.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....
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It is a gray, overcast day.
I am in a park, which seems fairly deserted, except for a park bench.
I go and sit on the bench. Beside me sits an old man, hunched over.
He has the appearance of a bum. We take no notice of each other.
I am feeling sad and wondering what life is all about.
Heaving a heavy sigh, I say to the vast, empty sky above me,
"What does it all mean?"
Suddenly, the old man beside me lurches forward and shouts,
"Life is bunch of hints! Goshdarn HINTS!"
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As a species, perhaps we can take ....

Guidance comes to us daily
in many forms .... through those
lovely, blessed synchronicities,
from nature and always, in our
dreams.
The visionary dreams in this
offering of Dreaming Humanity's
Path guide us to respect and
nurture the feminine energies '
present within each of us and to
mine the depth of meaning in
archetypal symbols from and in
nature. As The Old Man counsels,
we are to pay_attention to the
"Goshdam Hints !" (p.3)
Predominantly, in this collection, we are directed to focus our
attention toward the natural: to
hear the messages in stones, in
bodies of water, in the sky.
Have you even noticed the
abundance of heart-forms in
nature? Hearts take shape in the
petals of many flowers and leave&,
in heart-shaped clouds and stones.
When dragonflies are mating, their
joining creates the shape of a heart.
Nature offers us a wealth of symbolic language and teachings!

"Love is the opening door. Love is
what we cam here for.... . "
Hint, hint.
In accord with a truth clearly
articulated by C. G. Jung,
"In the final analysis, what
is the fate of great nations but
a summation of the psychic
changes in the individual?"
the articles presented provide sensitive and extraordinary examples
of the guidance received in
dreams, then incorporated, by
individuals. In some instances, we
have juxtaposed the "Big Dreams'
alongside personal dream
accounts, to demonstrate the
interplay.
Overwhelmed as we often feel
in these challenging times, it is
true that what we each do can
make a difference .... and is doable.
Thank you dreams, dreamers,
artists, poets, each of you who has
subscribed, renewed, written or
called with encouragement.. .. for
making this sharing possible.
It does make a difference.
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Lessons From Geese
Fact 1: As each goose flaps its wings, it
creates an "uplift" for the birds that
follow. By flying in "V" formation, the
whole flock adds 71% greater flying
range than if each bird flew alone.
Lesson: People who share a common
direction and sense of community can
get where they are going quicker and
easier, because they are traveling on
the thrust of one another.
Fact 2: When a goose falls out of
formation, it suddenly feels the drag
and resistance of flying alone. It quickly
moves back into formation to take
advantage of the lifting power of the
bird immediately in front of it.
Lesson: If we have as much sense as a
goose, we stay in formation with those
headed where we want to go. We are
willing to accept their help and give our
help to others.
Fact 3: When the lead goose tires, it
rotates back into the formation and
another goose flies to the point position.
Lesson: It pays to take turns doing the
hard tasks and sharing leadership.
As with geese, people are interdependent on each other's skills,
capabilities and unique arrangements
of gifts, talents or resources.
Fact 4: The geese flying in formation
honk to encourage those in front to
keep up their speed.
Lesson: We need to make sure our
honking is encouraging. In groups,
where there is encouragement, the
production is greater. The power of
encouragement (to stand by one's heart
or core values and encourage the heart
and core of others) is the quality of
honking we seek.
Fact 5: When a goose gets sick, wounded or shot down, two geese drop out of
formation and follow it down to help
or protect it. They stay with it until it
dies or is able to fly again.
Then they launch out with another
formation or catch up with the flock.
Lesson: If we have as much sense as
geese, we will stand by each other in
difficult times as well as when we are
strong.*
May the wind be always at your back
.... where ever your flock may be. ~

