.” Ester says, “How else are
         we to live?”
      

      
      Anna: “I used to think you were right. I tried to be like you because I admired you.
         I didn’t realize that you disliked me.” Ester shakes her head: “That’s not true.”
         Anna: “Oh yes it is. You always have. I’ve just never realized it before.” Ester:
         “I’m not afraid of you. I love you.” Anna: “You always talk a lot about love. . .
         . You hate me just like you hate yourself. . . . You’re full of hate.” Ester: “That’s
         not true.” Anna: “With all your education and all your fancy books you’ve translated.
         Can you answer one thing? When Father died you said, ‘I don’t want to go on living.’
         So why are you still around? Is it for my sake? For Johan? For your work perhaps?
         Or for no reason in particular?”
      

      
      The man, sensing the viciousness of the attack, sits up behind Anna. Ester defends
         herself: “It’s not like you say. I’m sure you’ve got it all wrong.” Anna screams,
         “Don’t use that tone of voice! Get out and leave me alone!” Ester mutters, “Poor Anna.”
         Anna: “Why don’t you shut up!” Ester turns to leave, hesitates, then goes out the
         door. The screen goes black.
      

      
      Anna is laughing and crying hysterically. She and the waiter are making wild love.
         Sobbing, she hangs on to the foot of the bed where Ester had been sitting. Then slowly
         she gets dressed. When she opens the door, Ester is lying on the floor. Anna takes
         her in her arms. Has she actually killed her sister?
      

      
      Ester is in bed being cared for by the waiter. Anna, now in full possession of herself,
         comes to say she and Johan are going for a bite to eat and will be leaving on the
         two o’clock train. Time passes. Ester wakes, confused. “She has been gone an hour
         and she took the boy with her.” She sits up, hand on her chest and exclaims to herself,
         “Erectile tissue. It was a matter of erection and secretions. . . . Semen smells nasty
         to me. I have a very keen sense of smell and I stank like a rotten fish when I was
         fertilized.” She lies back, her hand on the waiter’s arm. “I didn’t want to accept
         my wretched role. But now it’s too damn lonely. We try our attitudes and find them
         all worthless. The forces are too strong; I mean the horrible forces. You need to
         watch your step among all the ghosts and memories.” The old waiter looks at her with
         pain on his face as if he understands every word. He is equally familiar with the
         pain of loneliness.
      

      
      “Give me my writing things.” Ester writes out the meaning of foreign words for Johan.
         When she has finished, she exclaims, “I’m feeling much better now.” A huge yawn and
         then she struggles to get her breath. “No, I don’t want to die like this! I don’t
         want to suffocate. That scared me. It mustn’t happen again. Where’s the doctor? Must
         I die alone?” A mournful whistle blows repeatedly. “Mother, I’m ill. Mother, come
         and help me. I’m so frightened. I don’t want to die!” She pulls the sheet over her
         head. The waiter stands by looking down at her with his hand over his heart. Johan
         comes in, carefully pulls the sheet off her face and kneels down. With his loving
         presence, Ester immediately recovers herself, saying, “Don’t be afraid. I’m not going
         to die. . . . I’ve written your letter just like I promised. It’s important. You understand?”
      

      
      Anna rushes in. “We have to hurry. The train leaves in an hour.” Ester gets in one
         last word of reassurance: “Don’t be afraid.” Johan shakes his head. As the boy dares
         to give his aunt a loving embrace in his mother’s presence, Anna pulls him back. Ester:
         “It’s just as well you’re leaving.” As Anna rushes out the door, she hurdles her last
         words at her dying sister: “I didn’t ask for your opinion!” The camera holds Ester’s
         face as she stares fixedly out the window. All life has departed from her now that
         Johan is gone and her sister is dead to her.
      

      
      In the train compartment, Johan sits on one side and his mother on the other. When
         he pulls out Ester’s letter to read, his mother comes to sit beside him. “What’s that?”
         Johan: “Ester wrote me a letter.” Anna: “Let me see.” She starts to read it, then
         folds it up and hands it back to him. “Nice of her,” she says coldly. She is appalled
         when she sees tears in his eyes as he practices the words.
      

       

      * * *

      
      By removing the skin of conventionality and exposing love and hate in the raw, Bergman
         is trying to find the answer to why love can turn into hate so severe that Anna sets
         out to use her prime weapon—her sexuality—to undermine and destroy the sister whom
         she once loved. We are all aware of the unbearable tension that often occurs at family
         reunions when as adults we gather for a few days under the same roof with the people
         we shared our lives with when we were children. Regressive feelings arise. We may
         not understand why we want to escape. We use all our self-control to be civil and
         hide from those we love—as well as from ourselves—the emotions surging up from the
         distant past: intense longings for more love from our parents or our siblings than
         we had received, or old hurts and retaliatory rages at having been betrayed by someone
         we loved. As our older siblings moved into the outer world, we became less significant
         to them, and as a result, for the moment, we became less significant to ourselves.
      

      
      In order to stand on our own feet when we arrive in the world outside our family,
         we have to mute the intensity of our earlier loves so that our love is available to
         us for making friends, for finding a mate, for loving our children. For some people,
         the only way to gain independence is to break the tie with someone they love by finding
         things about the loved one to hate. This complex love-to-hate thing may well have
         been the situation Anna found herself in in her relationship with her older sister.
      

      
      The regression caused by close proximity on their trip together aroused Anna’s longing
         for her older sister. And something similar happened with Ester. The vacation with
         her younger sister revived her earlier enjoyment of their physical intimacy, but this
         longing was threatening to unhinge her identity as a separate person as well as the
         successful sublimation of her sexual energy she had found in her creative work. Near
         the end of the film when she is beginning to work her way out of her regressive quagmire,
         she mutters to the waiter, “You need to watch your step among all the ghosts and memories.”
      

       

      * * *

      
      This was a very personal film for Bergman. He inhabited each of the main characters
         in the film, although he confessed to feeling that Ester was the most like him. Both
         of the sisters are intelligent, and they both love words. Although they both struggle
         with feelings of loneliness and self-doubt, their lives are far from empty because
         the richness of their work is the most filling food of their lives. Anna represents
         the carnal in Bergman’s life, and like him, she has problems in intimacy. She makes
         use of her son for company and denies her attachment to her sister. In Johan we see
         the young, resilient Bergman. His sober mien speaks of a mild depression. Sexually
         curious, a “man” with his cap gun, he roams the halls of the hotel. When he is hurt
         or angry, he has his methods of coping with his complex feelings. When he recognizes
         that his mother actively avoids being with him and his aunt, he vents his hurt and
         rage with a violent Punch and Judy show. After this tumultuous vacation, he carries
         with him a treasured paper with Ester’s handwriting prepared especially for him.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Geoffrey Macnab tells us,

      
         The Silence became known as Bergman’s “sex film.” It was condemned by right-wing Swedish politicians
            as pornography. The furor around it turned the film into a succès de scandale. . . . The more the film was attacked, the quicker the box-office receipts mounted.
            More than a million Swedes saw The Silence. . . . The criticism was helping to turn The Silence into one of his biggest ever box-office hits. The director had mixed feelings; expressing
            dismay that the film was attracting the wrong kind of spectators, but also clearly
            relishing its notoriety and its profitability.[12]

      

      As Bergman said in an interview with Playboy,
      

      
         For many years I was timid and conventional in the expression of sex in my films.
            . . . But the manifestation of sex is very important . . . particularly to me. For
            above all, I don’t want to make merely intellectual films. I want audiences to feel,
            to sense my films. . . . What interests me . . . is the interior anatomy of love.
            This strikes me as far more meaningful than the depiction of sexual gratification.[13]

      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman did not expect The Silence to be successful, but the film was breaking sexual barriers all over the world. In
         1963 he told Allen Beer,
      

      
         All that hullabaloo has been painful. The entire autumn has been vile . . . now it
            has gone so far that people phone my wife and threaten to kill her and me. . . . I
            couldn’t sleep for three months. If I had known how much hate and neuroses and fear
            that film would inspire . . . would I have had the strength to make it?
         

      

      There was even an anonymous letter containing a piece of soiled toilet paper.[14]
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      Chapter 11

      The Integrating and Life-Saving Power of the Creative Spirit

      
         
         
      

      
      
         No form of art goes beyond ordinary consciousness as film does, straight to our emotions,
            deep into the twilight room of the soul.—Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern

         
      

      While beginning to work on a film written for Bibi Andersson and her Norwegian actress-friend
         Liv Ullmann, Bergman became acutely ill with pneumonia and had an adverse reaction
         to the antibiotic. He was hospitalized for three months in Sophiahemmet Hospital where
         his father had been court chaplain. Outside his hospital window was the park where
         he had roamed as a youngster and the morgue that he had been so fascinated by.
      

      
      He developed violent vertigo—probably an acute serous labyrinthitis. “If I moved,
         walls and furniture fell on top of me and I vomited.” Confined to his bed, he was
         afraid he was going to die. Would he ever lift his head off the pillow again? In his
         terror, he was fighting off a nervous breakdown. Then as he began to recover, Bergman
         said, “I looked like an old man, carefully putting one foot in front of the other,
         holding onto doorposts and speaking slowly.”[1]     He entertained himself by imagining Bibi and Liv together in a film—one of them
         not talking—in which they lose their identities in each other. The story began to
         take shape in his mind, and soon he was able to force himself to go to his hospital
         desk and write for an hour a day. He called his actresses back from their vacations.
         Bergman was well enough to start filming Persona on the island of Farö in July 1965. Although he had written a script, the two actresses
         worked with him to shape the film as it felt right to them. He was tired and had to
         shoot over and over again. The fact that he was falling in love with Bibi’s friend
         Liv may have complicated things. He thought of Persona as a sonata for two instruments or as a poem in film.[2]     Since he was not sure himself what the film meant, he left his audience free
         to make of it what they would. Perhaps more than any other of his films, Persona poured forth from an amalgam of unconscious and semiconscious issues in Bergman’s
         past and present life.
      

      
      Persona is enclosed in very unusual bookends, which declare in a noisy, fragmented way that
         this is just a film even though it is the story of Bergman’s life. How this story
         of two women alone together on an island can be his story, we will have to look beneath
         the surface to discover. His life certainly felt fractured by the illness he was experiencing,
         but 1965 was a particularly difficult period in his life. As he wrote in Images, “I had the feeling that a threat was hanging over my head.”[3]    
      

      
      He felt enslaved by his administrative duties as head of the Royal Dramatic Theatre,
         and he departed before his tenure was complete. In the paper “Snakeskin,” written
         to present when he received the Dutch Erasmus Prize in 1965, Bergman confessed that for twenty years he had worked in a kind of rage, “born of
         the dammed-up hunger of my childhood,” to communicate “dreams, sensual experiences,
         fantasies, outbursts of madness, neuroses, the convulsions of faith and downright
         lies.”[4]     Bergman’s marriage to his fourth wife, the musician Käbi Laretei, was going awry.
         It was hard to concentrate on his writing when her playing filled the house. “It developed
         into a sophisticated, acoustic terrorism. Sometimes . . . I sat on a cliff, gasping.”[5]     And the recent reunion with his elderly parents aroused feelings in him that
         wove themselves into the film. He had recovered a cautious love for them, only to
         face his mother’s death in March of 1966.

      
       

      * * *

      
      At the start of the film we are hit with dissonant music: a theme and variations,
         the theme being a musical siren ominously approaching. Our eyes are assaulted by the
         carbon rods in a projector that burst into light. The film leader unfurls. Then follows
         a series of momentary fragments drawn from Bergman’s life and his films: childhood
         cartoons, a huge spider, a writhing hand pierced with a nail, a knife attacking an
         animal’s eye, the briefest of glimpses of an erect penis. And throughout the credits
         are interspersed a series of stills from the film. Bergman might be saying, “This
         is how the line of my life has been interrupted. Can it be put back together again?”
         The film ends with the projector suddenly going dark.
      

      
      We will examine the film in some detail so the reader will have enough information
         to arrive at his or her own conclusions about how it was that Persona “saved” Bergman’s life.
      

      
      In a morgue bodies are lying on slabs with their still faces exposed, and as we view
         from above one woman’s head that is hanging off the slab, her eyes suddenly open,
         stare at us, and shut. A little body under a sheet stirs. A young boy is uneasy: he
         can’t sleep, he tries to read, then he reaches out with his hand only to discover
         that he can’t touch the large, blurred image of a woman’s face (or is it two women
         as one?) because he is separated from it by an invisible screen. Despite the screen,
         his hand explores the features of her face as a small child explores his mother’s
         face. Then her eyes close, shutting him out completely.
      

      
      We now meet the women whose merged faces were behind the invisible screen. A young
         nurse, Sister Alma, is called to the psychiatrist’s office and asked to take care
         of a famous actress, Elisabeth Vogler, who stopped speaking in the middle of a play
         and hasn’t spoken for three months. When Alma tries to carry on a conversation, Mrs.
         Vogler turns away. Alma is reluctant to take the job because of the mean look in the
         patient’s eyes. The psychiatrist, who is a friend of the patient, concludes that she
         is not ill but is opting out of a life that is meaningless and no longer bearable.
      

      
      The two women are sent alone to the psychiatrist’s summer home on an island where
         the patient’s apathy gives way in the relaxation they find in the secluded countryside.
         They look alike, like sisters. Elisabeth wears a broad-brimmed, white straw hat. Alma’s
         hat is black. Even their hands look alike. Nurse Alma takes good care of her patient,
         but she is very frustrated by her perpetual silence. Elizabeth’s only communication
         is her warm, responsive smile. This smile leads Alma to trust her, and Alma begins
         to pour out the story of her life. “I think you’re the first person to listen to me.
         It feels so good to talk. I’ve never been in this kind of mood before.” She puts her
         head on Elisabeth’s shoulder, and Elisabeth smiles as if she is enjoying it too. One
         senses the fragment of a mothering instinct in this woman that has been lost beneath
         her life of living behind the persona of her theatrical and social roles.
      

      
      They sit up most of the night as Alma describes her most intimate experiences, reliving
         vividly a sexual orgy on the beach. Elisabeth listens intently, obviously sexually
         stirred and envious of the vitality of the life this young woman has already experienced.
         However, at a certain point the actress withdraws from being a loving, sympathetic
         listener and begins listening to Alma in order to fill her empty self and to make
         use of what she is hearing for her own purposes. And Alma, as she nears the end of
         her story, has seen herself in a light that she doesn’t like. In tears, she throws
         herself in Elisabeth’s arms.
      

      
      Later, Alma is contrite. What kind of professional behavior was that? She says to Elizabeth, “When I came home and looked in the mirror, I thought, But we look alike. . . . Somehow I could change myself into you if I tried. I mean, inside. You could
         be me, just like that. But your soul would be too big, It would stick out everywhere.”
         In the night, in a dream-like sequence, Elisabeth wanders into Alma’s room. In a close-up,
         both of the women are facing the camera. Elisabeth brushes Alma’s hair from her forehead,
         then moves behind her, their faces almost coinciding—merging into one person. In the
         morning, when Alma asks Elizabeth if she had been in her room, she denies it. (Is
         this Alma’s dream-wish, or did the incident actually happen? Is Elisabeth deceiving
         her new friend?)
      

      
      Elisabeth writes a letter to the doctor that she gives, unsealed, to Alma to mail.
         Alma cannot resist reading it.
      

      
      
         My dear, I could live like this forever. . . . Living a reclusive life. . . . Feeling
            my battered soul starting to sooth itself out. Alma takes care of me, spoils me in
            the most touching way. I believe that she likes it here, and that she’s very fond
            of me, perhaps even in love in an unaware and enchanting way. In any case, it’s very
            interesting studying her.
         

         
      

      Alma is stunned, badly hurt. She has been betrayed! Her professional demeanor shattered,
         she plots her revenge.
      

      
      Keeping up appearances, she places a shard of glass where Elisabeth will step on it.
         Suddenly the white screen is jaggedly cut down the middle. After Elisabeth is injured,
         she paces back and forth. The scene is out of focus, expressing her confusion, her
         fear. What shall she do? Will her tenuous, mothering instinct of understanding prevail,
         or will she retaliate? The women seem to regain their composure. Alma begs her to
         do her one favor. “Just talk to me. . . . Just a couple of words.” Silent, Elisabeth
         keeps her back turned. She is enjoying the game.
      

      
      Alma says, “You used me, for what, I don’t know. Now that you don’t need me anymore
         you throw me away.” Elisabeth tries to help her with the dishes. “You hurt me badly.
         You laughed behind my back. Yes, I read the letter you wrote the doctor.” Alma shakes
         her, and Elisabeth slaps Alma so that her nose bleeds. Alma reaches for a kettle of
         boiling water. Elisabeth is frightened. Alma shouts, “That scared you, didn’t it?
         . . . Alma has gone crazy, you thought. . . . Or you thought, ‘I’ll remember that
         face, that tone, that expression.’” She grabs Elisabeth’s face. Elisabeth grabs back,
         smiling in a strange way.
      

      
      Alma tries to get control of herself, but she can’t help but continue to undermine
         Elisabeth verbally. Then she catches herself: “I want you to forgive me. I care for
         you so much. You mean so much to me. I’ve learned so much from you. Let’s not part
         as enemies.” Elisabeth walks determinedly away with Alma chasing after her, only to
         collapse on a rock which she hugs as she sobs. Elisabeth has returned to the house,
         where we find her pacing. When she picks up a book, a photograph of her little son
         falls out. The camera shows pictures of the Jews being rounded up in Germany. There
         is a picture of a little boy her son’s age with his hands up in surrender. What have I done to my son? What am I doing to Nurse Alma?

      
      Alma wakes from a nightmare. We see her disturbed face upside down like the face of
         the dead woman in the morgue. She goes to where Elisabeth is sleeping and touches
         her neck and explores her face. “When you’re asleep your face is relaxed, your mouth
         is swollen and ugly. There’s a mean wrinkle in your forehead. You smell of sleep and
         tears. I can see the pulse in your neck.” When Alma hears a man call, “Elisabeth,”
         she says, “I’ll find out what he wants from us out here far away in our solitude.”
         Outside, the husband of Elisabeth puts his hand on Alma’s shoulder and believes he
         is talking to his wife. When she tells him she is not his wife, he says, “You are
         also loved. You form a bond.” Elisabeth, having appeared in the background, takes
         Alma’s hand and rubs his face with it, encouraging Alma to act for her. Alma, as Elisabeth,
         kisses him: “I love you as much as ever.” Then, shifting back to herself, Alma counsels
         him with words that are meant to be Elisabeth’s words. “Tell your little boy that
         his mother will be back soon. That Mommy has been ill but she longs for her little
         boy. Remember to buy a toy for him. Tell him it is a present from his Mommy.”
      

