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On the Happy Hunting Grounds 

Notes from the diary 

 

Martha Schütz introduces us to Eya Fechin, a small, plump woman with a warm heart, keen mind, 

dancing eyes and lively gestures. Eya was the only child of the great Russian painter Nicolai Fechin 

and his wife Tinka, a former Tartar princess now nearing 90 and being cared for in a home. Nicolai 

Fechin was one of the founders of the famed artists’ colony at Taos. Eya and the Schütz family share 

an enormous respect and empathy for the culture of the Taos Indians and are giving support to 

several young Indians so they can learn a trade or study at university. Eya, a generous woman with a 

heart as big as the Russian taiga, offers to let us stay in her geodesic wooden dome, which is situated 

in the southern foothills of the Rocky Mountains. This area was originally part of the Happy Hunting 

Grounds of the Pueblo San Geronimo de Taos, where the Pueblo Indians buried their dead and 

contacted their ancestors at night. What a dome and what a magnificent panorama, with a view to 

the far-off Rio Grande winding through the wide mesa like a silver snake. The mesa is surrounded on 

three sides by a range of conical mountains that look like heaps of flour. Our dome is near a sacred 

path that leads up to Blue Lake, which lies hidden behind the mountains of the Sangre de Cristo. 

Whites are not admitted to Blue Lake, which the Pueblos consider the birthplace of their original 

ancestors. We feel like intruders in a territory that, centuries ago, the white man stole from the native 

inhabitants. This impels us to retreat discreetly whenever a group of Indians ride by on horseback, 

stern and dignified, their long blue-black hair waving gently in the breeze. We imagine that they are 

on their way to, or returning from, some sacred ritual. We hear chipmunks chirping in the pine forest 

nearby. When we go out for walks, we are ever wary of mountain lions that might regard us as a 

delicious appetizer. At night we hear bobcats chasing shrieking birds in the forest. Sometimes a bear 

sniffs at our wooden door. 

 

 

I struggle with the task I have set myself 

A huge sheet of costly handmade paper, measuring 5 m by 1.3 m, is spread out on the floor. It is to 

become my first large-scale work, a Syngenetics. For fear of spoiling the beautiful paper, I start out by 

testing my concept on a smaller scale. The results are good. A swinging web of lines is interwoven 

with transparent geometrical figures symbolizing a family system and their interpersonal relationships 

in space and time. Now I have three months, paper and a concept for a dynamic tapestry nourished 

and inspired by external and internal impulses: 

 

• The broad mesa scattered with silvery green sagebrush and cut apart in the distance by the 

meandering Rio Grande Gorge; 
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• The daily showers that sweep across the broad mesa like veils on spider legs. The Pueblo Indians call 

them Walking Rains; 

 

• The rust-brown soil of the Happy Hunting Grounds, which reminds us of Tuscany; 

 

• My newly acquired intuitive worldview, inspired by the General Theory of Relativity and Quantum 

mechanics; 

 

• The network of relationships in the family therapies I have observed; 

 

• The mysteriously dovetailing mythological worldview of the Indians and the systems-science-based 

worldview of the 20th century. 

 

Like the Sorcerer’s Apprentice, I wrestle with the spirits I have myself invoked. From the two galleries 

on opposite sides of the dome I can contemplate and judge the gradually developing work from a 

bird’s-eye perspective. On the long evenings we sit in Eya’s spacious country kitchen drinking thick 

black Russian coffee and listening to stories of her childhood and her parents’ flight from the 

Bolshevik October Revolution. There are also anecdotes about the English novelist D. H. Lawrence, 

who lived and worked in her guest house for a time – in that very same guest house we spent our first 

two days at Eya's ranch. When the Siberian huskies in the enclosure in front of the house howl at the 

moon, it conjures up a strange connection between the primeval yearning of the dogs and the 

physical yearning that drove Lady Chatterley and her lover into each other’s arms. 

 

We visit the house Eya’s father built in Taos and admire the magnificent wood carvings with which he 

decorated the walls, staircases and furniture in the dark winter months. After her father’s death Eya 

needed to sell just one of his paintings to have enough money to buy the ranch she now lives on, to 

build the wooden dome next to the existing house and to turn her parents’ house in Taos into a 

museum where her father’s work could be shown and preserved. I can still see and smell her mother’s 

precious silk dresses, which hung in spacious teak wardrobes that protected them from moths. Eya 

gave me a few pieces of her mother’s clothing, and I wear them on special occasions to this day. 

 

A visit from Red Dawn 

Eya and Martha introduce us to some of the natives of the Pueblo San Geronimo de Taos. What a 

privilege. But intercultural dialogue is not always easy and can give rise to unexpected encounters. 

At about 4 a.m. one morning we are jolted out of sleep by a noisy knocking at the wooden door that 

sets the whole house vibrating. A sonorous male voice calls: “Hello, are you there?” Gottlieb hastily 

gets dressed and cautiously opens the door. “I am Red Dawn!“ A tall, majestic Indian with a bulging 

waistline is standing at the door. “My friends in the pueblo tell me that you are a Swiss doctor and 
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that you’re interested in our methods of healing. Here I am.” His tone is matter-of-fact. For this tower 

of a man, waking us up in the middle of the night is not even worth mentioning. He explains that he is 

a Zuni Indian and healer of his tribe. Gottlieb asks him in, but Red Dawn prefers to sit on the bench in 

front of the house. For hours the two men sip tea as they talk intently about their respective 

therapeutic methods. Their rapport is immediate. The sound of their voices lulls me into a gentle 

sleep. 

 

Levis visit 

We receive a visit from Lennart Levi, his wife and two sons. Levi is a famous stress researcher and at 

the time director of the WHO Laboratory for Clinical Stress Research at the Karolinska University in 

Stockholm. Not long ago Richard, the elder son, visited us in Switzerland with his own family. “That 

was the most wonderful time in our lives,” he remembers . Evidently they, too, let the spirit of the 

Happy Hunting Grounds carry them into another time and place. 

 

Summer nears its end 

A floating process of filigree lines and transparent geometric areas of watercolor has developed on 

the spread-out handmade paper. Force fields and networks of relationships interweave in an airy 

tapestry. The world of physics and the world of interpersonal relationships intertwine. 

 

In the many hours and days I have spent kneeling in front of the paper, a weightless composition has 

been created, a cosmic dance. Panta rhei, everything is in flux, as Heraclitus put it over two 

thousand year ago. Existence is a continuous process of becoming and passing away. Now, standing 

on the gallery looking down at the painting – which we have meanwhile called Godfather Struggling 

with Entropy – I think I understand what the great Greek philosopher meant by panta rhei. Heraclitus 

needed only two words to convey an impressive image that brought intuitive order into a complex 

and seemingly chaotic world. There are close connections between Godfather Struggling with 

Entropy and the concept of the syngenetic program which Gottlieb has developed during these 

same summer months. Here is a brief summary that may interest you. 

 