You may remember about two
years ago, some of this editorial column
was devoted to taking strong objection
to various attempts being made to
activate 900# lines for the purpose of
doing dreamwork (Dream Network Vol.
12 Number 2).
There was a general consensus that
it would be nearly impossible to provide
high quality dreamwork at a cost
affordable for most individuals.The
opinions expressed at that time, hold
true.
Approximately three months ago,
an unsolicited opportunity literally
sought us out involving access to 2
900# lines. Unlike the efforts mentioned
above, this would involve exclusively
recorded dream-related information.
After consulting DN advisors,
we came to realize that the lines could
be put to very valuable use as dream
education lines and agreed to make
positive advantage of the opportunity.
I am proud, then, to announce that
Dream Network has one line and we are
working to develop a second Dream
Community Dream Education and
Information Line. See our ad, page 45.
If you have received this issue and
are not a subscriber, this sample copy
comes to you as a result of your recent
inquiry I request for information about
the Dream Network. This is the best
possible way of sharing with you who
we are and what we do. Hope you enjoy
and choose to explore the mystery with
us!
The very best PR is word of mouth •.
You can really HELP to keep this vital
information going out into the world by
1) encouraging your friends, dream
groups members, etc., to subscribe;
2) giving gift subs to someone you know
who will benefit; 3) sharing DN with
your local library and bookstores.
We now have a Home Page on the
World Wide Web, for information
purposes and for convenient subscription and back issue orders. Please
visit the site. OurURL! address is:
http://waking.com/waking!dream/
Our email address is now:
INT% DreamsKey@delphi.com
Mavin forward ..... with Love.

~

*Lessons From Geese was transcribed from a speech given by Angeles A rrien at the 1991
Organizational Development Network on the work of Milton Olson.

UFO/ET Dreams

I enjoyed the article on UFO I
Extraterrestrial dreams (Vol. 13 No.
4, Dream Network) which got me
pondering their fairly frequent
occurrence in my own dreamlife.
As a hypnotherapist who has interviewed abductees, I find that while
most abductees report these dreamlike experiences, all UFO dreamers
are not repressed abductees, as
some lists of"symptoms" presented
in popular UFO logy might imply.
However, that doesn' t exclude
the possibility of a mental "contact,"
though not in the classical sense of
"contactee." Irregardless of the
source of these dreams, they can be
explored through a variety of process-oriented therapies, using metaphors of what the experience is like.
This tends to avoid the pitfalls of
typical regression, such as leading
suggestions, re-traumatization,
false memory syndrome and even
telepathic transmission of the therapists ow n pet theories (experimenter bias). As in Gestalt therapy, one
might "become" the UFO, or any
related object, or being from the
dream and experience its essential
nature.
Nevertheless, w ithout any form
of processing into narrative, these
dreams have great direct impact. If
I can speculate, they remind me of
current experiments in the new
field of Virtual Therapy, where
those with phobias are gradually
exposed to a source of anxiety for
systematic desensitization. For
example, someone with a fear of
heights takes a virtual journey
further and further our on a bridge,
stretching boundaries. The experience becomes more familiar and
anxieties surrounding it are lower-

ed. The experience takes place in
virtual reality but the emotional,
attitudinal changes are real and
translate to daily life.
Dream contact may function in
much the same way, whether it is
induced by ETs or is a phenomenon
of our collective unconscious, softening the blow of culture shock
The psycho-social change is in full
swing toward global and even
galactic identification. Our personal
and cultural self-image is undergoing radical revisioning. A seemingly external force is penetrating
our society, culturally, symbolically
and even sexually, if the abductees
are to be believed.
Sightings, reports and even
rumor are breaking down therestrictive "box" of official consensus
reality, within which most of us
function. Yet, according to the
media, most people "believe" in
UFOs and related phenomena.
Our root metaphors, the images
through which we perceive "reality," are changing-how we know
what we know about ourselves and
the universe.
As we encounter ways of dissolving our false boundaries (time,
space and ego), we become more
familiar, closer to that which has
been perceived as alien without and
within ourselves. In UFO lore, the
borderline between "Them" and
"Us" is symbolically dissolving as
the anecdotal stories of alien hybridization grow in number. Other
theories suggest ancient alien genetic manipulations of humanity.
We've met the aliens .... and they are
us!
Therapies exploring these UFO
dreams help us comprehend what it
is like to embrace that alien sense
and way of being, in both frightening and benevolent forms. Embracing the essence of its nature,
which is not essentially different
from our nature, means growing
empathy within us for yet another
aspect of that larger consciousness
whose name remains Mystery.