      
      This fantasy in which Alma acts on Elisabeth’s behalf makes it possible for Alma to
         return to her professional role and be firm with her patient, using the knowledge
         she has gained about what must have happened to her patient that she had stopped speaking
         and given up on life. She then presents to Elisabeth a detailed description of how
         she acted on what others thought of her rather than out of her own interest. Because
         of criticism by a friend, she became pregnant with a baby she didn’t want. When an
         attempted abortion was not successful, she wanted to kill the baby, but finally she
         turned him over to the care of relatives and a nanny. Even so, the baby continued
         to look at her with moist, pleading eyes. Elizabeth felt guilty and afraid. (Bergman
         shoots this crucial scene first with the camera on Elisabeth’s face—her facial expression
         confirming the truth of Alma’s speculations. He then has Alma repeat the same explanation
         while the camera is concentrating on her.) We can see that Alma is making this interpretation
         that she knows is extremely painful to her patient not only because it is necessary
         in order to return her patient to a life of reality, but because she loves the actress
         and she appreciates what the actress has given her. But her empathic identification
         with Elisabeth has threatened her own identity. Visually portrayed, we see the two
         faces as one: half Elisabeth, half Alma. Alma cries out in distress and terror, “No,
         I’m not like you! I don’t feel the same as you! I’m not like you! I’m sister Alma.
         I’m only here to help you.”
      

      
      But the lesson is not yet complete. Alma returns, fortified by wearing her uniform.
         She is determined to get Elisabeth to speak. She demands Elizabeth’s attention by
         hitting out toward her face. Then she commands her to say “Nothing.” The actress’s
         lips begin to move. Alma scrapes her own forearm with her fingernails until it bleeds.
         Elisabeth eagerly throws herself down on Alma’s arm and begins to drink the blood.
         Alma holds Elizabeth’s head there. Then she strikes Elisabeth over and over in the
         face, as if to break free of the merging that has occurred.
      

      
      That evening we see that the brutal treatment has been successful. In a dream-like
         sequence, at Alma’s urging, Elisabeth finally says, “Nothing.” Alma rewards her: “There,
         that’s right. That’s how it should be.” Their faces come together again. Elisabeth
         pushes back Alma’s bangs; Elisabeth lovingly lays her head crosswise over the back
         of Alma’s neck.
      

      
      The next morning, Alma hears Elisabeth packing to leave. Getting the house in order,
         she looks in the mirror at herself and pulls her hair back as Elisabeth had done:
         she will carry with her the loving gesture of her friend. She walks to the bus that
         will take her back to work at the hospital. And Elisabeth returns to the theater,
         sustained by the transfusion forced upon her by the more vital Alma, and strengthened
         by their warring friendship that has reawakened, at least for a time, the real identity
         that was hiding behind her persona, or false self. The movie is over as the film runs
         to an end and the arc lights pull away from each other and go out.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Bibi Andersson said that Bergman wrote the script in fourteen days. How is that possible?
         Obviously the germs from which Persona sprang must have been hiding within Bergman among his huge collection of memories
         and observations. Triggered by the need to survive his illness, he resorted to another
         flight of the imagination. Persona poured forth without effort or design. Bergman told Marie Nyreröd many years later
         that the film was conceived in chaos and illness: “I think an immense rage somewhere
         forms the basis of Persona. There is such rage in the film at times. The actresses helped me to harness that
         anger.”[6]    
      

      
      Before beginning Persona, Bergman had considered giving up his profession. What more was there to write about?
         However, the creation of Persona, in which his actresses helped him harness his terrible rage by “living it out” in
         the film—while surviving both their rage and their temporary merging with each other—gave
         him a degree of self-confidence he had never had before. Perhaps he too could both
         experience and overcome his childish longing to merge with his lover/mother and learn
         to conquer his uncontrollable rage and make use of his aggression in a constructive
         way.
      

      
      He realized that he did not have to stay at the theater. “It was the worst agony of
         his life. . . . As fifteen-hour workdays became more rule than the exception . . .
         If only to protect his freedom as a creative artist . . . a withdrawal was necessary.
         ‘Why should I sit suffering at Dramaten . . . when I have the whole world before me
         and I can do what I will?’”[7]    
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      What could young Sister Alma do to help a patient who wouldn’t talk? They shared the
         beach, the sea, picking mushrooms, comparing hands. At night Alma talked about her
         life, and Elisabeth responded warmly. As Alma told of her life as the only girl in
         a family of eight children and how no one had ever listened to her before, Elisabeth
         was comforting. Seeing this maternal instinct gives the viewer hope that there is
         something substantial hidden under the elaborate persona that Elisabeth needs to present
         to the public. But as Alma tells of the sexual orgy on the beach, we see withdrawal
         on Elisabeth’s face.
      

      
      At this point the film becomes a mystery story. When Alma reads the letter, she feels
         betrayed. Had Elisabeth meant to hurt her by leaving the letter unsealed, or was it
         an accident? Alma cuts Elisabeth’s foot, hits her, threatens her with boiling water.
         Yet when Alma begs forgiveness, Elizabeth takes delight in turning her back and marching
         away. In the war that has broken out between them, which woman is the most destructive?
      

      
      Since Bergman has asked us to make our own judgment of what Persona means, I, as a therapist, will begin. In this merging kind of closeness, Sister Alma
         is learning a great deal about her patient that she will use to understand her. She
         recognizes that the root of the actress’s problem is her hatred of her son whom she
         conceived to give the appearance to the world of her being a complete woman. When
         Alma finds Elisabeth with her child’s photograph, which she has torn, Alma forces
         her to listen to her story as she sees it. When her patient still doesn’t speak, Alma
         resorts to more drastic measures. When Alma cuts herself, Elisabeth hungrily drinks
         her blood. The next morning, Elisabeth says her first word: “Nothing.” No longer feeling
         meaningless, without her persona because of the blood and love she has been given,
         Elisabeth is now ready to return to her life.
      

      
      Bergman has made use of a visual representation to describe an interchange between
         doctor and patient that at times is necessary in dealing with nearly psychotic people.
         One could say there is a temporary merging when the patient projects into the therapist
         feelings the patient can’t bear to know. We therapists feel those feelings. They may keep us awake at night. But when we see the patient again,
         we can help her begin to understand, accept, and tolerate knowing how she had felt
         as an abused child because she now has our “blood”—our presence—inside her.
      

      
      Elisabeth absorbed more than blood from Sister Alma: she absorbed her vitality, her
         love of life. In desperation to accomplish her job, Alma literally fought with her
         as well as for her. We know Elisabeth is able to resume speaking and return to her
         acting career. But will Elisabeth’s love for the younger, needy Alma help Elisabeth
         open her heart to her son? We must go to the real Mrs. Vogler—Bergman’s mother—to
         find the answer to that.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Bibi Andersson and Liv Ullmann gained a great deal from their active collaboration
         with Bergman in the creation of the story of Persona. And his finely tuned guidance of every facial expression and action led to their extraordinary
         performances. What did Bergman gain? We assume that the little boy trying to reach
         his mother through the screen is young Bergman. The double face behind the screen
         represents both the mother who had sometimes been there for him and the mother who
         more often closed her eyes to him. We recognize that Sister Alma’s summation of Mrs.
         Vogler’s hatred of her son who had taken away the last vestige of her “owning” herself
         is essentially the same story Bergman tells about his mother in his autobiography
         The Magic Lantern, written twenty-one years later. If Bergman had died at birth, his mother had planned
         to leave her husband and return to her career as a nurse. Since he lived, his mother,
         like Elisabeth, lost her chance at being the independent, autonomous person she wanted
         to be. Very reluctantly, Bergman’s mother put on and wore the mask of a pastor’s dutiful
         wife.
      

      
      By putting himself in his mother’s position in the character of Mrs. Vogler, Bergman
         has taken several more steps toward grasping why his mother felt toward him as she
         did. He could now identify with her frustration and her cruel behavior. Despite all
         Bergman’s accomplishments and the friends and lovers he acquired, the terrible loneliness
         he continued to suffer was in part due to the alienation he himself was responsible
         for: he had “gotten even” with his parents by withholding himself from them for twenty
         years.
      

      
      Creating Persona clarified for Bergman important issues in the long process of understanding and overcoming
         his constant, simmering rage. At the time he was creating Persona, he had recently established more amicable ties with his mother when his father developed
         a malignant tumor. “I was sitting in the hospital with her for weeks and we became
         friends, and I tell you it was the most marvelous feeling you can imagine. Something
         deep inside happens to yourself when you become friends with one of your parents.”
         As they exchanged memories, she started to sob and told him that her mother had never cared for her.[8]    
      

      
      Bergman honored his mother’s dilemma by creating Persona. He was saying, Mother, I forgive you. Finally I understand. However, this beautiful gift could not wipe away the years of resentment he had
         carried toward her or the harsh ambivalence she felt toward him. When his father was
         being operated on, he refused to come to the hospital, saying that he “neither had
         time nor desire to do so.” His mother braved a snowstorm to come to the theater. Outraged,
         she said she wanted to hear his insulting refusal face to face. He tried to embrace
         her and kiss her, but she slapped him, and when he laughed, she burst into tears.
         Giving in, he asked for her forgiveness, and they talked until two in the morning.
         That Sunday she had two more coronaries, and before he reached her, she had died.
         That was March 1966. She never had a chance to see his gift to her.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Because of Persona’s mystery and ambiguity, critical responses to it vary considerably. P. Adams Sitney
         sees the film as reflecting a psychoanalytic encounter, with the actress Elisabeth
         as the analyst and Sister Alma, the patient. Psychologist Daniel Shaw sees Persona as a vampire movie. Elisabeth is narcissistic, unable to love another person. Alma
         is the sacrificial lamb who will probably commit suicide after her harrowing experience
         with the actress, whereas the actress, who has been “regenerated by feeding on the
         adulation of the nurse,” will recover. René Muller in his book titled The Marginal Self suggests that Mrs. Vogler is living as a profound, false self who has suffered a
         schizophrenic breakdown. Her healing relationship with Sister Alma catalyzes a rebirth
         of her real, or inner self.[9]     Muller goes on to say, “Bergman’s film characters are stand-ins for Bergman and
         for the people closest to him. He can have them discover something of which he himself
         has only a vague intuition.”[10]    
      

      
      I see the outcome of Mrs. Vogler’s and Sister Alma’s experience together as favorable
         for both of them. Fortunately, Alma returns to work before she can be seriously injured
         by Elisabeth’s ravenous hunger and murderous hatred. She is shaken by some of the
         insights into herself that she has gained, but she must have a feeling of real accomplishment
         in her assessment of Elisabeth’s need to gain her sense of self-worth through what
         others think of her. And Elisabeth profits through Alma’s determined efforts. Once
         Elizabeth is able to speak, she feels ready to return to her profession. How long
         the improvement will last is uncertain. And any attempt to turn her sorrow and guilt
         about how she feels toward her son into love will no doubt fail unless she seeks further
         psychiatric assistance.
      

      
      At the time Bergman wrote the script, he felt that nothing had been gained from the
         summer of therapy. As the script comes to an end, Mrs. Vogler’s face fills the screen:
         “A howling wide-open face, distorted by terror, with wild wide-open eyes and furrows
         of sweat running through her make-up. . . . [Her] face starts to move, assumes strange
         contours. The words become meaningless, running and jumping, finally vanishing altogether.”[11]     And Alma has been so infected by her merging with Elisabeth that she is left
         psychotic and incoherent.
      

      
      Bibi Andersson, the actress who played the part of Sister Alma, had her own opinion
         of Sister Alma’s future which she expressed at a seminar sponsored by the American
         Film Institute in 1977.
      

      
      
         I think that for a while the two women really mingled, that I as a nurse understood
            something. Without explanation I came very close to this woman. I understood her.
            I identified with her, and I was even able to say things in her place. I’m sure all
            this will change the life of the nurse, because before that she had been very square.
            She had never used her imagination toward other people; she had never analyzed what
            was happening to herself either. Suddenly, through the silence of the other woman,
            she was able to put herself in her place, understanding her world and her thinking,
            and to express that.[12]    
         

         
      

      And a few years later, Bergman’s judgment of the ending was also more positive. John
         Simon asked Bergman, “Where does that leave Alma? Is Alma eaten up completely?” Bergman
         responded,
      

      
      
         No, she has just provided some blood and meat, and some good steak. Then she can go
            on. You must know, Elisabeth is intelligent, she’s sensible, she has emotions, she
            is immoral, she is a gifted woman, but she’s a monster, because she has an emptiness
            in her. . . . Persona is a creation that saved my life. . . . I thought to myself that I would never again
            create anything more. I was completely empty, almost dead, the montage at the beginning
            of the film is just a poem to my personal situation.[13]    
         

         
      

      The response of the audience to Persona was lukewarm both in Sweden and the United States, but today it is considered Bergman’s
         most experimental film and his masterpiece. American directors Woody Allen and David
         Lynch have been much influenced by Bergman. The mysterious, dream-like quality of
         Persona can be found in Lynch’s Mulholland Drive. In Mulholland Drive, it takes several viewings to realize that the entire body of the film is not real
         but just a fantasy of how an aspiring actress hoped life would be when she came to
         Hollywood.
      

      
      The Silence and Persona were the two films that launched Bergman’s increasing interest in the psychological
         workings of his characters and of himself, particularly in the struggle to avoid disintegration.
         Twenty years later Bergman was to say, “Today I feel that in Persona—and later in Cries and Whispers—I have gone as far as I can go. And in these two instances, when working in total
         freedom, [I] touched wordless secrets that only the cinema can discover.”[14]    
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Although Bergman thought he had gone as far as he could go, a whole new chapter in
         his self-discovery awaited. But let us pause for a moment to consolidate what we know
         about Bergman’s creative process, details that can be useful not only to those of
         us involved in the creative arts but to everyone who is managing life in a productive
         way. Our creations will not be as magical as Bergman’s because geniuses are rare,
         but the process itself is life-affirming and gives both sustenance and joy.
      

      
      Ill with vertigo, Bergman was unable to move. He was afraid he was going to die. Resorting
         to his trustworthy, life-saving routine of forcing himself to create a new story,
         he found himself remembering how much the faces of Bibi and her friend Liv looked
         alike. From this momentary observation grew Persona. In Persona we see a genius at work in the way he assembles pieces from the immediate present
         and the distant past to create a compelling story that probes profound truths about
         the reasons why love dies in intimate relations. The morgue is the morgue he knew
         as a child. The ring of the telephone that disturbs the boy is the actual phone calling
         Bergman because he is continuing, from his hospital bed, his administrative duties
         for the theater. The boy’s attempt to caress the face of the woman behind the invisible
         screen is young Bergman trying to make loving contact with a mother who closes her
         eyes to him. In the two needy women—Mrs. Vogler ravenous for precious time to grow
         her own true self and Sister Alma hungry for someone to listen to her and to love
         her—we see Karin Bergman and her son Ingmar. We see the two women’s momentary delight
         in a merging love and their aggressive recoil from something much too dangerous to
         their integrity. For them to merge in love means to disintegrate, to dissolve, to
         disappear, to become “nothing.”
      

      
      As a result of this flight of fantasy—this excursion into his own unconscious—Bergman
         was coming closer to understanding his own serious problems in loving. In The Silence he discovered that the expression of murderous hatred kept the younger sister from
         disintegrating at the imminent loss of her older sister by death. In Persona we saw that a merging in love threatened the nurse’s autonomous self. With this insight,
         Bergman came closer to recognizing why his own intimate relations could not last.
         To merge with his loved one threatened his self-integration. He was using his aggression
         to save his sanity even though it destroyed the relationship. To have this insight
         burst through from his unconscious was only the first step in being able to do something
         about it. Solving the problem would require the creation of the next group of films,
         which he did not yet know existed.
      

      
      We have concrete evidence that at this stage in Bergman’s personal life he was severely
         caught up in this dilemma. Liv Ullmann, the actress who played Mrs. Vogler in Persona, wrote in her book Changing what it was like to live with him.
      

      
      
         After a short time I was confronted with his jealousy. Violent and without bounds.
            I had never experienced such a thing before. Now all doors were closed, barred. Friends
            and family, even memories, became a threat to our relationship. Terrified, I felt
            I only had him. . . . On the nights when he couldn’t sleep, I would be silent beside him, afraid of what
            he was thinking. Perhaps . . . I disturb the harmony he tried to create within himself
            in the nature and the stillness [of the island] that meant so much to him.[15]    
         

         
      

      Bergman was unable to relax and go to sleep next to Liv because the boundaries of
         his identity were not firm. When he had written about Nurse Alma’s frightened withdrawal
         from the pleasure of merging with Mrs. Vogler in Persona, he was writing about something he deeply understood.
      

      
      Let us draw together in one place the many different facets of Bergman’s creativity,
         and as much as possible in his own words. As we have read in earlier chapters, young
         Bergman’s ingenuity, creativity, and grim determination to be a director when he grew
         up helped him fly above the destructive turmoil below so that his wings did not disintegrate
         before he could escape from home. He wrote in Images,
      

      
      
         My emotional state was expressed quite clearly in the essay I wrote when I received
            the Dutch Erasmus Prize [in 1965]: “Artistic creativity in me has always manifested
            itself as hunger. With quiet satisfaction I have acknowledged this need, but I have
            never in my whole conscious life asked myself where this hunger has come from and
            why it keeps demanding satisfaction. . . . A very early childhood memory is my strong
            need to show off whatever I have accomplished . . . a strong desire to draw the adults’
            attention to these manifestations of my presence in the world. I felt that my fellow
            beings never paid enough attention to me. . . . I began to fantasize, to regale my
            contemporaries with wild stories about my secret exploits. Those were embarrassing
            lies. . . . Finally I pulled out of the fellowship and kept my dream world to myself.
            A contact-seeking and fantasy-obsessed child had been rather quickly transformed into
            a wounded and sly daydreamer. . . . It was obvious that cinematography would have
            to become my means of expression. . . . I had the opportunity to communicate with
            the world around me in a language that literally is spoken from soul to soul in expressions
            that, almost sensuously, escape the restrictive control of the intellect.”[16]    
         

         
      

      How does a film come into being?

      
      
         A film for me begins with something very vague—a chance remark or a bit of conversation,
            a hazy but agreeable event unrelated to any particular situation. It can be a few
            bars of music, a shaft of light across the street. . . . These are split-second impressions
            that disappear as quickly as they come yet leave a mood like pleasant dreams. . .
            . Most of all, it is a brightly colored thread sticking out of the dark sack of the
            unconscious. If I begin to wind up this thread, and do it carefully, a complete film
            will emerge. . . . I would say that there is no art form that has so much in common
            with film as music. Both affect the emotions directly, not via the intellect. And
            film is mainly rhythm. . . . Ever since childhood, music has been my great source
            of recreation and stimulation, and I often experience a film or play musically.[17]    
         

         
      

      About these chance discoveries, Bergman told Playboy: “It sets off a very special sort of tension in me, immediately recognizable as such.
         On the deepest level, of course, the ideas for my films come out of the pressures
         of the spirit . . . my mind begins slowly to build an elaborate detail. I file each
         one away in my mind. Often I even write them down in note form.”[18]    
      

      
      Bergman’s comment that his films come out of “the pressures of [his] spirit” is a
         way of referring to two pressures: the force of the creative imperative that is particularly
         powerful in a genius and the force of Bergman’s necessity to create in order to hold
         himself together, to keep from going “mad.”
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Over and over again Bergman describes the obsessional ways he functioned in order
         to turn his dreams into film. In an interview, Donner describes Bergman’s discipline.
      