If we allow our imaginations
free reign, it is possible to conceive
of the big "Contact" point as a
strange attractor in the history of
mankind, pulling us toward a
seeming inevitability. For some,
that time is now. Perhaps they are
the ones feeling that pull from the
future- the precursors of the
"Main Event." For some, contact is
purely physical. Others may experience astral or emotional contact
though the dreambody, or the
inspiration of the mental faculty
regarding related scientific ideas,
such as hyperspace, or philosophical notions about the nature of
deep reality.
I think I'll write Dean McClanahan re: the UFO dreams. It sounds
like our "implants" are on the same
wavelength.
Thanks for a great journal!

lana Miller, Grants Pass, OR

Meets Highest
Expectations!
I have anxiously awaited
DNJ's Dreaming Humanity 's Path
since I first learned of the project in
1992. It lived up to my highest expectations! I commend all those
involved, especially the dreamers
who shared their gifts. I admire the
"orchestration" of the music.
As you know, I have dedicated
myself like a zealot to a very similar
project since 1990. The various
dreams reported from the DNJ
project are startlingly similar to
those in my own collection. I have
found the very same symbols,
sometimes the exact words, in
my own project!
The "Big Dreams" are clearly
speaking of very great changes
involving a unity. This unity seems
to be across scales, from aspects
within the individual, to world
harmony and perhaps to some kind
of vast, cosmic change across dimensions of reality.
Worldwide myths and religions also speak of great changes
Vol.14 No. 3/Dream Network
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in cycles of time. Are the Big
Dreams of today telling us that the
old myths are true and near to
completion?
No one can say for sure but in
my view, such things should be
studied and taken seriously. Even if
we only learn something about
human psychology, it is worthwhile. Personally, I am quite convinced that something unbelievably
fantastic is on the horizon. These
Big Dreams are major keys in understanding just what this will be.
My own research indicates
strongly that other fields, such as
mythology, visions, synchronicity,
channeling, UFOs and crop circle I
patterns are related to the messages
of the Big Dreams. Dreams are the
most clear and revealing of these
fields. It's a daunting challenge
trying to gather in and make sense
of such things and it is my hope
that research groups will form and
work together on these matters. It's
far too much for a single individual
or small group.
One of the messages I keep
seeing is a remembering, like a recovering from amnesia. One form
of this is an awakening, sometimes
symbolized by a sunrise or dawning. Another" awakening" symbol
is coffee, which appeared in the
"SERON is Coming" dream-vision
on page 48 of DNJ, Vol. 14 Nos.
1&2. I found it incredibly revealing
that the dreamer felt that the man in
blue overalls behind the counter
was God.
Is God trying to awaken us in
our dreams and through other
mediums? Most of the world does
indeed seem to be asleep to these
messages at the moment. I do think
it would behoove us to listen!
I would like to see some opinions as to the interpretations of the
dreams. I know this part is touchy
and controversial and no one is an
ultimate authority but it is a critical
part of the dream message process.
I do think we can help one another
in this regard. I would also like to
see communication established
among the dreamers who are will-
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ing. I respect the privacy of those
who wish to remain anonymous
but for those who wish contact
from others, a listing of names,
phone numbers and addresses
would be helpful.
I look forward to the next issue
of Dreaming Humanity's Path with
great anticipation. Warm regards,

a therapist since I have been using
what I have learned in Dream
Network. To everyone on your
wonderful staff, we wish you all
long and fruitfu I success.

joe Mason, Modesto, CA

Dreaming Humanity's Path
Makes an Impact!

High Praise
for Dream Network!
Of all the spiritually relevant
journals on the market today,
surely The Dream Network is the
most impressive. So much of what
you offer in each issue is of value
for a variety of purposes. Starting
with the insightful articles and
excellent graphics, I am continually
pleased with the depth of the content of each piece. As a Ph.D. in
cultural anthropology and a certified therapist, I rely heavily on
examining dreams in my practice.
Never have I found a journal that is
of equal interest to myself and my
clients. Always an important reference tool, I see that my office is
always stocked with several copies
of each new issue- since at least
two seem to be missing by
appreciative readers!
If I can offer a comment, I am
really for the idea of" theme issues"
you have been doing as of late. So
much so, I am utilizing each issue
as homework for my group therapy
sessions. After each session, my
clients seem to be more focused
being able to work on a common
theme together as a sort of "Dream
Team"! Currently, we are using the
last issue of Dream Network to explore common archetypes in our
childhood dreams so eloquently
discussed in the article by Joan
Mitchell Reynolds. Utilizing relaxation techniques, we've been able to
discover common threads of experience that have helped shape our
psyches. Never have I experienced
such a sense of accomplishment as