      
      
         He had an obsessive compulsive ritual he performed when writing. He had pads made
            of yellow lined paper. He enjoyed the physicality of writing by hand. If he made a
            mistake he started a new page, though his earlier note pads were scribbled. He became
            increasingly “pedantic” about his desk. Everything in its place before he could begin.
            He said if he hadn’t had this discipline he would have “gone straight to hell.”[19]    
         

         
      

      When Bergman was flat on his back in the hospital with vertigo, he resorted to his
         life-long method of holding himself together by writing in his workbook. He says,
      

      
      
         A note from April 29 in [my] notebook:

         
         
            
            	
               I will attempt to keep the following commands:

               
            

            
            	
               Breakfast at half past seven with the other patients.
               

               
            

            
            	
               Thereafter immediately get up and take a morning walk.

               
            

            
            	
               No newspapers or magazines during the aforementioned time.
               

               
            

            
            	
               No contact with the theater.
               

               
            

            
            	
               Refuse to take letters, telegrams or telephone calls.

               
            

            
            	
               Visits to home allowed during the evening.
               

               
            

            
            	
               I feel that the final battle is fast approaching. I must not postpone it further.
                  I must arrive at some form of clarity. Otherwise, Bergman will definitely go to hell.
               

               
            

            
         

         
         It is clear from this passage that the crisis runs deep. . . . Punctiliousness then
            became my way of surviving.[20]

         
      

      
      * * *

      
      The ability to discipline himself, Bergman credits to his parents. From a conversation
         with a student at the Southern Methodist University in Dallas:
      

      
      
         Student: After you . . . more or less reconciled yourself with your intense fear that
            you had used to draw on for your creativity, did you find yourself having to go someplace
            else to get the creativity?
         

         
         Bergman: Perhaps you mean my neurotic relation. I will tell you something very strange.
            When I lost this relation I got much more creative . . . many people think that if
            an artist suffers, he will be a better artist. . . . I don’t think it’s right that
            way, because every neurotic behavior is some sort of rigid behavior. . . . If you
            can come away from this neurosis, life comes into your soul and into your creative
            work. Of course, there are a lot of great artists, wonderful artists, who are and
            were very neurotic human beings. I think I am a very neurotic man, too; but in my
            relation now to myself and to my profession, I am completely un-neurotic.
         

         
         Student: Do you think that creativity can be a way out of neurosis?

         
         Bergman: Yes, in my case. You know, I was constantly creative. I made two or three
            pictures a year. I had three or four productions for the theater and for broadcasting,
            and I was writing scripts for other directors. I was constantly at work, and, of course,
            that was an outlet. It saved my life, because if I hadn’t had the chance to work that
            hard, I think I would be today in a madhouse. Because the tensions in me, the difficulties
            in me, the difficulties in my relations to other people, to reality, were enormous,
            that I was almost mad.[21]    
         

         
      

      Bergman told the students in Dallas,

      
      
         I think that the cinematography of the human face has brought to us the most fantastic
            thing that we can see in art. That is, the human face in movement. . . . We sit there,
            and we can see the thousand muscles here around the eyes, around the lips. We can
            see how the blood comes and goes in the face. . . . I am mad about the human face.[22]    
         

         
      

      We are fortunate to have available movies taken of Bergman while he was actively at
         work. He miraculously conveys to the actors what it is he wants them to feel by feeling
         the feeling himself. We will see this in action as he coaches Fanny and Alexander
         in the scene where they are taken in to view their dead father, and in Autumn Sonata when he shows his own daughter Linn Ullmann how to carefully approach her unavailable
         “mother” as she plays the piano.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      In Bergman’s next films we will see played out dramatically what it was that he feared
         would happen to him if he let down his guard: his murderous hatred would turn into
         murder, and his fragile identity boundaries would lead to disintegration and death.
         With these incredible insights arrived at by creating these violent films, Bergman
         was relieved to the point that he was finally able to make a successful marriage.
         And living in isolation on the island of Farö provided him with the boundaries of
         space. He could holler as loud as he wanted and no one would hear. He preferred to
         stay there alone after Ingrid’s death. Self-sufficient at last, he relaxed in body
         and soul, and his creative work continued.
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      Chapter 12

      Dangers Within and Without

      
         
         
      

      
      
         Were we given shame and guilt instead of love and forgiveness? . . . Why did my brother
            become an invalid? Why was my sister crushed into a scream? Why did I live with a
            never-healing infected sore that went right through my body? Why was I incapable of
            normal human relationships for so long?—Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography

      

      When Hour of the Wolf (1965–1968) first appeared, the world was taken by surprise. Bergman had produced
         a vampire movie that was much appreciated by those who found it thrilling to be terrified.
         However, for Bergman the film had a much deeper purpose than entertainment. He was
         taking a huge step in his desperate attempt to understand the terrors hidden deep
         within him. Beyond the murderous hatred that he—both as a child and as an adult—did
         not dare to know because he didn’t have the ability to control himself was the fear
         of going mad. Our protagonist in the film, Johan Borg, is fighting desperately to
         hang on to his sanity, in vain.
      

      
      At the time, Bergman and Liv Ullmann had been living together since the shooting of
         Persona a year before. She was pregnant with their child when she played the role of Alma.
         Living with Bergman had not been easy. Did Liv feel, as did Alma, the same confusion
         and the same fear and irritation, as well as the same longing, to comfort her suffering
         mate? Was Liv at times afraid that by living with him she might catch his illness
         as Alma at one point suffers Johan’s delusions in Hour of the Wolf? Although Liv remained Bergman’s prime actress throughout his career, their friendship
         fared better after she had finally left the relationship. As she says in a interview
         years later, perhaps she should have taken the baby and gone back to Oslo.[1]    
      

      
      Before we go into the state of Bergman’s external and interior life at the time he
         conceived this film—which originally was called Cannibals—let us review Hour of the Wolf and try to find the line which connects the seemingly disparate parts of this sadistic
         fairy tale for grown-ups.[2]     As the initial credits roll by, the audience is essentially present on the set.
         We hear the hammering of the carpenters and a cacophony of voices. Then Bergman’s
         command: “Quiet all! Rolling! Take! Camera! Begin!” In this way, the director is assuring
         us that this disturbing account of horrible events is just a film in the same way
         that Henry James couched the terror of The Turn of the Screw by making it just a story told in the comfort of a group of house guests visiting
         after dinner.
      

      
      Commentator: “Johan Borg disappeared some years ago without a trace from his home.
         . . . His wife Alma found a diary.”
      

      
      Alma talks directly to us in a reflective voice as she slides her wedding ring up
         and down her finger. “You wonder why I chose to stay on here. We lived in this house
         almost seven years. . . . The baby is due in a month. . . . He didn’t want to see
         another human being here. He was afraid. He liked that I was quiet.” When they had
         arrived, they were happy to see the apple tree in bloom. But when they saw footprints
         around the house, Johan became uneasy. His work as an artist had not been going well.
         The last few years, he had become sleepless.
      

      
      Alma is sitting under the apple blossoms as Johan tells her how to position herself
         so he can paint her. (This sunny scene is a beautifully arranged painting.) We witness
         brief scenes of their loving each other from which he quickly withdraws. One night
         he pushes his sketchbook toward her. “You see, I have made sketches of them. This is the one who turns up most often. And he’s almost harmless. I think he’s
         homosexual.” The worst one is the bird-man with a beak. Johan has sketched these creatures
         who he feels are threatening his life. Alma puts her hands to her face. He is quick
         to say, “You must stay awake a little longer. In just an hour or so it will be dawn.
         And then I can sleep.” The camera moves in on her exhausted, tortured face.
      

      
      As Johan sits holding his head in despair, he is approached by a young blonde woman
         who exposes one breast. She is Veronica Vogler, a previous mistress. Johan is kissing
         her neck. He unzips her dress and takes it off. The screen goes blank. (We don’t know
         if she is real or if she is the memory of a sexy woman he is longing for.)
      

      
      Alma continues to read the diary about another of Johan’s encounters. “My name is
         Heerbrand, psychiatric curator. I finger people’s souls and turn them inside out.
         . . . Why do you look at me like that? Did I anger you? Your nerves out of sorts?”
         Johan hits the man, who falls to his knees. (Again we don’t know how much this is
         a misinterpretation of reality or the actual beginning of the cannibal’s attack on
         Johan.)
      

      
      Alma and Johan have been invited to a family dinner at the castle of the count. In
         the guise of pleasantness, the cannibals’ attack on Johan continues. The countess
         says, “I am incapable of feeling aggression. I can muster bureaucratic vengefulness.
         Here we’re used to humiliation. We find it pleasurable. Our fangs have remained intact.”
      

      
      Johan is growing more and more uncomfortable, struggling to hold himself together.
         He asks Alma to help him. When he is addressed as Sir Artist, he can contain himself
         no longer. “Pardon me. I call myself artist for want of a better term. There is nothing
         self-evident in my creative work except the compulsion to do it. Through no intent
         of my own, I have been appointed something apart. A five-legged calf, a monster. I
         have never fought for this position nor do I now want to keep it.” When they toast
         him, the countess, in giving him a rose for his hair, scratches his face with her
         fingernail.
      

      
      The countess shows one of Johan’s paintings of Veronica that she has hung at the foot
         of her bed. “How long did you live together?” Alma answers for him, “Five years.”
         The wife has now started to include Alma in the mortification: “He loved her didn’t
         he? He was a first-class scoundrel at the time. But so romantic.”
      

      
      As Johan and Alma walk home at sunrise, she tells him she has read his diary. “I see
         that something is going to happen. Something evil. . . . They are trying to separate
         us. They want you for themselves. As long as I’m with you, it’s much harder for them.
         Johan, I won’t run away no matter how much they try.” (He is caught. He resents her
         wish to protect him and yet he can’t live without her.) When they arrive home, it
         is bedtime and he is anxious. “There was a time when I could sleep, deep dreamless
         sleep. I cannot sleep. I wake out of fear.” He needs her to stay awake with him. “I
         have held vigil each night until daylight. But this is the worst hour . . . the hour
         of the wolf when most people die and most children are born. It’s now that the nightmares
         come to us.” Being able to accept the comfort of her presence, Johan/Bergman tells
         her of terrifying and humiliating punishment at the hands of his father. Alma listens
         silently, her hands over her eyes.
      

      
      In the safety of her sympathy, Johan dares to tell her of an episode on the shore.
         The murderous incident is played out in the film. As Johan is fishing, a young boy
         stands behind him. Then he sees the boy in his swimming shorts lying on a rock nearby,
         as if to tempt him. Johan goes over and picks him up. When the boy gets on his back,
         Johan hits him against the rocks. Screaming, the boy falls and bites Johan on the
         foot. Johan hits him over and over again, then he slips the boy into the water and
         watches as he struggles to try to reach the surface.
      

       

      * * *

      
      A man appears to invite them to the castle. Veronica Vogler will be there. He leaves
         a gun for Johan to defend himself against the animals as he walks through the woods.
         Alma asks to hear about his relationship with Veronica, then she herself quotes from
         his diary, “My attachment to Veronica was finally painful for both of us. I followed
         her in the streets, jealously spied on her. . . . We often ended in frightening confrontations
         far from any semblance of reason.” Johan grabs the diary from her. “Her husband came
         and fetched her and I was sent to a hospital. We did not see each other for several
         years.”
      

      
      Alma responds,

      
         You said once that what you liked about me was that God had made me all in one piece,
            that I had whole feelings and whole thoughts. You said that it was important that
            there were people like me. It sounded so lovely. It made me so happy. I was wrong.
            . . . I don’t understand you. You’re nothing but frightened. And you want to stay
            here and possibly be killed. Do you think I want to see you run after that woman,
            talking to those ghosts, guarding myself all the time?
         

      

      Johan picks up the gun. “Get up from this table right now. Go out the door. Down the
         steps. It’s not dark anymore. You can find your way.” He shoots three times but not
         at her because he has just enough sanity left to ask her to escape his impulse to
         kill her. In a psychotic trance he runs toward the desired but unattainable Veronica
         about whom he has been dreaming.
      

      
      As the count leads him to Veronica, he tells Johan that Veronica has been his mistress
         for two years. (He is jealous of their previous relationship.) In preparation for
         meeting Veronica, the beak-nosed man makes Johan’s face up like a woman’s with lipstick,
         mascara, and powder. Perfumed, Johan is loaned a fancy dressing gown and pajamas.
      

      
      He finds Veronica lying under a sheet as if she is dead. Gently he goes over her beautiful
         body with his hands and lovingly strokes her face. Suddenly she smiles and lets out
         a cruel laugh. She was part of the plot to destroy him! He stands there stunned, the make-up streaming
         down his face. At a slight distance from him and a little to the side we see Veronica
         standing motionless, a beautiful, nude, human statue.
      

      
      The people of the castle have been watching. They cackle in amusement for they have
         succeeded in completely humiliating the artist, in destroying him. He collapses as
         he recalls the little boy in the water struggling to save himself. Now it is he who
         has been drowned.
      

       

      * * *

      
      We return to Alma as her colorless voice finishes the story.

      
         Yes, he fired three shots. One scratched my arm. . . . I fell over from sheer terror.
            . . . I heard him pace back and forth . . . then he ran into the path. I stood up,
            went inside. . . . I hid the pistol and sat down to wait. . . . He looked absolutely
            insane. . . . He got the diary out and began to write. He wrote for hours. . . . Then
            . . . he packed his satchel and headed off toward the woods.
         

      

      She finds him collapsed on the ground. “Johan, don’t you see me?” He reaches up and
         gently touches her face, looking at her with dead eyes. The bird-man with a beak approaches
         and begins to attack, his face alternating with a blackbird’s menacing, open beak.
         The count’s mother leans over Johan’s shoulder and slashes his carotid artery. As
         he slowly slumps to the ground, the ghostly faces of the vampires from the castle
         materialize, greedy for the blood that is pouring from his neck.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Alma is asking us, the audience, to help her understand what has happened. She is
         questioning what she could have done to avert this tragedy.
      

      
         Isn’t it true that a woman who has lived so long with a man . . . she finally becomes
            like that man. Since she loves him and tries to think like him. . . . Is that why
            I began to see those ghosts? Or were they there anyway? I mean, if I’d loved him less
            . . . could I have protected him better then? Or was it that I didn’t love him enough
            that made me so jealous? . . . I thought I was so close to him. Sometimes he said
            he was also close to me. One time he said it with certainty. If only I could have
            followed him all the time.
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      On first viewing Hour of the Wolf, we are so caught up in the ominous question of what is going to happen next that
         we don’t question how much of what is occurring is reality and how much exists in
         Johan’s disintegrating mind. However, for Johan, reality and unreality are all mixed up, and his fear and confusion are projected into the audience, forcing
         us to share his agony. To keep from feeling fragmented myself, I went through each
         scene, judging what I thought was real and what was delusional and even what was fantasy
         that Bergman had thrown in for his amusement. My obsessive examination led me to see
         that the line that holds the film together is Alma’s devotion to Johan despite his
         ambivalence toward her and his betrayal of her by seeking to woo his former lover
         back. The second line in the film has to do with its strong autobiographical grounding.
         Bergman created Hour of the Wolf from both the current problems in his life and his traumatic childhood. He and the
         concert pianist Käbi Laretei had married in 1959; their son Daniel was born in 1962.
         Three years later Bergman left her to live with Liv Ullmann on the isolated island
         of Farö. Daniel became another of his children screaming for attention from his father.
      

      
      Hour   of the Wolf grew out of Bergman’s film The Cannibals, written in 1965 but never completed because of his serious vertiginous illness.
         Then Persona intervened. By the time the filming of Hour of the Wolf was complete, several years had passed. Even though he had been living with Liv Ullmann
         since 1965, Bergman chose to dedicate Hour of the Wolf to his wife Käbi. Was Bergman’s exposure of his own fear of disintegration in the
         character of Johan a way of explaining and apologizing to Käbi for his desertion of
         her and their son? Could it be that Bergman’s guilt about leaving his son is reflected
         in the murderous scene on the rocks? Does the little boy represent his son Daniel
         whom he had once carried lovingly on his shoulders? Had he “killed” his son by leaving
         him? Are these the germs out of which the terrifying scene of Johan smashing the boy
         against the rocks grew? The boy’s jumping on his back may have been perceived as an
         assault in Johan’s psychotic mind. And at the end of the film, is Bergman’s belief
         that he deserves to die acted out by Johan’s walking into the cannibal’s trap? Bergman
         loved his little son and regretted having left him because of inner forces that were
         beyond his control. As a second birthday present, he had made a short film titled
         Daniel (1967) from early photographs.
      

       

      * * *

      
      The reality has a happy ending for Bergman. After the abreaction, or living-out, so
         graphically his murderous rage and his terror of disintegration by creating Hour of the Wolf, Bergman arrived at a true cathartic shift in the intensity of his uncontrollable
         impulses. He found it easier to relate to his children as they grew older and participated
         in his work both as actors and eventually professional collaborators. When his autobiographical
         novel Sunday’s Children (1969) was made into a film, Daniel was the director.
      

      
      Another of Bergman’s worries at the time he created this film is reflected in Johan’s
         mental state. Alma tells us that Johan’s state of mind grew worse when he felt that
         his creativity as an artist was failing. As he said when he was addressed as Sir Artist
         at the castle party: “I call myself artist for want of a better term. There is nothing
         self-evident in my creative work except the compulsion to do it. Through no intent
         of my own, I have been appointed something apart. A five-legged calf, a monster.”
         When Bergman’s feelings were at a low ebb, this could well be a quote from him. It
         is not easy being a genius and always feeling different from other people. And his
         self-esteem had always been precarious because of his insecure infancy. He once named
         the demons that tormented him during the hours of the wolf—the hours between three
         and five in the morning—“mortification, loathing, fear and rage.”[3]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      Hour of the Wolf is based on Bergman’s difficult childhood. The cannibals who were out to destroy
         Johan represent Bergman’s parents. Though Bergman knew it wasn’t so—and later in life
         he was most appreciative of the gifts they had given him, particularly his extraordinary
         self-discipline—in this film he is telling us how he as a child experienced his parents’
         punishments. He perceived them as taking pleasure in humiliating him, waiting for
         their chance to drink his blood and destroy him. When Johan is confiding in Alma about
         his nightly agonies that kept him awake, Bergman is recalling his own terrors as a
         child when he was punished by being locked in the dark closet where strange creatures
         would gnaw at his toes, or when he was beaten with the cane and humiliated into begging
         for forgiveness. Twenty years later, Bergman would no longer conceal his suffering
         in a film and would speak directly of his difficult childhood and its effect on his
         life in his autobiography The Magic Lantern.
      

      
      Johan’s use of a diary to record his various humiliating encounters is his attempt
         to hold himself together, just as Bergman’s writing another script helped him integrate
         himself after a physical or emotional crisis. It is heartrending that Johan’s last
         act is to write at length in his diary before running off into the woods to his death.
         He may not go on living but a record of his suffering will! In creating Hour of the Wolf, Bergman was leaving his record as well.
      

       

      * * *

      
      In Hour of the Wolf, Bergman is dealing brutally with what he dealt with delicately in Persona: the disintegration of a personality. Both films have been subject to many interpretations
         that have expanded my understanding of the films. Writer Frank Gado sees Hour of the   Wolf as a sign of Bergman’s increasing disintegration. On the contrary, I see the film
         as a product of Bergman’s remarkable courage to fully grasp what he was struggling
         to master within himself. He was only half joking when he said that if he didn’t have
         his work, he would end up in the nut house. But he was a strong man who had this steel
         column at his core. That he was afraid of losing control of his terrible rage is clear.
         And the bodily tension required to keep himself under control made it impossible for
         him to relax in bed with Liv. He was desperate to find out why he was so tense and
         full of anger that Liv at times had to escape from him in fear for her life. Creating
         Hour of the Wolf was his search for an answer. By having his character Johan disintegrate in the face
         of humiliation and act out his murderous rage, Bergman hoped to relieve himself of
         some of his vigilant, energy-consuming self-control. This was a courageous undertaking,
         facing the fact that he had indeed at times wanted to murder a child who was in his
         way. Living it out in this violent manner through Johan and the boy actually reduced
         the amount of tension under which he constantly lived.
      

      
      Following are several examples of the varied responses to this disturbing film, as
         well as Bergman’s own interpretations.
      

      
      John Lahr, in his excellent essay in the New Yorker “The Demon Lover,” considers Hour of the Wolf probably the darkest of Bergman’s journeys into his shadowy interior. The scene of
         the encounter of Johan with the young boy, “in its choreographic ferocity, is an allegory
         for Bergman’s lifelong struggle to fend off the ghosts of his past, which he is determined
         to defeat, but with reverence.”[4]    
      

      
      Bergman saw the boy as a demon inside himself that threatened him, and he felt that
         both Johan and the boy should have been naked. When this demon clings to Johan’s back,
         trying to bite him, he is crushed against the mountainside with orgasmic force. “There
         is no doubt my upbringing was a fertile ground for the demons of neurosis.”[5]     Is that not a statement of his intent in creating the film? He would crush that
         murderous demon within him with orgasmic fury! But which demon is he crushing? Gado
         sees the relationship between Johan and the boy as an expression of Bergman’s anxiety
         about homosexuality.
      

      
      British film reviewer Geoffrey Macnab writes, “The richness of the scene [of the killing
         of the boy] . . . lies in its ambiguity. What does the boy stand for and why does
         he appear? Is he a representation of Bergman’s childhood self? Does he represent the
         artist’s creative urge? . . . Is he simply an unlikely and therefore all the more
         potent embodiment of evil?”[6]    
      

      
      Bergman doesn’t answer any of these questions directly. There is a balance to be struck,
         he seems to argue, between using the demons to fire his creative imagination and allowing
         them to distort and destroy his life. As Bergman put it in a late interview with his
         colleague Jörn Donner, “Of course the demons have to be around. It would be very dangerous
         not to have them there. But they need to be kept under control. As long as I am in
         the studio or in the theater, I control the universe. And so the demons are automatically
         under control. I mean, the passions are under control.”[7]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      In 1971, when Bergman was being interviewed by Richard Meryman, he looked back to
         this dark film:
      

      
         You know Hour of the Wolf? It’s not a very good picture, but it’s a personal picture. What I talked about was
            the demons, the friends who become friendly, and started to destroy that man. I think
            it had very much to do with my own fear of them—but I will never let them do that.
         

         
         I wrote Hour of the Wolf in a very quiet room. I never have any sun in the room when I write. I was sleeping
            in this room too, and after a few weeks I had to stop. The demons would come to me
            and wake me up and they would stand there and talk to me. It was very strange.
         

         
         I live at the edge of a strange country and I don’t know what will happen. There is
            a real problem in my character which is no secret: I am extremely aggressive. Disciplined
            aggressivity can be a good thing in my profession. . . . And of course that is very
            much in my films. But I have a fascination with the brutality and cruelty in life
            because I felt a relation to the power of cruelty. It’s a very dangerous thing to
            carry. It’s a sort of dynamite inside.
         

         
         But I know my neuroses and I can say hello to them and talk to them and I have them
            under control. I am extremely healthy. My doctor thinks I will be 110. When I am completely
            sleepless, then I have a good friend in music.[8]    
         

      

      Nineteen years later, Bergman wrote in Images,
      

      
         Hour of the Wolf is seen by some as a regression after Persona. It isn’t that simple. Persona was a breakthrough, a success that gave me the courage to keep on searching along
            unknown paths. . . . There is within the film a consciously formal and thematic disintegration.
            When I see it today I understand that it is about a deep-seated division within me
            both hidden and carefully monitored, visible in both my earlier and later work. .
            . . Hour of the Wolf is important since it is an attempt to encircle a hard-to-locate set of problems and
            get inside them. I dared take a few steps, but I didn’t go the whole way. [By this
            time Bergman was fully aware that he had been using this film to heal himself.][9]    
         

         
         Earlier I was quick to downgrade Hour of the Wolf, probably because it did touch on so many suppressed aspects of my personality. While
            Persona possesses an intense light, an uninterrupted focus, Hour of the Wolf takes place in a land of twilight and exploits elements that are new to me—romantic
            irony, ghosts. . . . During supper at the castle, the demons look normal. . . . Everything
            is peaceful. But they are living the life of the doomed, in unbearable torment, eternally
            entangled in one another. They bite each other and eat each other’s souls. . . . Johan
            appears, transformed into a weirdly androgynous creature.[10]    
         

      

      Hour of the Wolf was a part of Bergman’s self-analysis-in-progress in which he was trying to understand
         why he had to destroy every serious commitment to a woman. What was he so terrified
         of and why? He lived under a terrible tension. He tried to control himself so he could
         stay with the women he loved. He despised himself because he had deserted his screaming
         children. After he had written Hour of the Wolf, it must have become clearer to him that he was terrified that he would literally
         go mad and kill one of his children who wanted to be close to Daddy, as he at the
         age of four had attempted to kill his baby sister at the urging of his brother. It
         may also have been clearer to him that his life-long tendency to interpret problems
         as humiliating might lead to his own death. The man who made this film—and the series
         of films starting with The Silence—was a brave man. Hour of the Wolf was another big step in deactivating the bomb. He said that creating Hour of the Wolf freed him from his own hour of the wolf: the terror he experienced in the period
         between earliest morning and dawn.
      

      
      Bergman’s method of therapy, daring to discover these hidden murderous impulses and
         terrors of disintegration through creating films, was dangerous business. He was in
         the process of healing himself by living out his earliest traumatic experiences in
         this series of violent films. He did not have the psychiatrist’s office or the hospital
         to help him contain himself while he faced the dynamite lying under the surface of
         his mind that was constantly destroying his loving relationships. Only when he could
         understand that his withdrawal had been the only defense he had against setting off
         the dynamite could he reduce the power of the dynamite and begin to truly accept that
         he as an adult did have the capacity to control himself and the right to enjoy his life.
      

      
      There were several more films to come in which Bergman continued to work away at the
         problem of defusing the bomb. However, his progress in understanding the degree of
         his aggression and its consequences was helping him build into himself that “No!”
         voice which he had failed to receive from his mother’s love when he was a child. In
         an interview with Jonas Sima in 1969—a year after Hour of the Wolf was released—we can see that Bergman understood his problems with aggression, what
         progress he had made, and how much further he needed to go.
      

      
         Nowadays my reign of terror is of a milder sort. . . . Maybe it’s not notable, but
            I’m always in a rage. It’s one of my life-problems. I’m always angry. . . . I’ve no
            inhibition for my aggressions. Rather the opposite, I’d say. I’ve no threshold at
            all. . . . Before I can say “knife” I’m swept away by a fit of rage, so I have to
            keep my eye on myself. I realize that any sort of emotional outbreak, every outburst
            of rage which isn’t under control . . . harms both myself and the other person.[11]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s problems with aggression and the withdrawing defense he used to try to control
         himself deeply affected his relationship with Liv Ullmann. In a recent interview on
         the Criterion Collection DVD of Hour of the Wolf,[12]     Ullmann says, “I was happy, at peace, having a baby with the man I loved. The
         person who wrote the movie was not at peace but I was at peace and that was the character
         I was showing. I stayed with a man who was not at peace and it changed my life in
         many ways, but maybe I matured different than if I had taken my baby and gone back
         home.”[13]    
      

      
      Liv Ullmann was a strong woman. In her adolescence she had the same determination
         to be an actress as Bergman had to be a director. She didn’t take his controlling
         forcefulness passively, which led to hurtful verbal exchanges. But at times she was
         really afraid of him.
      

      
         No one could be as angry as Ingmar. Possibly I. Once I was so frightened of him that
            I locked myself in the bathroom. He stood outside hammering and kicking at the door
            trying to get in. Suddenly to my horror I saw his whole foot come through the door
            like a cannon ball, leaving a large hole—and with such a force that his slipper came
            off and flew into the bowl. It was easy to become friends again when we could see
            ourselves from the outside.[14]    
         

      

      That he was capable of love is clear, but even with his child it could not be sustained.
         When their daughter Linn was born, she suffered with colic. She cried continuously
         and could not be comforted. He placed her tiny body, stiff with cramps, on his bare
         stomach. She quieted down, and they both fell asleep in each other’s warmth. Liv:
         “There were days with guilt feelings when I became the doormat for both of them. He
         who sat in his study and wanted to own me alone. And she who could barely walk, and
         cried for me from the other end of the house. I rushed from one to the other. . .
         . Never able to completely give what I yearned to receive.”[15]    
      

       

      * * *

      
      After Ullmann left in 1970 to resume her career under other movie directors, their
         friendship and respect for each other remained. It is easy to understand why Bergman
         called her back to play in most of his later films when we hear how persistently she
         worked to “inhabit” the role of Jenny, the psychiatrist who becomes psychotic in Face to Face (1975–1976). Bergman knew that half his work was done when she was working with him.
      

      
      Now on an equal footing, she fought back when necessary. But she continued to fear
         his aggression. Frightened at being overheard criticizing him, she runs into a courtyard
         and hides in a small crate. “After a long, long time—Ingmar comes and knocks on the
         lid. He waits to open it until I whisper, ‘Come in.’ He asks me, ‘Do you want to be
         friends again?’ and his face is kind.”[16]    
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      Coping Revisited

      
         
         
      

      
      
         Bergman’s career as a filmmaker was unique. . . . It was built on altogether specific
            experiences and knowledge which could not be imitated. [His] films have a defiant
            spirit that makes his moral significance even greater than his artistic significance.—Jörn
            Donner, The Personal Vision of Ingmar Bergman

      

      In an interview with Roy Harris in 1970, Bergman said that after finishing Hour of the Wolf he was then more interested in human beings than monsters.[1]     After daring to create that terrifying film out of the depths of his tortured
         soul, Bergman was freer to make use of his aggression in positive ways. With less
         concern that his rage would get out of control, he was taking pleasure in exercising
         it. And in the next few years, he would have need of this newly achieved controlled
         aggression in order to maintain his dignity in the face of numerous attacks. The audience
         and the critics had not responded well to this dark film. Some felt that his work
         was on the decline.
      

      
      Bergman found his ways of retaliating. In September 1968, Expressen published an ironic article Bergman wrote under the pseudonym Ernst Riffe titled “Schizophrenic
         Interview with Nervous Director.” And when Bergman was rehearsing a play at the Royal
         Dramatic Theater, a drama critic who had been watching climbed over the stage apron.
         Bergman was so outraged that anyone would invade his territory that he shoved the
         man down. In court, Bergman said that his action had been a planned attack to humiliate
         the critic who wrote for a newspaper that had been feuding with him for several years.
         His intent was to defend all artists against all-too-prevalent persecution by the
         critics in Sweden. He was fined 5,000 Swedish kroner. This action was not the uncontrolled
         aggression that had alienated everyone when he first started directing. He had planned this attack, he emphasized in court. In Hour of the Wolf, the artist Johan crumbled and died under the humiliating attacks by the cannibals.
         Bergman, having worked through in violent detail his life-long, pent-up rage in that
         film, took delight in fervently defending himself and all artists to the judge.
      

      
      The Ritual, or The Rite (1967–1968), another aggressive film, was an outburst of rage at the way he had been
         treated when he was head of the Royal Dramatic Theater. In Images, Bergman recalls that
      

      
         the film is remarkably aggressive and received startled reactions, both within the
            television’s theater department and from the critics. When I ended my tenure as head
            of the Royal Dramatic Theater, I could barely contain a heavy fury: We had completely
            revitalized a theater that had been like Sleeping Beauty’s castle. . . . We had reorganized
            the house from top to bottom and had begun to play timely dramas. We offered children’s
            theater on the large stage. . . . We toured. . . . We utilized the resources of the
            theater to the maximum degree. For this, we (I) kept being reprimanded. My fury had
            to be channeled—it broke out in The Ritual.[2]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman starts The Ritual by telling the audience to turn off their TV sets and read a book or visit the cinema.
         Naturally, their curiosity is aroused. In ancient Greece the theater started with
         a holy ritual. An animal was sacrificed and the blood was drunk. This was in Bergman’s
         mind as he crafted the film. Two men, nearly nude, are observed standing by a window
         and are reported to the police. They are cabaret entertainers, one with a wife. The
         group is accused of obscenity, and they appear before a judge.
      

      
      The actors are intelligent, artistic, glamorous people. In contrast, the judge, in
         their eyes, is a small-minded voyeur with poor hygiene. They point out the dirt under
         his fingernails and that he sweats when he is nervous. When they perform before him
         their version of the Greek ritual—the wife bare breasted, the men with huge, erect
         penises fastened to their costumes—the judge is so overcome he dies of a heart attack.
         Thus Bergman played out his revenge against the authorities and prepared himself for
         his next dark but very personally cathartic film in which animals are sacrificed for
         reasons unknown.
      

      
      Bergman later said that if he had not had his job, he would have suffered the same
         fate as Andreas Winkelman, the protagonist in The Passion of Anna.
      

      
      These were dark days in Bergman’s personal life. At the time The Passion of   Anna (1968–1969) was being shot, he realized that Liv Ullmann, the star of the film, was
         planning to leave him. Living together for three years had been very difficult for
         both of them. Their strife and pain slipped directly into the film. In looking back
         from 1990, Bergman said, “It all became dreadfully heavy going. . . . Contrary to
         a usual collaboration experience, we found ourselves in endless conflicts. My intestinal
         ulcer acted up, and Sven had vertigo.”[3]     The ending of the script expresses Bergman’s hope that he will be able to survive
         his humiliation and loneliness at her departure. However, the film ending leaves his
         survival uncertain.
      

      
      In The Passion of Anna—made from a short story—there are many innovative devices that bring the audience
         into the actor’s circle.[4]     We come to know these actors as real people. Customarily, Bergman’s scripts were
         set in stone. However, with The Passion of Anna, the actors, who had been given the story to read and digest, were encouraged to
         improvise many of the scenes. The film pauses so that the four main actors, one at
         a time, step out of the film and explain how they envision the people they are playing.
         We would think this would interrupt the line of the story, but instead it makes it
         possible to identify more deeply with the characters and to become engrossed in trying
         to solve the mystery of who the murderer is on the island.
      

      
      A narrator starts the story: “His name is Andreas Winkelman.” At the end of the film,
         as Andreas disappears into the earth, we are told, “This time they called him Andreas
         Winkelman.” Bergman is saying, This could be me, or this could be you, or this is
         the story of Everyman.
      

      
      Andreas Winkelman’s psychological suffering is different from that of Johan in Hour of the Wolf. Johan was psychotic. Having broken his ties with the real world, he misinterpreted
         people’s actions in a paranoid way. He suffered from hallucinations, and, totally
         insane, he walked into the woods to rendezvous with cannibals and certain death. Andreas,
         however, is a relatively integrated man who becomes demoralized when he is abandoned
         by his wife and child and develops a phobia exploring caves in his work as a geologist.
         These severe stresses result in an overwhelming hopelessness and sense of humiliation,
         as well as a concealed rage. His paralysis in constructive functioning had led to
         pathological behavior, for which Andreas had spent time in prison.

      
      In The Passion of Anna, Bergman was taking a significant step in his self-analysis. When people suffer with
         post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) after a betrayal by someone they love, the loss
         of a job, or some other serious psychological or physical trigger, we psychiatrists
         help them reintegrate themselves. Bergman, by bringing to life in his films his own
         struggles with his desperate need for a woman and the horror and terror of his uncontrollable
         aggression that would bring these intimate relationships to an end, was not only learning
         to master his aggression, he was reducing its power. He was also on the way to acquiring
         the ability to be alone—an incredible feat for someone who had suffered all his life
         with separation anxiety due to the traumas of his earliest life. In his last years,
         Bergman actually guarded his privacy, living alone in his home on the island. In an
         interview with Marie Nyreröd when he was eighty-four, we see a teddy bear sitting
         on the window ledge. This companion of his childhood may well represent the loving
         people he eventually incorporated within himself, including his parents after his
         reunion with them. He no longer suffered with unquenchable loneliness but instead
         cherished his solitude as he had when he was making films with his magic lantern as
         a child.
      

      
      In The Passion of Anna, Bergman harks back briefly to the demeaning punishments of his youth in the confession
         Andreas makes to Anna that he lives with the disease of humiliation and is haunted
         by ghosts and memories from the past. Bergman had managed to remain functional as
         a child due to his extraordinary strength arising from the love of his triumvirate
         of mothers, his identification with his hard-working parents, and his ingenious defense
         of dissociation that partially protected him from the family traumas. Andreas, in
         the film, has not been so fortunate. He is the embodiment of what Bergman would have
         been without his special gifts. And, at the age of fifty, Bergman is using Andreas’s
         tragic, empty life and his struggle with self-control to live through in all their
         intensity his childhood feelings of terror and loneliness and to recognize that at
         the bottom of his rage was a desire to kill. In The Passion of Anna, Bergman is telling his audience, You don’t have to be psychotic to possess murderous rages that lie hidden at the bottom
            of your temper tantrums and hurtful behavior. Bergman’s abreaction therapy in creating this film reduced even further the amount
         of energy he had to employ in order to restrain himself from picking up an axe or
         setting a barn on fire.
      

      
      The skills Bergman used in the gradual building up of a story piece by piece are those
         of a master craftsman. As he used his ability to integrate these various pieces into
         a story, he was aware that he was in the process of integrating himself as well. After
         The Passion of Anna was presented to the public, Bergman felt more whole than he had before. Hubert Cohen quotes Bergman: “I feel I have come . . . into an
         enormous field.”[5]     In bringing to the light of day this experimental film, Bergman must have felt
         the joy Bach felt when, despite the loss of his wife and children, he still retained
         his joy in composing music.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Because the creation of The Passion of Anna made it possible for Bergman to achieve more control of his aggression and was crucial
         in changing the whole future of his life, my summary of the film will be somewhat
         lengthy.
      