Dr. Frank Latham, New York, NY

Congratulations and THANK
YOU, THANK YOU, THANK
YOU! Dreaming Humanity's Path
(Vol. 14 Nos. 1&2) is very moving
to me and I believe makes quite an
impact.
The art is dynamic and riveting.... the organization of the issue:
All wonderful! I felt a delightful
light sparkle all around and enfold
me as I read the issue. Thank you
for making the dream, real!
With love and admiration.

Bobbie Bawden, Schenectady, NY

Thank You!
for Dream Network
Thank you for introducing me
to the Dream Network journal.
Heartily enjoyed. BRAVO!!!! Here's
a three year subscription.

Mara Fine, Berkeley, CA

Crossing Between Worlds
Have you ever dreamed of
lights as you find yourself nearing
the end of a dreaming period? After
dreaming a few of these dreams, I
began to take note that I was
dreaming a similar pattern over
and over again. These dreams feel
like a wonderful gift from dream
land. In my dreams, these
particular kinds of lights always
appear in conjunction with some
kind of a border space or crossing.
The lights and the crossing appear
to be a signal that I am about to
enter back in to the waking world.
As the lights fade or disappear, the
dream has transformed from night
to day time. Following are some
examples of these dreams:
I have left the country retreat
and am heading back to the city. As
I drive along the road, I look up and
see that the street lights are made
out of huge glass displays of tulips
and other flawers . The colors and
lights are absolutely beautiful. As I
reach the top of the hill, the night
sky has receded.
With this last image, I wake
up and find it is morning.
Another night in another
dream, I once again find myself
dreaming of lights:

I leave the theater and return to
my car. It is still dark but dawn
will soon be breaking. As I look up
in the sky, I see an airplane pass
overhead, pulling a pattern of
multi-colored lights. It moves
across the sky and then turns back
taward me. As it passes overhead, it
takes the night sky along with it. I
open my eyes and find it is
morning.
And yet again:
I sit on the shore, watching a
group performing on a stage in the
middle of the lake. As they sing, a
woman waves her hand as if
carrying a wand which sheds
particles of silvery lights. She
sprinkles the lights on herself and
the other people in the band. She
sprinkles the instruments and

lights up the entire stage. As she
and the band leave the stage, they
take the night along with them.
Naw it is time for me to swim
across the water to the other side.
To my surprise, the water isn't
deep and when I reach the other
shore it is morning.
As I surfaced from this last
dream, the sun was streaming
through my window, casting
rainbow colors on the wall in front
of me:
I am standing on a ferry dock,
waiting for the ferry when someone
grabs me and thraws me into the
water. To my surprise, I find
myself flawing with the current
which takes me to the Jar shore. As
I climb out of the water and up on
the embankment, I find that the
rocks are translucent and lit from
within. They look like they are
made from beautiful hand blawn
glass.
Judith Picone, Edmonds, WA

Happy Mother's Day\7
My mail box was filled with
the happiest mother's day present I
could have received. Did you
realize the Children's issue would
arrive so close to that holiday? My
son, Toby- Leimkeuhler, by the
way- was also quite pleased.
I found it ironic that the poem,
Pro Choice IS Pro Life, was placed
next to my article. Toby's father
pressured me to have an abortion.
So did others. Look at what I would
have wiped out of existence!
Therefore, I submit Pro-Creation.
People who have anything to do
with abortions cannot be" saved" in
this lifetime. The only thing that
will help them is admitting their
error and actively joining the prolife movement. Supporting the idea
is a mistake. It feeds the reality.
Abortion is an avoidance of
responsibility. It's time we dealt
with issues concerning poverty and
over-population. People live longer
because of the same technology that
aborts life and creates it in those