      
      The actor Max von Sydow says of the character he is playing, “[Andreas] is trying
         to hide from the outside world. His failed marriage and legal problems have drawn
         him into a blind alley . . . and this hiding place . . . has become a prison.”
      

      
      In his loneliness, Andreas takes up with Anna, even though he knows she is living
         a lie. She talks of the happiness of her marriage when actually it was a disaster
         and she was responsible for an auto accident in which her husband and son were killed.
      

      
      Walking in the woods, Andreas comes across a writhing puppy that someone has hanged
         from a tree. Hugging it, he talks gently to the dog. The next day someone has slaughtered
         and mutilated eight sheep. Obviously a killer is loose on the island. Who could it
         possibly be? Is Andreas “mad” enough to actually kill, or has Bergman created a parallel
         story to force us to experience Andreas’s agony, his murderous rage, and his heroic
         struggle to control his actions?
      

      
      Andreas makes friends with the couple with whom Anna is staying. Elis, the architect
         husband, has a hobby of taking pictures of people “in the grip of violent emotions.”
         His huge hoard of photographs is bizarre. When he photographs Andreas, his camera
         is so intrusive we wonder at his motivation. Elis reveals that he knows of Andreas’s
         incarceration. He accuses Andreas of hiding like a scared dog. Andreas: “I am a scared dog.” Elis: “Do you bite?” Andreas: “You’ll find out.” Could Elis be the
         killer? We can rule out his wife Eva because she is so depressed she is more apt to
         kill herself than an animal. By the time Andreas gets home to his silent house, he
         is so perturbed by some mysterious force that he walks out onto the snowy ground and
         screams.
      

      
      Anna comes to live with Andreas. They are relatively happy, with no arguments or passions
         to speak of. One day she begins to talk in detail about how wonderful her marriage
         had been. She has either memorized her part well or she half-believes what she is
         saying, just as young Bergman told stories so convincingly that he himself was not
         sure whether they were true or not. Andreas listens silently. What has he got himself
         into? While they are playing chess, she pushes him to admit that he has slept with
         Eva. In an outburst of fury, she knocks the chessmen off the board. Andreas tries
         to calm her down by kissing her but she puts her hands around his neck, attempting
         to strangle him. A mean, ferocious, yet slightly triumphant expression appears on
         her face and in her blazing eyes. We can’t eliminate her from our list of suspects!
         Despite their mutual hatred, they stay together because the thought of being alone
         again is unbearable.
      

      
      They continue to live together in relative harmony until Anna’s jealousy flares up
         again. She accuses him of looking at a photo of a former flame. He confesses that
         he has a cancer in his soul.
      

      
         There’s a wall. I can’t speak or show you that I’m happy. I can see your eyes but
            I can’t reach you. I’m outside that wall. I’ve shut myself outside. I’m so far away.
            . . . I’m afraid of being humiliated. It’s like hell. I’ve accepted the humiliation
            and let it sink in. It’s terrible to be a failure. . . . [I have] a brief desire to
            trample something living. . . . Is [humiliation] a disease we have to live with? .
            . . I can’t live like this. I’ve given up. I can’t stand it anymore. The days drag
            by. I’m choked by the food I swallow, the shit I get rid of, the words I say. . .
            . The darkness rustles with ghosts and memories.
         

      

      Andreas’s acknowledgement of the cancer in his soul that walls him off from human
         contact has frightened Anna. At breakfast she feels his mounting irritation as he
         tries to vent his anger by splitting wood. She has apparently decided that she can’t
         live with a man who feels he is a failure. She chooses the moment when he is at the
         height of his rage to say, “You realize that it’s over.” The fact that she rejects
         him after his very painful confession is the last straw. He hits back. “You are free
         to go whenever you like. You’re lying. You lied about your marriage and you lied about
         your divorce. I know the truth about you. . . . I know what you’re like. You’re a
         parasite. I don’t like you at all. It’s hell living with you. I’ve been longing to
         get out. Poor Anna, you were so happy before we met,” he says sarcastically. She fights
         back: “At least I had good memories of my husband and our love.” Andreas: “Stop it
         Anna!” Anna: “You can’t tell me what to do. Go to hell.” Andreas comes at her with
         the axe and sinks the blade into the fence right beside her head. Then he strikes
         her repeatedly with his fists and the flat of his hands until she falls to the ground.
         Who is the killer now? Who is to blame? He came at her with the axe, but she had deliberately
         provoked him when he was most vulnerable.
      

      
      We hear a siren. Andreas rushes to the scene where a barn is on fire. The animals
         locked inside are bellowing; a burning horse runs in desperation and has to be killed.
         Andreas’s preoccupation with horror for the animals allows his murderous rage to subside.
         He knows what he has to do. Anna arrives on the scene. As she drives them home, Andreas
         says, “Anna, I want to be free. I want my solitude back. I can’t go on living like
         this.” He turns to her but she is silent, and her face is resolute. She seems to be
         taking pleasure in shutting him out. That she won’t part amicably sets off his destructiveness.
         “Poor Anna, you’re not lucky with men. Something must be wrong with you or your men.
         You always talk about living in the truth. It was all a lie. . . . Slow down! Will you kill me just as you killed . . .” He grabs the wheel and turns the ignition off. “You’re crazy. You’re out of your mind!” He jumps out of the car and starts pacing back and forth in the field until he falls
         to the ground.
      

      
      In the script it is clear that Bergman means for Andreas to survive because it is
         Andreas who is telling the story. However, the ambiguity of Andreas’s survival expresses
         how close to extinction Bergman may have felt at the prospect of losing Liv.
      

       

      * * *

      
      When I first watched The Passion of Anna, I was disappointed because the mystery story has no resolution. The animal killer
         is never revealed. But Bergman knew who the actual murderers were: the injured, humiliated,
         lonely human beings filled with murderous hatred who live everywhere. As for Andreas
         and Anna, which one is the killer? Being betrayed by someone we love is one of the
         most painful experiences that can happen to us. The sense of the film seems to be
         that Anna—who has suffered untold losses leading up to the killing of her husband
         and son—has somehow split into two people, and although she needs companionship and
         longs for love, her anticipation of being abandoned has led to her finding a twisted
         satisfaction in attacking a man when he is vulnerable, setting in motion a vicious
         altercation that makes it possible for her to justify her actions. After Andreas stops
         her and jumps out of the car, she sees him pacing in his agony, but she has no compassion.
         She turns the car around and drives away.
      

      
      In contrast to Anna, Andreas (like Bergman) is developing the capacity to think before
         he acts. He tries to get himself under control by splitting wood. Murderous when she
         tells him that the relationship is over, he has the capacity to aim the axe to the
         side of her head, just as an angry infant will aim a block so that it just misses
         his mother’s face. After Andreas hits Anna, he calms down. In the car, he is again
         under control as he attempts to part amicably, but she is not capable of shifting
         from her murderous self to a loving, forgiving person. As far as Anna is concerned,
         Andreas deserves nothing less than death. He grabs the wheel and escapes from the
         car.
      

       

      * * *

      
      The film The Passion of Anna differs at times from the script. One episode is particularly significant because
         it illustrates both the intensity of the violence that Bergman, in real life, was
         in the process of getting under control and the rapid interplay between dissociated
         rage and the sensible reality of self-control. The episode of the attack with the
         axe is drawn more violently in the script than was possible to illustrate on the screen.
         The incident is a very dark pas de deux moving back and forth from sensible and controlled
         to wild and out-of-control, something Bergman knew all too well from observing the
         violent results of the split in both his parents’ personalities as well as in his
         own behavior in his intimate relationships.
      

      
      In Bergman’s script, while Andreas is chopping wood, Anna appears and says she is
         leaving. As the scene progresses, we witness the shifts in his mind from reality to
         dissociation, a state in which he plays out what he has the impulse to do. The dissociated
         fantasies are italicized below.
      

      
         Her face was bloodless . . . her eyes bright with hatred. . . . She was very close
            now, I felt her breath, it stank with hatred. We stood for a long time abusing each
            other. I recall it almost like a picture drawn by some bystander. . . . one of them holding
               an axe . . . she spoke with a strange, somewhat lighter voice, expressing herself
               in a kind of grotesque literary language which I had never heard her use before.

         
         I began to entice her; her lack of self-control seemed to get more and more interesting.
            I could feel my heart beating heavily and slowly . . . and a purely physical sense
            of well-being spreading through my body.
         

         
         Suddenly I saw my left hand around her throat. The edge of the axe cut deep into her
               broad white forehead, shattering the nose; the eyes opened wide and burst. I heard
               the dull thud of my second blow and I saw the blood gush out of the thick hair and
               the flap of skin whiten around the axe-head. . . . I saw the mouth open in a shriek
               which was stifled by the blood pouring out.
         

         
         The hatred drained away. . . . I saw our wretchedness and was ashamed. . . . Slowly
            we became ourselves again.
         

      

      This step in Bergman’s self-analysis proved to be very difficult. In The Passion of Anna he was exposing to the world the terrible struggles he had had all his life with
         his love turning to hate, beginning with his mother and continuing with each of his
         intimates. That this same tension was destroying his relationship with Ullmann at
         the very time he was creating The   Passion of Anna “infected” the entire crew. They all had to participate in the living-out of his
         uncontrollable, rage-filled, childhood reactions. Ullmann eventually profited by the
         catharsis Bergman achieved. His rage at her was temporary. She was not banned from
         his life for leaving him. His reality-self appreciated her extraordinary gifts and
         made use of them. Bergman and Ullmann continued to flare up at each other at times,
         but his sense of humor would put out the fire.
      

       

      * * *

      
      What did Bergman learn about himself by creating this film about murderous impulses?
         He recognized that underneath his own violent temper tantrums, the desire to kill
         was still alive. The only way he had avoided this horror had been to build a wall
         around himself or to free himself from each relationship, and in so doing not only
         keep himself from going to prison but avoid hurting even more seriously those he loved.
      

      
      When reading Bergman’s story, we can see his developing insight into both the positive
         and negative uses of his defense of dissociation. The child can escape the feeling
         of guilt for murderous thoughts because it is not he who is wishing to kill his mother or father. But in the adult, dissociating the murderous
         part of the self leaves the adult in no control of that self and leads to disastrous
         action. When Andreas is frightened and furious, he is not speaking with his own voice
         and therefore he has no voluntary control. These insights into the dissociative process
         must have not only relieved Bergman’s guilt to a certain extent but helped him begin
         to assume more responsibility for his actions. He was developing that essential internal
         ingredient which he had lacked: the “No!” voice of self-control.
      

      
      This self-knowledge was to help him survive the serious dissociation that was to occur
         eight years later when policemen forcibly removed him from a theater rehearsal and
         took him to a police station, where he was accused of tax fraud. In reaction to this
         outrageous humiliation, he saw himself sitting in a chair looking at himself standing
         in front of him. His wife and friends persuaded him to go into a psychiatric ward
         immediately, and there, in time, he glued himself back together. Once he was able
         to feel furious at this insult by his beloved country, he went into exile and continued
         with his increasingly healthy and creative life.
      

      
      This is not to say that aggression isn’t vital to life, but it must be sublimated
         aggression that is under one’s control. When it came to Bergman’s professional life,
         he had always had enormous productive aggression available from his genius, from his
         identification with his disciplined parents, and from the firm but loving counseling
         he had received early in his career from the actor and producer Victor Sjöström. As
         Bergman would say, in his work he was “unneurotic,” but in his private life he was
         “neurotic.” In The Passion of Anna, he is working through the “neurotic” part.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman revealed his increased insight into himself when he was interviewed by Jonas
         Sima in 1969, a year after the production of The Passion of Anna. He was asked how he could keep his aggressions so alive. “If I didn’t, I’d commit
         suicide. There’s always a tension in me between my urge to destroy and my will to
         live. It’s one of my most elementary tensions, both in the way I create and in my
         material existence. Every morning I wake up with a new wrath, a new suspiciousness,
         a new desire to live.”[6]    
      

      
      He describes vividly what he learned about his aggression in creating The Passion of Anna. Continuing the earlier quote,
      

      
      
         I’ve no inhibitions for my aggression. . . . Before I can say “knife” I’m swept away
            by a fit of rage, so I have to keep an eye on myself. I realize that any sort of emotional
            outbreak, every outburst or rage which isn’t under control, and isn’t, as they say,
            pedagogic, harms both myself and the other person. On the other hand, I don’t think
            there’s any harm in people knowing a great rage is going on somewhere. One must just
            never let it come out in an uncontrolled manner. Hasty words can’t be caught on the
            wing. Bawl someone out, use a nasty vocabulary, and he’ll never forget it.[7]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      The Passion of Anna was a pivotal film for Bergman. He was getting freer of his terror of his own murderous
         impulses because he had more confidence that the impulse was momentary: it could be
         controlled, it would pass, and love would return. This was an ability he did not have
         when he was four and attacked his baby sister. He had vented his spleen in The Ritual. In The Passion of Anna, his characters are more normal people struggling with painful conflicts in their
         relationships. As Bergman said in an interview, he felt it was his responsibility
         to encourage others to be more intuitive in understanding what was wrong in their
         relationships and what they could do about it. He himself had made enough progress
         in his self-analysis that—angry as he was—he could accept that Liv was going to leave
         him as a partner. His needs and tensions were producing too much tension in her. He
         also recognized that she was one of the most gifted artists he had known and that
         she had a future abroad. She remained his leading actress in most of his films thereafter.
         Not only did he appreciate her acting, he valued her fighting spirit.
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      Chapter 14

      Recovery

      
         
         
      

      
      
         I do not recognize the person I was forty years ago. . . . If I felt attacked, I snapped
            like a frightened dog. I trusted no one, loved no one, missed no one. Obsessed with
            sexuality that forced me into constant infidelity, I was tormented by desire, fear,
            anguish and a guilty conscience. So I was alone and raging. My work at the theatre
            provided some alleviation of a tension which only let go for brief moments in orgasm
            or drunkenness.—Ingmar Bergman, The Magic Lantern: An Autobiography

      

      Bergman had traveled a long way during those forty years. Let us glance back to the
         progress he had made in mastering himself through his films up to and after completing
         The Passion of Anna in 1969 at the age of fifty-one. In the above quotation from his autobiography, he
         is describing the raw, primitive state of his emotions when he first began working
         in film. He had been possessed by the demons of his terror of death and his lack of
         control of his aggressive and sexual impulses; and he was seriously crippled by his
         need for a woman from whom he would proceed to escape because intimacy for him quickly
         became a prison. He frequently said that his total involvement in the theater and
         filmmaking had been the only way of remaining sane. As we followed him on his journey
         as filmmaker, we witnessed, through his characters, his struggle with jealousy, temper
         tantrums, devastating loneliness, continual gastrointestinal problems, and suicidal
         depression. Repeatedly he got into untenable situations with women because, as he
         said, hell together was better than hell alone. He was also tormented by guilt because
         of the hurt women and screaming children he had left behind.
      

      
      Because Bergman was an extraordinarily intuitive man as well as a creative genius,
         he gradually became more civilized in the process of building his films out of his
         own experiences and conflicts. As his characters struggled to work through their problems,
         they were helping him work through his. Though he didn’t realize this for some years,
         what he was doing for himself was similar to what a patient does in analytic therapy.
         With The Seventh Seal, his fear of death—of God’s punishment for his sins—diminished. With The Silence and Persona, he cautiously worked toward understanding what his fear of intimacy was about: the
         fear that he would regress to the point of losing his identity. When he arrived at
         Hour of the Wolf and The Passion of Anna, caution had been set aside. He exposed his audience full blast to the murderous
         hatred that lay deeply buried under the temper tantrums of this boy/man. He discovered
         that at the bottom of the pit of his repressed feelings churned a pain as unbearable
         as that suffered by a horse that has been doused with gasoline and set on fire. Through
         what he discovered in this living out of his murderous rage and fear of disintegration—and
         even insanity—in the creating of these two dark films, he developed more control of
         his aggressive drives, thus reducing the tensions under which he lived.
      

       

      * * *

      
      The several years after the opening of The Passion of Anna saw many changes in Bergman’s personal life. In 1969 he brought his long marriage
         with Käbi Laretei to an official end. Realizing that Liv Ullmann was going to leave,
         he was seen in the company of a young actress, Malin Ek, the daughter of a friend.
         In 1970 his father died. In 1971 he attended the funeral of his third wife, Gun Hagberg
         Grut, with their nineteen-year-old son Ingmar Jr. The coinciding of the loss of three
         of his intimate partners made for a sober time. However, he continued to function,
         creating a moving film about loss titled The Touch (1970–1971), and he began Cries and Whispers (1971–1972). During sixteen months without a live-in partner, Bergman was alone in
         his home on the island. The only company he had was a woman who came three hours a
         day to prepare dinner. “I lived like that week after week, month after month, and
         in a way I liked it very much.”[1]     Bergman’s ability to keep himself company in this way is one of the first signs
         of his developing autonomy.
      

      
      Ashamed of his behavior with Malin Ek and lonely without a companion, Bergman was
         somewhat depressed. However, Cries and Whispers is a consoling film, a film offering solace.[2]     He had no backers and no money for the film. The four main characters invested
         their fees as shareholders, and he borrowed from the Film Institute. “One need never
         doubt one’s worth in the market. Mine was zero. For the second time in my life, the
         critics had started talking about my career coming to an end.”[3]     By the time filming began, the world was a somewhat brighter place because his
         love for Ingrid von Rosen had been rekindled.
      

       

      * * *

      
      After the relief of his constant tension by creating Hour of the   Wolf and The Passion of Anna, the Bergman who wrote Cries and Whispers was a different man. He was still very much engaged in understanding himself and
         in fully comprehending why his mother had been as she was, but the need to live out
         his feelings in such a terrifying way had passed. He is able to step back and observe
         with more love and compassion. The Touch and Cries and Whispers are the beginning of his studies of the complexities of marriage and the less-disguised
         stories of his childhood family that will occupy him for the remainder of his creative
         life.
      

      
      As Bergman was beginning to work on Cries and Whispers—the last film we will consider in this discussion of Bergman’s self-analysis—his
         father died. In their last visits, he and his father had often talked about what had
         gone so wrong in his father’s marriage. As they deciphered Karin Bergman’s secret
         diaries together, they faced how little Erik and Karin had had in common and how very
         painful her life had been. Bergman was extremely fortunate to have had this opportunity
         to get to know his parents as real people before they died, to ask them for forgiveness
         for abandoning them for so many years, and to gradually go through one of the late
         stages of psychoanalysis, which is to set aside resentment and hatred and see our
         parents as fallible human beings with problems of their own. He was later to say that
         each of the four women in Cries and Whispers represented a part of his complicated mother. His brother, Dag, was never able to
         arrive at this reconciliation.
      

      
      Bergman knew that his difficult relationships with women were in some way intimately
         connected with his “being in love” with his mother all his life. When he filmed a
         close-up of a woman’s face, it was “his mother’s face.” From his series of films on
         the mysteries of women, it is clear he was aware that his relationship with his mother
         had been much more primitive and entangling than a problematic Oedipal complex. Having
         finally had intimate conversations with his mother, in Cries and Whispers he was going to put on the screen her bewildering actions as a means of gaining insight
         into her behavior and motivation.
      

      
      Since his mother’s first heart attack in 1960, Bergman had spent more time with his
         parents. After her death, he began visiting his father every Saturday at four in the
         afternoon. He told John Lahr, “It was good to sit there with him. We didn’t talk about
         complicated things or the past. I think it was some sort of therapy for us both. When
         he died, we were friends.”[4]    
      

      
      Bergman wrote in his diary on April 29, 1970,

      
         Father is dead. . . . His death was peaceful. I find it difficult to explain what
            I felt about seeing him. He was totally unrecognizable, his face most of all reminding
            me of pictures of the dead in the concentration camps. It was a face of death. I think
            of him from a despairing distance, but with tenderness. Things are bad for Bergman
            this day, despite the friendly light over the sea. The yearning for something at last
            to touch me, to give me grace. Things are bad this day. Not that I feel ill—on the
            contrary—but my soul.[5]    
         

      

      Despite the loss of Liv and his father, Bergman did not collapse, and he was able
         to continue his work with enthusiasm, shifting to films for television and putting
         more emphasis on the theater. He told his colleague Stig Björkman in an interview
         for the Swedish Film Institute in 1970,
      

      
         One can easily say that this is a drive in me. It is a need just like eating, drinking,
            making love, and sleeping. It’s entirely integrated in every cell of my body to the
            extent that I believe that if one tried to remove the vocational in me or the artist
            that makes these products there would be almost nothing left. Perhaps there would
            be some little asparagus-like madman who would wander about without being able to
            take care of himself.
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      The creation of Cries and Whispers coincided with the renewal of his relationship with Ingrid von Rosen. They had known
         each other for many years and had enjoyed an intermittent love affair from which a
         child, Maria, was born. With considerable difficulty Ingrid was now freeing herself
         from her marriage to Count von Rosen in order to marry Bergman in November 1971.

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman, at the age of eighty-five, told Marie Nyreröd about Cries and Whispers,
      

      
         The original idea had been to write something about my mother who had died a few years
            before. I always had an ambivalent relationship with her. This film is about my mother.
            She is represented by four different women. [He pauses.] That was said for the media.
            It was a spontaneous and careless remark. It was to haunt me. Since then it has always
            been linked to the film. [He laughs.] You make stupid remarks and then they flourish
            of their own accord. It was a lie. It is hard to say anything about Cries and Whispers.[6]    
         

      

      Why did Bergman disown his initial statement as a careless remark? One does not have
         such a specific free-association as “three or four women dressed in white . . . standing
         in a remote part of a red room talking to each other but their talk can not be heard”
         without it being of great significance. Perhaps even near the end of his long life
         he was protecting his mother from prying eyes, though it is unlikely that the audience
         would grasp how much these women’s isolation, their cruelty toward each other, and
         Karin’s agonizing and vengeful self-mutilation represent aspects of his mother that
         he had observed as a child. Red is not only the color of the soul but the color of
         blood. The color red pervades the film.
      

      
      Bergman’s artistic skill is at its height. Cries and Whispers is also the turning point in his self-analysis. After the incredible explosion and
         exposure to the world of his fears and terrors in his dark films, he has shifted gears.
         In a calmer and loving mode, he is explaining the consequences to him of his parents’
         lack of communication and the desire for retaliation his mother had possessed toward
         both her husband and her mother because she too, like Bergman, had been an unwanted
         child. Bergman’s relationship with his mother had been extremely mixed—half passionate
         and needy love, and half hate at so often being pushed away. (This ambivalence is
         expressed in the film in close-ups of the sisters’ faces that are half blacked out.)
         His mother could not speak to him lovingly because there had been no time at his birth
         for the development of a maternal bond before he was whisked away, and because she
         had wanted him to die so she could escape the prison of her marriage. The film also
         illustrates how pathological behavior tends to infect the next generation. We dread
         to think what the future will hold for Karin’s and Maria’s children, children whose
         mothers find life so empty of love and full of hate.
      

      
      Cries and Whispers is considered one of Bergman’s most beautiful creations. The film and its actresses
         received many accolades. Harriet Andersson, after taking time to marry and have a
         baby, had been delighted to return to Bergman’s troupe to play the psychotic Karin
         in Through a Glass Darkly. Now she plays the part of the dying sister, Agnes. Kari Sylwan is Anna the housemaid—the
         only one in the film capable of love. Liv Ullmann returns to play Maria, the youngest
         sister, and the versatile actress Ingrid Thulin—whom we will recognize from Wild Strawberries, Brink of Life, and Hour of the Wolf—plays the oldest sister, Karin. Knowing how much Ullman and Thulin respected each
         other in real life, it is deeply moving to watch their skill in sparring with each
         other, each hoping for a loving relationship that neither is capable of.
      

      
      Bergman is paying homage to his mother, expressing forgiveness. It is Bergman’s way
         of saying, I understand what your life was like. I admire you and appreciate the fact that you
            stood by us children. You couldn’t help being the mother you were who loved me at
            times and rejected me more. If you were born from a cold womb, how could you be otherwise?
            I even understand how you stood by and did not interfere when Dag and I were being
            beaten until the blood flowed, and I was humiliated and made to suffer in terrible
            silence for the rest of the day. You could not rock the unstable boat of your unrewarding
            marriage.

       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s script for Cries and Whispers does not flow with the magic and rhythm of the film, but it contains more detail,
         introducing us to the characters as he envisioned them in his dream-like, free-associational
         approach to the film. In a letter to his actors, he explains that this film will be
         different from any other: “What the [film] most resembles is a dark flowing stream:
         faces, movements, voices, gestures, exclamations, light and shade, moods, dreams.
         . . . A dream, a longing, or perhaps an expectation, a fear, in which that to be feared
         is never put into words.”[7]    
      

      
      It was a daring undertaking to try to capture why his mother had been as she was.
         It was painful to reveal his suppositions as to what his mother had truly felt. However,
         in viewing the film, we can feel how this exploration was done out of love. It is
         something Bergman needed to do in order to truly understand his mother and therefore
         to forgive her, and to further his understanding so that he could forgive himself.
      

      
      There are pieces of his mother and of himself in each of the characters. There are
         also pieces of his mother’s mother—his beloved grandmother—her retainer Lalla, and
         the wet nurse as well. We do not need to parse each character and identify the pieces;
         but out of the many pieces, Bergman created mosaics of four women that move us to
         tears.
      

      
      Before entering the dream-film itself, I will quote some details from the script that
         will expand our knowledge of the women we are about to meet.
      

      
         [In the manor house] all our interiors are red, of various shades. Don’t ask me why it must be so, because I don’t know. . . . The bluntest but also the most valid is probably because
            the whole thing is something internal and that ever since my childhood I have pictured
            the inside of the soul as a moist membrane in shades of red.
         

         
         Agnes has cancer of the womb and is preparing to make her exit from the world as quietly
            and submissively as she lived in it. . . . Karin, her older sister by two years, soon
            found out that her marriage was a mistake. . . . She presents an irreproachable façade.
            . . . Deep down, under a surface of self-control, she hides an impotent hatred of
            her husband and a permanent rage against life. . . . Maria is the youngest sister.
            . . . She herself is like a spoiled child—gentle, playful, smiling. . . . She is very
            much taken up with her own beauty and her body’s potentiality for pleasure. . . .
            She is sufficient unto herself and is never worried by her own or other people’s morals.[8]    
         

      

      In the script, Maria’s terrible cruelty is more apparent than in the film. When she
         realizes her husband is on the verge of suicide because of her sexual betrayal,
      

      
         she is haunted by two conflicting . . . mental pictures. One shows her rushing up
            to her husband and pulling the knife out of his wound, showering him with kisses and
            protestations, staunching the flow of blood with tender embraces, and pleading for
            forgiveness. The other picture . . . shows her forcing the knife deeper into her husband’s
            chest with all her strength, in a moment of stinging satisfaction.[9]    
         

      

       

      * * *

      
      It is not possible to convey the power of Cries and Whispers or to understand its vital link in the chain of Bergman’s progress in his therapy
         without some view of the film itself. The screen is red. Shafts of light break through
         the morning mist in a grove of trees in the manor park. There is a haunting stillness,
         a sense of foreboding. An old clock ticks away the seconds, the hours. Maria is asleep
         in a chair. Agnes is asleep in her bed. She opens her eyes, startled as she faces
         the reality that she is going to die. Getting out of bed carefully, she raises the
         curtain to contemplate the lake she loves that she will soon no longer see. Looking
         in at Maria, Agnes is happy that her sisters have come to be with her in her last
         days.
      

      
      Maria awakes, snuggles down in the blankets on the chair with her thumb near her mouth,
         looking at her old dollhouse. When her eyes shift to a painting of her mother when
         she was young, she smiles. Karin is all business, doing the accounts. She drops her
         pen and turns her raised hands illuminated in the morning light. We assume she is
         admiring how beautiful they are, but instead she falls back in the chair with disgust.
         Agnes wanders over to a bouquet of white roses, selects one and lays it down in the
         sun. The camera remains on this luminous rose as music of Chopin reaches a crescendo.
         She reads something she has written.
      

      
         Mother is in my thoughts nearly every day although she has been dead over twenty years.
            I remember she would often seek the solitude and peace of the grounds. . . . I would
            follow her at a distance and spy on her . . . because I loved her to such a jealous
            extreme. I loved her because she was so gentle and so alive, so beautiful. . . . But
            she also could be cold and playfully cruel and rebuff me, and yet I could not help
            but feel sorry for her, and now that I’m older I understand much better. I wish I
            . . . could tell her what I understand of her boredom, her impatience, her longing
            and her loneliness.
         

      

      Maria’s husband returns the next day and senses that his wife has again betrayed him
         with the doctor. His face is immobile, in a state of chronic depression. After briefly
         touching Maria and their daughter on the face, he retires to his office where he stabs
         himself with a sharp paper knife. He collapses, sobbing, with blood on his shirt.
         “Help me!” Maria hesitates and then exclaims, “No!” We hear the rustling sounds of
         the wind.
      

      
      Karin takes off her glasses and speaks to the maid. “Anna, do you hear something?”
         It is Agnes calling out in pain and fear. Anna goes in to Agnes and says, “You don’t
         have to worry when I’m here. I’m going to stay with you.” She opens her nightgown
         and puts Agnes to her breast. The two sisters awkwardly try to help with a sponge
         bath. Agnes falls asleep. Karin and Maria are in the next room staring out separate
         windows, unable to even comfort each other. Agnes’s tortured breathing resumes and
         she screams out in pain. Then she is silent. Anna closes her eyes.
      

      
      An elderly chaplain arrives for a simple service. After a formal introduction, he
         kneels at the foot of the bed. “Pray for us who have been left in darkness, left behind
         on this miserable earth, with the sky above grim and empty. . . . Lay your burden
         at God’s feet . . . and plead with him to pardon us. . . . Plead with him that he
         may make sense and meaning of our lives.” Karin is the last to leave the room, looking
         solemn and distressed. Perhaps she is feeling guilty because Agnes had to die in order
         to absolve the rest of the family of their sins. Or is it only after she is alone
         with her sister that she can open the door to her love for her?
      

      
      The film narrator tells us that a few years earlier, Karin and her husband, while
         he was pursuing a diplomatic career, had been staying at the manor. We see them sitting
         at the dining table. They eat in silence. He looks at her. She stares back. As she
         plays with her wine glass, she accidentally knocks it over. Surreptitiously, she picks
         up a shard of glass.
      

      
      The maid removes Karin’s many layers of clothing and slips a nightgown over her naked
         body. Karin plays with the shard of glass. Spreading her legs, she makes deep cuts
         in her genital area. As Karin cries out in pain, there is a slight smile of triumph
         on her face. When her husband enters the bedroom, ready for his nightly sex, she exposes
         herself and smears blood around her mouth with an almost insane grin.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Karin is going over the papers concerning the estate. Maria interrupts. “Karin, I
         want us to be friends. I want us to talk to each other. . . . We have so many of the
         same memories.” Karin’s face closes down. “We could laugh and cry together. We could
         put our arms around each other. . . . Couldn’t we devote these days to getting to
         know each other finally? . . . I can’t stand to be silent and distant, Karin.” Karin
         gets up to leave. Maria reaches out to touch her. “Maria, don’t touch me! Don’t come
         near me. I can’t stand anyone touching me!” Maria cautiously and gently touches her
         sister until Karin leans forward and their heads are together. When Maria goes to
         kiss her, Karin cries out, “I can’t stand it! Constant torture. It’s like being in
         the greatest hell. I can’t breathe any longer. All of that guilt.”
      

      
      The sisters are at the table. Karin fumbles with a wine glass and drops it. “My husband
         says I’m clumsy. He’s right. My hands are too large . . . disobedient.” She flips
         them around and laughs in a crazy way. “You look so disconcerted. You thought our
         talk would be different. . . . Do you realize how I hate you and how foolish I find
         your insipid smiles, your idiotic flirtatiousness. How have I managed to tolerate
         you so long. . . . I know of what you’re made with your empty caresses.” There is
         a pause. “Can you see how anyone can live with so much hate as has been my burden?”
         She sighs and slumps back in her chair. There is another pause. “Now you hear how
         it sounds when Karin talks.” Maria smiles but is silent. Karin lets out a howling
         cry. “Maria, forgive me!”
      

      
      Maria is hurt and angry but she gives in and kisses her sister, and Karin responds.
         This moment of communication is celebrated by a mournful cello playing Bach. They
         talk silently, touching each other’s faces, carrying on an animated conversation that
         we cannot hear. They look relieved and happy. For the moment, love has triumphed.
         The cello stops.
      

      
      As they prepare to depart, Karin asks to speak to Maria. Freed from her frozen state,
         Karin asks her sister if they can continue to love each other. Maria is flippant.
         “Karin, whatever do you want?” When Maria perfunctorily kisses her goodbye, Karin
         pushes her away. The door is closed. Karin will never trust anyone again.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Swimming in this river of imagining his mother’s life helped Bergman accept the ambivalent
         way she had treated him. The picture of the mother in the film fits with his descriptions
         of his own mother. What effect did the film-mother’s behavior have on her daughters?
         Karin, the oldest, was the most damaged of the three. Under her facade, “she hides
         an impotent hatred of her husband and permanent rage against life.” After Maria has
         finally broken through Karin’s facade and Karin allows herself to cry, hate of herself—hate
         of everyone—comes pouring out of her mouth in a malignant voice. Then, returning to
         her normal voice, she observes what she has done and apologizes. In her abnormal voice
         she says, “I have thought of suicide many times. I have sleeping tablets. It’s disgusting.
         It’s degrading. I’m rotten to the core!” Then in her normal voice she says, “It’s
         nothing. It’s not a serious problem.” But she opens her mouth and screams like an
         animal. “Can you imagine anyone living with so much hate as I have to bear? . . .
         Dearest Maria, I hear myself saying all these horrible words. It’s me but it’s not
            me” (italics mine). No doubt when Karin lacerated her genitals she was partially out
         of her own control. In her hatred of being used by her husband, she would see to it
         that there was no more sex and no more children. With this degree of pathology, we
         should wonder if Karin had suffered not only from her mother’s depressive neglect
         and her aggressive acting out but from actual sexual abuse.
      

      
      Bergman is illustrating the strange phenomenon of the two people who dwell inside
         Karin. There is a split in her, a partial dissociation. Since we know that five years
         later Bergman himself will have a severe dissociation when he is accused of tax fraud,
         it makes us wonder if he had experienced similar, partially dissociated states when
         he was seized with the raging temper tantrums that had been so terrifying to his parents,
         his partners, and no doubt himself.
      

      
      Why has Karin been more damaged than her sisters? From Agnes’s diary we hear that
         her depressed mother was always scolding Karin and thought her clumsy and unintelligent.
         Depressed people usually carry a great deal of rage inside themselves, and often one
         member of the family becomes the victim of the sudden release of that aggression.
         And why was the mother in the film so depressed and unhappy?
      

      
      To answer that question, we must return to Bergman’s own maternal heritage. His mother’s
         parents had been very opposed to their daughter’s marriage to his father and had gone
         to great lengths to separate the two. From the moment they met, his grandmother had
         hated his father and viciously humiliated him. This grandmother had valued Bergman
         greatly as a child, but he had recently brought into consciousness the fact that she
         too spoke with two voices. She had been married to a man who had three sons essentially
         her own age, then she had two children of her own. As Bergman says in his autobiography,
         “What had she . . . been forced to suppress and destroy?”[10]     Tears, anguish, despair, cruelty, and rage pass from one generation to the next.
      

       

      * * *

      
      What did Bergman accomplish with Cries and Whispers, this beautiful yet devastating film? After having shared with his dying mother the
         painful secrets of her life, his lifetime of rage toward her eased. When he and his
         father deciphered the code his mother had used to write in her diaries, he grew curious
         to know more. His way of doing this was to create a film. With his vivid imagination,
         he immersed himself in the river of her life and grew to understand and truly feel
         what his mother had suffered both with a controlling mother and a needy, demanding
         husband.
      

       

      * * *

      
      Before this time, life for Bergman had been primarily all about Bergman. His capacity
         for taking into account another person’s needs and feelings had been minimal. In creating
         Cries and Whispers and submerging himself in his mother’s life, he was solidifying his capacity for
         empathy. He was finally able to put himself in his mother’s place, to have sympathy
         for her feelings, and finally to forgive her.
      

      
      Late in his life, Bergman told Marie Nyreröd that writing Cries and Whispers, as had writing Persona, came to his rescue at a difficult time. “I would go so far as to say that creativity
         virtually saved my life. In Cries and Whispers, however, the creativity was comforting and soothing.”[11]    
      

      
      Bergman felt that in Winter Light, Persona, and Cries and Whispers he had pushed the medium to its limits. Perhaps Cries and Whispers was the final step in his maturing. He had developed a capacity for empathy for others
         rather then being totally obsessed by the cruelties that had been meted out to him.
         He could get reasonably angry because he knew he could stop himself out of love. He
         was now ready to make a marriage that was not all about his needs. Ingrid von Rosen, who had known and loved Bergman for over ten years, had been
         witness to these remarkable changes in him, and she felt it was finally safe for them
         to share their lives together.
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      Chapter 15

      A More Peaceful Life

      
         
         
      

      
      
         For the most part Bergman remains faithful to his mission as a thinker who has learned
            how to study areas of life that no scientist and few other artists can explicate as
            well as a talented filmmaker like himself.—Irving Singer
         

         
      

      Ingmar Bergman and Ingrid Karlebo von Rosen were married in November 1971. He was
         fifty-three, and she forty-one. They had waited a long time because when they met
         in 1957 she was married to Count Jan-Carl von Rosen, master of ceremonies at the court.
         She and Bergman were obviously very fond of each other, for they continued an off-and-on
         relationship despite Bergman’s marriage to Käbi Laretei and his six-year relationship
         with Liv Ullmann. In 1959 a daughter Maria was born to them and raised with the other
         von Rosen children. She did not know she was Bergman’s daughter until her parents’
         marriage when she was twelve.
      