who are fertilely barren.
Regarding Andrew Ramer's
Warning Dreams for Humanity, he
may have been cleansed with the
female ape's orgasm. Women's
sexuality has been suppressed for
centuries. There are hormones
collected in the species because of
it. Both genders would find
fulfillment if female sexuality is
allowed to evolve.... and not
through lesbian-ship. Men will not
be fulfilled sexually until women
are. (It would be very cleansing.)
It has much to do with the plight
of the Spirit! There was nothing
evil about what Eve did in the
garden of Eden but she is certainly
paying a price. I might be wrong
concerning the interpretation. The
apes have something to do with our
denied natural heritage which
includes inner knowledge, intuition
and foresight.
Also, OJ' s dream. We are
always in a trance state! I believe
people who commit crimes are in
deep trances induced by themselves
and their victims. Some go to a
strange house and murder the
occupants brutally; when asked
why they did it? the reply is, "I
don't know why." Considering the
psychological state of OJ and the
trance, he would have had to be in
to do it, he may very well have
blocked enough out so it did seem
like a dream to him. He may have
at times been unaware consciously
of what he did. The knowledge is
always there, however. And he is
not absolved of his actions. Nicole
wanted the nightmare to be over for
her children. It was better they deal
with her death than to live the
death of her life with OJ. A greater
good.
Keep up the wonderful work. I
like your journal, the network and
the way you meet the needs of your
writers and readers. You covered
all the angles. You are a nononsense, goal oriented
organization that doesn't allow
egos to run the show.
Linda Gail, Arnold, MO
More ,..
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'Seeing a Murder'
Inhibits Dreaming
I used to dream frequently and
the dreams would come true within
2 or 3 days, until I witnessed a most
gruesome murder in my dream and
the newspaper in the morning repeated everything I had seen. Since
then, I don't remember my dreams,
except 2 or 3 that are still standing
out.
I had the murder dream on
November 1st, 1956wheni was in
Salisbury, Rhodesia. I could have
forgotten smaller details. I am writing to my sister to see if she can get
a copy of the Herald's front page
containing the story on this murder
and I or to try and get confirmation
from the police. Both newspaper
and police are under African control and I don't know what they
have done with old records.
The dream:
I was walking dawn a foot
path from the park and heard a scuffling and smothered sounds .... sounds.
of lashing out. I turned around to seem
the dim light a man beating and lashing with an object, a young girl. This
brutality caused me to freeze in fear;
my heart was pounding and I knew I
couldn 't run, because he would catch
me before I got to the street. I closed my
eyes so that I could not see. When the
sounds stopped, I opened my eyes and
saw him pick up the heap and swing it
under an overhanging bush. Then he
strode briskly taward me. I was terrified and even more frozen with a
pounding heart. I was standing on the
bend on the foot path and as he
approached, I had a clear view of him.
He was tall and fair skinned, with
receding hair and a very high forehead.
He had piercing blue-gray eyes that
looked right through me and as he came
face-to-face with me, I thought:
"This is it!"
Then I awoke with the newspaper landing on my face and 1 y
husband saying, "Just look at tne
startling news in our paper this
morning." It was 6 a.m. on Sunday
morning. Our newspaper used to
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be delivered then.
When I had read it, I asked my
husband if he had said anything at
all about the murder before he
woke me, in case that might have
caused the dream, but he assured
me he had not said anything at all.
I thought often of telling the
police, but I couldn't tell them
anything they did not already
know, except what the murderer
looked like. I thought they would
only ridicule me.
The murder was never solved.
The girl was Swedish and had not
been in the country (Africa) long.
She was a radiologist. I could never
make out why she walked through
the park instead of along the street.
She had been to a concert in the
drill hall and afterward, walked
along Baines Ave. with friends and
then walked through the park to go
to her own place.
She was murdered before I had
the dream and I lived about 14
miles away. Who knows: If I had
said something, I might have been
hanged!
I hope this will be of help and I
hope I can obtain some proof of the
happening.
Sally Badenhorst,
Sahiplaas, Virginia, South Africa

(Editor's Note) Please compare the
content of this letter with Stanley
Krippner 's article, Psychic Dreams?
Be Careful Who You Tell! (p. 35). It
seems apparent there are two outstanding needs: 1) To convince authorities
that information gleaned from dreamers
would best be taken into serious consideration; 2) A clearinghouse where
dreamers feel safe to report this type of
dream/information, staffed by individuals who have expertise in discriminating the 'revelation ' (psychic/
precognitive dream) from the personal
dream event. This type of 'clearinghouse' could also be beneficial in
instances where individual dreamers
envision upcoming disasters, such as
one young man who has been gifted/
plagued with having foreseen the
Challenger event, California earthquakes, etc. Do we posses the level of

sophistication, knawledge and discrimination and/or have the resources
necessary to develop such a service
center?