      
      Ingrid von Rosen’s divorce after a marriage of eighteen years was tactically difficult,
         and it must have been very painful for her to leave her four children behind. She
         no doubt had contemplated marrying Bergman before, but she was wise enough to realize
         that living with him before he had mastered his terror of intimacy and gained control
         of his temper would be a disaster for them both. Only when he had made great progress
         in these areas did she propose that they marry. That their union succeeded so well
         is indicative of the success of his self-analysis.
      

      
      In 1999 Bergman responded to journalist Malou von Sivers’s curiosity about his unusual
         love life:
      

      
      
         “When Ingrid made the decision that she wanted to marry me, all other traffic stopped.”
            Von Sivers: “Was it true love, or had you matured?” B: “It was true love. . . . I
            was 52 [sic] when we got married and I was coming out of puberty then pretty much. And the marriage
            that I subsequently lived in was immensely close. The funny thing is that Ingrid looked
            so much like my mother. . . . We had a deep understanding so that everything came
            together. . . . On the other hand, it shows what wonderful girls they all were. I’m
            good friends with all these girls. . . . [Marriage with Ingrid] lasted 24 years. Then
            [she] died or we would have carried on.”[1]    
         

         
      

      Peter Cowie wrote, “At last [Bergman] had discovered a woman for all seasons. She
         could help him with his film work, she was elegant and gracious, and she possessed
         a placid—and highly efficient—disposition that was the perfect complement for Bergman’s
         restless energy. . . . Bergman grew more sociable, more relaxed. This marriage has
         perhaps brought him more years of continuous happiness than anything else in his life.”[2]    
      

      
      Von Rosen didn’t have a career that would take her away. She had the ability to adjust,
         to keep enough distance so Bergman didn’t find it necessary to withdraw. She wasn’t
         troubled by his silences, and she had her ways of tolerating his aggressive manner.
         Settled into their home on the island of Farö, she took care of the house herself.
         She managed the details of his production company as well as his social and family
         affairs. As choreographer Donya Feuer explained, “She managed everything—telephone
         calls, letters. She was the only one who could read his handwriting and type out the
         scripts.”[3]    
      

      
      She was sensitive to his dietary restrictions because of his previous ulcer. An incident
         on a New Year’s Day opens a window to how skillfully she negotiated the shoals of
         living with this driven man of genius. Apparently Bergman was so delighted with what
         she had endured in order to please him that he asked her to record it in his workbook.
      

      
      
         [When I went shopping] . . . the turkey was so very big, I thought that since Ingmar
            only eats the same things twice, it’s a pity. So I bought a duck instead. . . . I
            say we will have duck but Ingmar says he can’t eat it, it is too fat. . . . I run
            to the oven and fry the duck so it will not smell in the afternoon. . . . I take out
            the veal so Ingmar will get that instead. . . . In fact I am rather angry. . . . I
            have fried Ingmar’s two eggs and squeezed out his sour cream in a paper cup. . . .
            Ingmar thinks I made the duck out of aggression. We argue. I begin to laugh but Ingmar
            is still not laughing. In the end, Ingmar decides to—with death in his heart—eat the
            duck and be happy. I have suddenly developed a feeling of disgust toward the duck
            and I put it in a plastic bag and throw it away. Quickly I defrost some more veal
            and make a good dinner.[4]    
         

         
      

      Fifteen years into the marriage, Bergman says in his autobiography, “My wife and I
         live near each other. One of us thinks and the other answers, or the other way round.
         I have no means of describing our affinity.”[5]     He had finally achieved and been able to maintain an intimacy that he had longed
         for all his life: to be soul to soul with another human being. Though he had been
         passionately in love with Käbi and wished dearly for this intimate closeness, the
         danger of losing control of himself as well as actually losing himself because of his fragile ego boundaries was so great that this was impossible.
         In his marriage with Ingrid, this need to withdraw was essentially gone. Since both
         his wife and he now stood firmly on their own individual ground, there was nothing
         to fear and everything to enjoy in this soul-to-soul affinity.
      

      
      Bergman had won this increased autonomy through the therapy he conducted by creating
         his dark films. No longer did he have to fear that he would regress to a small baby
         curled up in a mother’s womb, that he would sink into the ground and disappear, or
         that he would smash into the rocks the demon he felt was consuming him.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      By the time Bergman prepared to film the television series Scenes from a Marriage (1972–1973), he was a wealthy man with his own company, Cinematograph. The six-episode
         series cost half as much as the film Cries and Whispers.[6]     He financed the project himself with contributions from Erland Josephson, who
         played Johan, and the cinematographer Sven Nykvist.
      

      
      The series reflects what Bergman had learned about life and relationships. Johan speaks
         for Bergman: “Making houses, rituals, friends, and parents the source of one’s stability
         is a mistake: Your security [must be] inside yourself.” This philosophy helps Johan
         “placate the great emptiness” that pains him physically, “like when you were little
         and had been crying and the whole inside of your body ached.” Eventually Johan and
         Marianne meet over the divorce papers. Hubert Cohen says, “The respect each shows
         for the other’s differences is poignant, and we recognize that it is the mark of their
         growth.”[7]    
      

      
      The TV series was an international success, but more surprising was the resounding
         response of the Swedish public. More than three million viewers—half the country’s
         population—watched the final episodes. Strangers would approach Bergman for advice
         about their relationships. He was obliged to change his telephone number to escape
         entreaties from husbands and wives. In the wake of the film, there were widespread
         debates about the institution of marriage, and divorces increased.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      The Magic Flute (1973–1975) was also made for television and became a feature film as well. Bergman
         felt that love was the most important thing in the world. He encircled his own family
         as well as his professional family within the opera. Sitting in the audience can be
         seen his daughter Linn, his former wife Käbi, his present wife Ingrid, his actor friend
         Erland, and his cinematographer Sven. The camera then turns to include faces representing
         diverse races and nationalities.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Despite utter joy in his creation, and the affection and tenderness that surrounded
         him, Bergman wrote in his workbook on July 1, 1974, “I kept getting colds, yes, it
         has become a real neurosis. It has cast a shadow over my existence, and there were
         times when I thought I wasn’t completely sane.”[8]    
      

      
      Did he have to punish himself for such happiness because of his guilt about his previous
         cruelty toward those he loved? Let us look further for the answer.
      

      
      When a patient finishes his analysis, he has worked through many issues, and usually
         his life goes better. But even more important, he carries within him the skill to
         understand himself when old problems inevitably arise—the skill of asking himself,
         “Why am I feeling this way? What from the past has been aroused?” He acknowledges
         the feeling and stays with the feeling until it disappears and reality prevails. Throughout
         his life—often through dreams—he will discover memories or feelings that he had buried
         long ago because they were too painful or even horribly unthinkable. Sometimes these
         recovered memories are positive feelings that enrich his present life: a warm mother
         is reawakened or a contented father that he had misplaced is re-found.
      

      
      Bergman was puzzled that he was feeling disturbed and ill when everything was going
         so well for him both personally and professionally. The film he was beginning to create
         was Face to Face (1973–1976), the story of Jenny, a psychiatrist who has a mental breakdown.[9]     Was there something about this film that was upsetting him? Using his skill as
         an analyst, he will discover that there is some unfinished business from the past
         he has not yet dealt with. His discovery turns out to be a painful one, but facing
         the reality that is exposed relieves his depression. We marvel at this archeological
         dig as we follow this exploration of himself in his workbook.
      

      
      
         October 5, (1974): . . . Perhaps I am in touch with a sorrow that wants to appear.
            Where does it come from? What is it made of? Is there anyone in the world who has
            it as good as I do?[10]    
         

         
         October 20: Will I be able to get close to the point where my own despair is hiding,
            where my own suicide lies in wait? . . . This is the true birth: hold me, help me,
            be kind to me, hold me tight . . . . Why isn’t there anybody who cares about me? Why
            is nobody holding my head? It is far too big. I can’t go on like this. Kill me again.
            I don’t want to live . . . look how long my arms are, and emptiness is everywhere.[11]    
         

         
      

      It is hard to believe that in analysis a person can actually experience what his earliest
         of feelings must have been like when he was still an infant with a large head. But
         this imaginative man is actually reliving what his painful, earliest days, weeks,
         and months had been like in which his grandmother had played such a crucial role.
         In Face to Face, psychiatrist Jenny, after she has been assaulted, begins to hallucinate a threatening
         grandmother. As this story spins out in Bergman’s mind, he discovers a truth that
         he has totally denied.
      

      
      Six months have passed. He goes to Stockholm for the shooting of the film.

      
      
         April 21, (1975): . . . That terrible depression that followed the writing of the
            screenplay has disappeared altogether. It was almost like an illness.[12]    
         

         
      

      In his autobiography Images, Bergman explains what it was that he had recovered from repression that had lifted
         the depression. He remembers that when he was in his early twenties he had written
         a short story about a boy in his grandmother’s apartment.
      

      
      
         It is night, and he can’t seem to fall asleep; two tiny people emerge and run across
            the floor. He catches one and crushes it with his hand. It is a little girl.[13]    
         

         
      

      That this story he had written years ago occurs to him now may be because fragments
         of his feelings are rising to the surface from the time when he, at the age of four,
         attempted to kill his baby sister. His horror at the memory of this impulse that he
         had almost carried out made him wonder if he was really crazy. It took great courage
         for Bergman to write Face to Face.
      

      
      And something else equally terrifying emerged from repression. His sister had always
         claimed that it was their grandmother rather than their father who had punished him
         so severely by locking him in the dark closet.
      

      
      
         To sit locked in a closet in my grandmother’s . . . apartment must have been far worse.
            [I] have completely suppressed that memory. To me, Grandma was and remained a figure
            of light. . . . The memory arises so suddenly, and is so sharply painful, that I immediately
            exile it back to darkness. . . . But in the point of departure lies a truth. Grandmother
            could have had two faces!
         

         
      

      He then remembers how he had heard her talking to his father in a cruel and humiliating
         voice that had frightened him. “Grandma had another voice!”[14]    
      

      
      Bergman’s recovery of this painful realization about his precious grandmother not
         only relieved his depression, it became the foundation for Face to Face.[15]     The film is the story of the depression, hysterical breakdown, and recovery of
         Jenny who had not had sufficient unconditional love as a child. At the time of the
         film, she is living with her grandparents while her husband and daughter are gone
         because she doesn’t have sufficient inner substance to stay alone. Triggered by the
         presence of the grandparents who raised her after her parents died, she begins to
         imagine that she sees her grandmother staring at her with a stern, critical face.
         After a sexual attack, Jenny makes an unsuccessful suicide attempt. A doctor friend
         stands by her as she comes face to face with the terror of that other face—the controlling
         face—of her grandmother. After screaming in panic she gradually pulls herself together
         and returns to her challenging profession of trying to help those who have suffered
         even more than she.
      

      
      The film is raw—so fresh from Bergman’s own discovery—that it doesn’t contain his
         usual magic, and it wasn’t popular. But for him, the film’s creation was a vital step
         in freeing himself from another demon. He had finally dared to come face to face with
         the hidden memories of the cruel side of his grandmother. “My life was pleasant and
         at last free from exhausting conflicts. I had learned to deal with my demons and was
         also able to realize one of the dreams of my childhood.”[16]     He rebuilt an old barn and made a primitive film studio to which he retired,
         when it was possible, every afternoon at three.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      It is indeed fortunate that Bergman had made this crucial step in his maturing and
         that he had his wife Ingrid resolutely at his side, because an unimaginable tragedy
         occurred. On January 26, 1976, while Bergman was rehearsing a play, police officers
         arrived and carried him off to the police station, where he was accused of tax fraud.
         Shortly after he was arraigned, he had a breakdown which he later referred to as “a
         deep depression, the first real depression in my life, because I couldn’t create.”
         As he describes it in The Magic Lantern,
      

      
      
         I was finding it hard to take in anything. The light in the room was sharp, no shadows.
            . . . Perhaps I had taken that short step from the accepted reality of the senses
            into the other reality. . . . Now I was deep down in a motionless vacuum, painless
            and free of emotions. I closed my eyes . . . then sensed there was someone in the
            room and opened my eyes. In the sharp light, a few metres away, I myself was standing
            and looking at myself. . . . I was standing on the yellow rug looking at myself sitting
            in the chair. I was sitting in the chair looking at myself standing on the yellow
            rug. . . . So far, I who was sitting in the chair was the one in charge of reactions.
            This was the end, there was no return. I could hear myself wailing . . .[17]    
         

         
      

      Bergman later told his colleague Jörn Donner that when he had been in the “nut house”
         for three weeks he had wanted to jump off the balcony, so they locked him in. He calmed
         down and visited with the other zombies, but he didn’t feel like himself. Then, as
         he describes it in his autobiography,
      

      
      
         I went on the attack against the demons with a method that had worked well in previous
            crises. I divided the day and the night into definite units of time, each of which
            was filled with activities organized beforehand, alternating with periods of rest.
            Only by rigidly following my day and night programme could I maintain my sanity against
            torments so violent they became interesting. To put it briefly, I returned to planning
            and staging my life with great care.
         

         
         [The attack by the tax officials] actually managed to do something neither psychiatry
            nor myself had been able to achieve during my two months’ illness. . . . I was so
            furiously angry that I recovered immediately. The horror and sense of ineradicable
            humiliation I had been suffering from day and night evaporated within a few hours
            and have never been heard of since.[18]    
         

         
      

      A government official said at the time of his arrest, “Bergman is a unique figure
         here and, in many ways, he’s not a modern Swede. He’s had five wives. His films—everything
         he does—are a projection of his own spiritual struggles, his concerns. . . . It’s
         Bergman’s uniqueness that makes him a target. He’s a symbol of something that threatens
         people.” His friend Josephson quoted the old saying “No one’s allowed to grow too
         tall.”[19]    
      

      
      “After three months the indictment was repealed. . . . My initial reaction was one
         of euphoria.” Bergman wrote in his workbook, “The night after the acquittal when I
         cannot go to sleep in spite of sleeping pills, it occurs to me that I want to make
         a film about the mother-daughter, daughter-mother relationship . . . and I must have
         Ingrid Bergman and Liv Ullmann in the two roles.[20]      Autumn Sonata (1976–1978) was filmed in Norway.[21]     Bergman declared he would never make a film in Sweden again.
      

      
      Although Ingrid Bergman had cancer and was living on borrowed time, the Swedish-American
         star agreed to participate. Her approach to acting was more set, and there were disagreements.
         In spite of that, Ingmar Bergman, Ingrid Bergman, and Liv Ullmann created a beautiful
         film that was extremely popular. The grown daughter of a famous pianist continues
         to nurse her hatred for her mother who had put her art before motherhood. When her
         mother makes a surprise visit, the daughter reaps her vengeance. However, after her
         injured mother has departed, the daughter’s guilt leads her to write a letter of apology,
         asking to be forgiven. Bergman had not lost his magic.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Bergman’s voluntary exile left the Swedish Film Institute with a huge financial loss
         and hundreds of jobs lost. After visiting Paris, Hollywood, New York, Berlin, Copenhagen,
         and Oslo, he and his wife settled in Munich for six years where he directed plays
         in a language that was difficult for him. The strength of his grim determination kept
         him going. He shot two films there: The Serpent’s Egg (1976–1977),[22]     which is based on the depression era in Berlin in 1923 when the sinister stirrings
         of Hitler’s politics were being felt; and From the Life of Marionettes (1979–1980),[23]     one of his darkest and most destructive films, in which a husband’s repressed
         aggressive and sexual drives result in the murder and rape of a prostitute. (Bergman’s
         rage at the way the changing politics of his own country had led to his humiliation
         in the eyes of the world was obviously filtering through.) He later wrote that he
         felt From the Life of Marionettes was one of his best films, dealing more richly and complexly as it did with the same
         issues of repressed murderous rage and insane anger as his preceding films.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      In 1978 Bergman returned to Sweden temporarily in order to shoot Fanny and Alexander[24]     and to celebrate his sixtieth birthday at his home. In a video interview with
         Peter Cowie, he said, “I want to stop now. I want to go to the island, I want to stay
         there and read books I haven’t written. To listen to music and talk to my neighbors.
         To live together with my wife a calm, secure, very lazy life. It’s a temptation to
         say: Now it’s enough, it’s done, I want to stop, to go away, to retire.”[25]     Even though he was living in Munich and directing theaters in the area, he was
         spending more time on the island of Farö. His retirement amounted to a slowing down.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      As John Lahr describes it in a New Yorker article,
      

      
      
         When Bergman left Sweden in 1976 to live in Germany, he wrote a long letter to his
            countrymen, published in Expressen, which concluded on a supercilious note: “I quote Strindberg, when he went mad, ‘Watch
            out, you bastards, I’ll see you in my next play.’” But the Bergman who returned to
            Sweden was not the same man. Choreographer Donya Feuer says, “There was an enormous
            humility. I think he suddenly felt he had nothing to protect. He was open to what
            was going on with other people. He was more considerate of everyone.” Part of this
            transformation was the influence of his . . . wife, Ingrid von Rosen.[26]    
         

         
      

      In July 1978, Ingrid organized a surprise party for Bergman’s sixtieth birthday in
         which all his children came together, some meeting for the first time. They became
         friends and often returned to the island on his birthday. Käbi Laretei observed that
         “he had a wonderful way with children and he talks to them in a magical way. . . .
         He tells them stories and he is great fun—but he gets very easily tired of them—so
         he doesn’t want too much. . . . It is simply his way of getting his mood of solitude
         for creative thinking—and when children come you can’t [think creatively].”[27]    
      

      
      As rarely as Bergman had seen his first wives and children, after their original hurt
         the children cherished who their father was and, as time passed, spent July on the
         island. In “The Three O’Clock Rite: Ingmar Bergman’s Home Cinema,” Lena Bergman writes
         in Sight & Sound that they were invited to watch a film with him three times a week. They were required
         to be punctual, to stay awake, and to attend regularly even if they would have preferred
         to avoid a challenging film or spend time on the beach. In short, they were to show
         “obsessive cinematic dedication.” They complied because it was a rare opportunity
         to be close to and to have fun with their father. When possible, he used them in his
         films, and as they grew, Mats and Daniel can be seen helping him out on the film set.
         In 1993, Daniel directed the film Sunday’s Children made from Bergman’s autobiographical novel. All but Ingmar Jr., who became an airplane
         pilot, went into the arts: His first daughter Lena and her mother Else Fisher had
         minor parts in Wild Strawberries; Eva, Jan, Mats, and Anna, all children of Ellen Lundstrom, became actively involved
         in the film business; Daniel, son of Käbi Laretei, became a film director; and Maria,
         daughter of Ingrid von Rosen, and Linn, daughter of Liv Ullmann, became writers.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      In 1981 Bergman was awarded the Meadows Award for Excellence in the Arts by Southern
         Methodist University and invited to Dallas, Texas, to conduct seminars for a small
         group of film students at the time of a celebration of Bergman’s films. He had come
         directly from Munich, exhausted from having simultaneously rehearsed and opened three
         plays. The book published on this event gives us a bird’s-eye view of Bergman the
         human being. Professor William Jones writes,
      

      
      
         Ingmar was so at home that he began immediately to arrange chairs, lights, and sight
            lines somewhat to the distress of our television crew. . . . He greeted me and each
            of the students, introducing himself to us, and acknowledged his nervousness and shyness.
            . . . He had . . . mentioned that leaving home and parents had opened him up creatively,
            so I asked if leaving Sweden had produced another such opening up. . . . [What] came
            forth was a narrative of such pain and anguish . . . that I wanted very badly to run
            the tapes back and obliterate the question. . . . The students obviously like him
            and enjoy the openness of his manner and his sense of humor. There is no formality
            about him: his dress casual and at one point . . . he removes his shoes. . . .
         

         
         Bergman’s leaving—a clap on the shoulder and another clap on the ear which left a
            ringing in my ear for several minutes—was as wrenching as any good-bye to an old and
            dear friend. His visit, his presence . . . was a personal treasure to be savored for
            a lifetime.[28]    
         

         
      

      While still enmeshed in the tax imbroglio in the fall of 1978, Bergman had wanted
         to conceive a film that would help, he said,
      

      
      
         master my anxiety, relieve tension and triumph over my deterioration. . . . I want
            to depict . . . the joy that I carry within me in spite of everything. . . . I think
            it may be [that] creative juices flow faster when the soul is threatened. . . . I
            conceived Fanny and Alexander during the fall of 1978, a time when everything around me left me in darkest despair.
            . . . But by the time I wrote the screen play . . . the whole tax business had dissolved
            in thin air.[29]    
         

         
      

      The film vividly brings to life both the joy and the agony of his childhood. The cast
         was huge, an enormous undertaking, and despite the fact that he was back in his own
         country to shoot, he was haunted by a strong fear. “Would I manage to get through
         another day? Would I find the strength? For two hundred and fifty days of filming?”[30]    
      

      
      Granted, Bergman was sixty-four years old and all his life he had been pushing himself
         to the limit. But why did his demons threaten to erupt again while he was shooting
         Fanny and Alexander? There obviously was a certain risk in undertaking this recapitulation of his life.
         Was he anxious that the demons he had managed to subdue in his recent films would
         resurface because he was looking squarely at the traumas of his childhood and divulging
         them for all the world to see?
      

      
      Bergman captures both the joy and the horror of his childhood. It would be a beautiful
         way to celebrate Christmas to watch the Ekdahls’ festive holiday, to see young Bergman
         happy at his grandmother’s house and so alive with his imagination that the statue
         of a woman starts to move. However, the undercurrents of the loneliness of the adults
         quickly begin to undermine the joy, and soon we are shuddering at the terror and agony
         of the children at the hands of their bishop stepfather.
      

      
      The success of Fanny and Alexander gave Bergman the impetus to write his autobiography and share with the world what
         his childhood had actually been like. The Magic Lantern was published in 1987. This free-associational memoir is an utter delight to read,
         moving swiftly from past to present with only the slightest of links. Though he speaks
         of the various traumas of his childhood, it is from the vantage of looking back. The
         man who wrote the book is filled with a loving nostalgia because of the insights he
         had gained about his parents’ lives during his reconciliation with them and his full
         engagement with his mother’s life in Cries and Whispers.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Bergman was tired, having driven himself so hard all his life. He was tired of the
         persecution, the undermining of his worth by the press—so similar to what he had experienced
         in his own home. As the doctor advised him so long ago, he was now listening to his
         soul as well as his body. He decided to “hang up” his camera. His second autobiography,
         Images: My Life in Film (1990), was a look back on his films.
      

      
      
         I was able to view my work as a whole and began to realize that I did not mind talking
            about my past. People were showing genuine interest in my films. . . . What I had
            not been able to anticipate was that this act of looking back would, at times, turn
            into a murderous and painful business. . . . [On viewing the films] I have been nervous
            and upset . . . overwhelmed with anxiety, felt like crying, been afraid, unhappy,
            nostalgic, sentimental, and so on. . . . I suddenly realized that my movies had mostly
            been conceived in the depths of my soul, in my heart, my brain, my nerves, my sex,
            and not the least, in my guts. A nameless desire gave them birth. Another desire,
            which can perhaps be called “the joy of the craftsman,” brought them that further
            step where they were displayed to the world.[31]    
         

         
      

      After he returned permanently to Sweden in 1984, he recovered his zest for creating;
         in fact, he could not live without it because creating was his life. He imagined a
         future with two home bases: Farö and the Royal Dramatic Theater, and he would continue
         in the theater until they carried him out. His production of King Lear in 1984 was presented in Paris, Barcelona, Milan, Amsterdam, and Finland. Art critic
         Robert Emmet Long speaks of Bergman’s “startling and innovative” productions of Hamlet and Long Day’s Journey into   Night. Relieved of the pressure of constant filming, and concentrating instead on the theater,
         was a relief.
      

      
      In January 1986, Bergman presented Karin’s Face at the Gothenburg Film Festival. He had assembled a group of photographs of his mother
         that are shown in sequence for fourteen minutes with a voice-over in which he comments
         about his parents: “Two solitaries with no common boundary.” His former wife Käbi
         quietly plays the piano in the background. His mother’s presence was never far from
         Bergman; as he once said, every face he photographed was hers.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Shortly thereafter, while working on Strindberg’s A Dream Play, Bergman fell ill. He writes in The Magic Lantern, “For the first time increasing age seemed to be undermining me. . . . Several times
         I felt like giving up, a very rare impulse indeed for me.” His thoughts turned to
         how Bach had felt when he came home to discover that his wife and two children had
         died.
      

      
      
         Suddenly, he heard himself saying to [his friend] Erland: “I’m about to lose my joy,
            I can feel it physically. Time is running out. I’m just drying up inside.” I started
            crying and that frightened me because I never wept. . . . I stopped crying. Occasionally
            I sense an insane wail deep down in the pit, the echo alone reaching me, striking
            without warning, a child weeping uninhibitedly, imprisoned for ever.[32]

         
      

      
      Bergman was so rarely physically ill, it was a surprise to him to find that he was
         suffering with the prodromal symptoms of the flu. He developed chills and a high fever
         and was confined to his bed for ten days. This journey back into his mother’s life
         in Karin had made him vulnerable. Here was this beautiful face of a mother whom he had so
         often called for in vain.
      

      
      Bergman’s recuperative powers were great. Having cleansed himself by vividly revisiting
         his childhood in The Magic Lantern and Karin’s Face, he moved on. By his seventieth birthday in July of 1988, Bergman and his work had
         won international acclaim.
      

      
      When presenting Peer Gynt (1991), Bergman described Peer as a mama’s boy and superegotist who did not understand love as a feeling that rested on friendship, togetherness,
            trust, and respect—something he had finally come to know in his relationship with Ingrid.
      

      
      He could now create what he chose, most of which was exploring and reworking personal
         and family experiences. Writing and doing films for television was less exhausting
         and onerous than shooting films for the cinema. He wrote no longer out of necessity
         in order to relieve the remaining tensions but because writing was who he was. For
         him it was a joyful, meaningful, and integrating experience.
      

      
      In his novel The Best Intentions (1989–1992), Bergman imagined and wrote about the ten important, decisive years in
         his parents’ lives before he was born, including their turbulent courtship and difficult,
         mismatched marriage. After this identification with them, he said that every form
         of reproach, blame, bitterness, or even feeling that they had messed up his life was
         gone.
      

      
      Sunday’s Children (1992–1993) is a fictionalized story that takes place at his grandmother’s summer
         home when Bergman is eight. He was overjoyed at the very positive reaction to the
         novel. His son Daniel was given the gift of directing the film. At seventy-seven,
         Bergman wrote Private Confessions (1995–1996) for Liv Ullmann to direct. She said succinctly, “It’s about a woman and
         her husband and her lover and how she can and cannot cope with love. And it’s also
         about Ingmar Bergman finding God again.”[33]     Bergman was very angry because Ullman changed the ending. Suddenly the anger
         was gone. He was looking at her, holding her by the arms. All she could see now was
         the vulnerability of this man she knew so well. Quietly he asked, “It’s for me you
         did this, isn’t it?” “Of course, yes I did it for you. . . . It is my act of love
         for you.”[34]    
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      He and Ingrid had twenty-four good years together. When she developed cancer, her
         daughter came to spend time with her. Bergman, Maria, and Ingrid kept diaries together
         until Ingrid was too ill to write. Three Diaries was published in Swedish. Three years after her death, Bergman was interviewed by
         his colleague Jörn Donner.
      

      
      
         I thought, in fact was convinced, that when Ingrid fell ill, my creative activities
            would be totally at an end. But as long as Ingrid was still alive, she was terribly
            keen that I should keep going, so I did two productions. . . . After her death, I
            simply couldn’t write—my writing was totally paralyzed. I could sit for hours at the
            desk, and nothing got written. . . . If ten actors are in front of me saying “Do something
            with me,” then I get moving. They’re demanding me to do something. I must tell you
            it’s been a great relief . . . going to the theatre and facing the actors and forcing
            myself into some form of activity. Meanwhile my writing has been totally dead. Not
            until last summer have I been able to resume writing.
         

         
         We were very close, in a very good relationship, good comradeship. [Her death is]
            like losing part of your body; it hurts all the time. But I’ve taught myself a technique
            that means I can live with it, more or less. . . . Having something to do every hour.
            I follow a tremendously constructed routine . . . so as not to fall apart.
         

         
      

      Donner asks, “Is that why you don’t want to meet other people? You’ve become a bit
         more of a hermit.” Bergman: “Yes, to a very great extent. I like talking on the phone.
         . . . You can find great delight in being good friends on the phone. But nowadays
         I live mainly alone, quite alone. And I like it very much. It means life is bearable.”[35]    
      

      
      Bergman had lost his fear of death some years before. He had found a sense of security
         in arriving at the belief that death was human destiny. But Ingrid’s death changed
         that feeling of security. He found it unbearable to believe she simply no longer existed,
         that they would never meet again.
      

      
      When journalist Malou von Sivers interviewed Bergman and Erland Josephson in 1999,
         Bergman said,
      

      
      
         Ingrid and I had an agreement that I would die first. She would sit with me and hold
            my hand. Ingrid would be the last person I saw. . . . She was going to take over everything
            at Farö and everything was to go on as before. And then this happened. Probably the
            cruelest thing that happened to me in my life. . . . To go on living now is for me
            utterly irrelevant. . . . That I’m never going to see Ingrid again is to me deeply
            distressing. . . . You see I really thought that Ingrid was still there. I had an
            uninterrupted conversation going with her. . . . But these notions of life and death
            as existence or non-existence clashed violently.[36]    
         

         
      

      At age eighty, Bergman stepped aside from his family stories to take care of some
         unfinished business: his guilt about the abruptness with which he had left his wife
         Gun some forty years before. Faithless (1997–2000)[37]—a semiautobiographical story about the destructive forces unleashed by thoughtless
         sexual misbehavior—was written for Liv Ullmann to direct. Ullmann calls our attention
         to the fact that in this film, it is the child who is central. She is the victim. She is the child who represents Bergman who grew up injured by his parents’ unhappiness
         and infidelities. Faithless was done forty-six years after his parting with Gun. It was her son who was so cold
         when they went together to her funeral. At the time of Faithless, Bergman wrote in his diary, “Strong and strange dreams. Meeting with Gun in the
         land of the dead. Violent and unreal feelings.”
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Bergman produced 54 films, 126 theater productions, and 39 radio plays. In 1998 he
         was the recipient of the King’s Medal from His Majesty King Carl Gustav of Sweden.
         At the time of his death, the New York Times reported that Bergman was one of the greatest directors in motion picture history.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      Thanks to the taping of interviews that are now available on DVD, we have the opportunity
         to see Bergman in action, to see and hear him actually saying the words that have
         been quoted so often. When he was almost eighty-four, he was invited to the Gothenburg
         Film Festival where he was interviewed by a young man. Accustomed to being in control,
         he immediately starts moving the light and the seats around. His age and a life of
         constant work under pressure have left their mark. His head is shaved, but he sports
         a close-cropped beard and mustache. His face is ruddy, but he has sunken cheeks and
         he bears the neck wrinkles of the elderly. At first Bergman is brisk but he becomes
         comfortable as he turns his interest to the young man’s future. Finally it is his
         turn. “I suffer a lot from insomnia these days. It’s an old man’s burden, being an
         insomniac. My nights are divided into three or four sections of one and one-half hours
         each. So I wake up quite fully in between and then I write down what I’ve dreamt.”
         When asked what he dreams, he says, “That I’m not going to tell.”[38]    
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      In Bergman’s last film, Saraband (2002–2003),[39]     he was working with his old friends Erland Josephson and Liv Ullmann. At his
         age such an undertaking was daunting. He would wake early in the morning with that
         familiar dread that could be paralyzing, so he would get out of bed and walk or swim.
         The demons would then disappear for the rest of the day. Saraband, which Bergman directed himself, is considered one of his greatest films. Ullmann
         and Josephson team up again as a former married couple who have not seen each other
         for many years. As Marianne sorts through photographs of her life, she decides to
         visit the old man. He is still as gruff and rigid as ever. And he is cruel and withholding
         to his musically gifted son who has lost his wife and is finding comfort in his teen-age
         daughter Karin, whom he is instructing in the cello. With great tact, Marianne is
         able to support the girl in her wish to escape her prison and study cello in Hamburg.
         And before Marianne departs, she is able to give momentary comfort to Johan who has
         panicked and wants to crawl in bed with her.
      

      
      The episodes of the film are woven together by Bach’s somber saraband that he wrote
         after the death of his wife and children. Growing out of Bergman’s moving swan song
         concerning the problems of aging, suffocating symbiosis, and longing for death and
         reunion arises a tall, slender tree of hope for the next generation.
      

      
      Even Marianne has been changed by the love she has given. She decides to visit her
         disabled daughter who lives in a home. She tries to reach through the wall that has
         shut her daughter off by caressing her face. For a few moments, her daughter Martha
         removes her glasses and looks directly at her mother. With both astonishment and regret
         for her self-centered past, Marianne says to the audience tearfully, “For the first
         time in our lives together . . . I felt that I was touching my daughter, my child.”[40]    
      

      
      In an accompanying film, The   Making of Saraband,[41]     we participate in Bergman’s initial instructions to the entire staff. He tells
         them of the various stages of his belief. His terror of God and death that he resolved
         with The Seventh Seal. The overdose of anesthesia that caused eight hours to vanish from his life which
         had been a relief. When his wife died, he had begun to worry that if death is nothingness,
         then he would never see her again. When Bergman was talking it over with Erland during
         one of their Saturday telephone conversations, Erland had asked, “‘What do you really
         want?’ I said, ‘I want to see Ingrid.’ He said very wisely, ‘Then hold on to that.’
         That’s one of the most valuable pieces of advice I’ve ever had. I tell you this because
         this is the core of what this film is all about.” His staff listens seriously; one
         woman wipes tears from her eyes.
      

      
      The short sequences of Saraband were not made in consecutive order. Each is a gem polished to perfection, shaped
         to fit exactly into this complex piece of art. Bergman was the only one who held in
         his mind the totality of the film. As Ullmann says, “We won’t really understand it
         until it is released.” His eighty-four-year-old body is somewhat stooped—an occasional
         sigh reveals his discomfort—but Bergman moves about quickly, sitting on the floor
         and rising to show Karin exactly the image he wants. He is not using his cane, but
         an assistant holds his hand to help him down the ramp.
      

      
      It is fascinating to watch the walls of the house being moved into place, soon to
         be replaced by the walls of a medieval church. The beautiful stand of woods is an
         illusion created out of a small plot of land, the leaves painted yellow because the
         scene takes place in the fall. Mushrooms are set in place at the foot of a tree. But
         most intriguing is to realize that as we watch a private conversation between Marianne
         and Karin, Bergman is actually sitting at the table across from them just out of the
         camera’s eye, guiding every gesture and making last-minute changes in the script.
      

      
       

      * * *

      
      After the exertion of shooting Saraband, Bergman could return to his island where he was free from the roiling temperament
         that occasionally recurred. He could rest on his sofa and enjoy the constant play
         of thoughts and memories in his ever-creative mind with the expectation that his dead
         wife Ingrid was waiting at the gate for him.
      

      
      Preparing for his departure from this world, in 2002 Bergman donated all his scripts,
         letters, diaries, and so forth to the Swedish Film Institute. In January 2004 he emptied
         his apartment in Stockholm and his room at the theater. He decided to never again
         leave his island of Farö. Occasionally he saw his close friends Bibi Andersson and
         Liv Ullmann. Each Saturday morning he had long phone conversations with Erland Josephson.
         At times in the evening he visited the cottage where Käbi Laretei sometimes stayed.
         She played his grand piano for him. He continued to write, following a routine as
         usual. For relaxation he had his books and music, long walks by the sea, his swimming
         pool. And at 3 p.m. he was in his theater, watching a film. There were those who thought
         he was lonely, but he had always cherished his solitude. The painful loneliness he
         had felt all his life was something interior: something he had experienced as an infant
         who gazes into his mother’s face and does not see reflected back the smile of acknowledgment
         and love. And yet in these last years, with him was not only Ingrid but also his mother,
         whom he once “saw” while he was looking out at the sea. She was very young and very
         beautiful.
      

      
      Bergman died peacefully in his sleep on July 30, 2007, a few days after his eighty-ninth
         birthday. His dear friend Erland and Erland’s wife arrived before he died and were
         there for the funeral that Bergman, through written instructions, directed himself.
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      About the Author

      
      
      Barbara Young is a psychiatrist and psychoanalyst who has been practicing in the Baltimore, Maryland,
         area for more than fifty years. Twenty-five of her papers on the relationship of therapy
         and creativity have been published. Young is also an accomplished photographer.
      

      
       Young was born with a curious mind and an eye for beauty. Growing up during the Great
         Depression in the home of a liberal Congregational minister and a former Greek and
         Latin teacher, she resolved to become a doctor who could afford to have enough to
         eat. Her three siblings fulfilled similar aspirations.
      

      
      Becoming a doctor was a necessity, but it was a curiosity about how her mind worked
         that led her into psychiatry and psychoanalysis. Her urge to write about life’s complexity
         and fragility burst into life after she was thrown into rocks off the Mediterranean
         coast while swimming, leading to her first psychological sketch, “How Much Battering
         Can a Body Stand?” Her photographic eye, which had been active all along, became her
         greatest joy when Edward Steichen accepted Golden Leaves—an image of a Japanese maple in the fall—for the permanent collection of the Museum
         of Modern Art. Steichen wrote that Golden Leaves gives “the feeling of what might be behind a troubled mind as expressed in the twisted
         turbulences one finds in nature.” 
      

      
      That joy still exists, and even though Young now has to brace herself against a chair
         to keep from falling, she has recently created Course of Life, a series capturing from her office window the seasonal scenes of a Japanese maple
         tree.
      

      
      It is perhaps natural that when Young became acquainted with Ingmar Bergman’s films—those
         films made rich by his curiosity about human nature and his extraordinary eye—she
         felt a deep affinity with Bergman and a wish to know him better. Thus was born The Persona of Ingmar Bergman: Conquering Demons through Film.
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