The 8 Year Old Dream
Throughout my life, I have had
many experiences that have had
outstanding impact on the way I
view the world but the first (and
perhaps the most incredible)
incident happened to me when I
was eight years old. My memories
from that period of my life are
somewhat vague; however, I can
recall a bicycle accident and a
recurring dream as though they
happened yesterday.
I just knew that 1979 was going
to be the best year of my life. It was
October and I had just gotten a new
Schwinn racing bike for my birthday. Nothing could stop mel I went
everywhere and I got there faster
than any of my friends could have
thought possible. Ten days after I
got my bike and felt as though I
had been around the world twenty
times over, I wrecked right in front
of my house. I did not even wreck, I
fell, but I hurt myself really badly.
Simply put, an artery in my head
burst when I hit the ground and a
doctor had to carve open my skull
to stop the bleeding. Thankfully,
the whole procedure turned out
fine but I did spend a month in the
hospital.
The time period is slightly
vague for me, so I cannot remember
if I started having my recurring
dream before or after I started
riding my bicycle again. The accident startled me but nothing can
keep me off my bike! I can only
remember having the dream three
wonderful nights and the memories
are so clear that it is hard to believe
that they were dreams at all. It is
very difficult to describe a dream,
so forgive me if I start to stray too
far.
The first thing I can remember
is being in a two story house and my
bedroom is upstairs. The first night I

had the dream, I discovered in my
'dream bedroom' an area by my bed
that I could jump on and teleport into a
space pod. There, I had to play three
video games. I do not remember what
the games were like but I won all three
of them and woke up. The second
night, my dream took place in the
same house but I was curious to
know if the portal would still be
there. So I went upstairs and as
quickly as I realized it was still there, I
found myself in the same pod as the
night before and I had to play the
games three times again. Wearing an
attitude from winning the night before,
I sat back, played my games and once
again woke up, victorious! That day, it
seemed that everything went great
for me, so I laughed and played in
the sunshine until I had to go home
for the evening. Well, by this time, I
was looking forward to the dream,
so I went straight to sleep. Ireawakened in my' dream house,' ran
up the stairs and jumped with all my
heart and soul into the portal and into
my pod. However, before I started
playing my video games, I heard (or
felt) Someone communicating to my
mind. The voice said very clearly, "By
winning your games, you have saved
the existence of distant planets. Tonight, you must save your ouin."
When the first drop of sweat ran down
my face and I realized the voice was no
longer in my head, the game had
already begun. In the period of time
before I won the game and woke up, I
relived every motion I had ever felt
intensified to its fullest. I Felt Whole!
That morning, feeling extremely
powerful, I went to school expecting everyone to congratulate me for
saving the planet but they all had
the same blank stares on their faces.
Nobody knew what I had done the
night before and until now, I had
never told the complete story to
anyone. What it all comes down to
is that: Everything- whether a
life-threatening bicycle accident, or
quietly saving the planet- is
worth every minute of it.
Julian Forest Ave[

Tips on Attaining Lucidity

The Wellspring

One of my most successful
methods of remaining in a lucid
dream is as follows: When I am
dreaming and I notice the dream
fading or distorting, I quickly grab
or feel something with texture.
Examples are the ground, a rock,
my dream clothing.... anything in
reach that has texture will do. I then
focus my attention on the feeling the
object brings to my hands and
fingertips.
Every time I have done this, the
dream has stabilized and I have
been able to continue my experience. A more advanced method I
use while lucid is to focus a part of
my attention on what I call my
"dream wind." While lucid, I always feel a warm breeze or wind
unlike the wind in waking reality.
This "dream wind" does not move
or effect anything in the dream
world except me. By focusing a part
of my attention on this wind, I
remind myself that I am dreaming
without needing to think about it
and the dream remains very stable
until I choose to awaken and record
my experience. Give these techniques a try. I hope they help you as
much as they have helped me.
Note: I use my "dream wind"
as a reliable way of realizing that I
am dreaming as well.
Don Gaconnet, Vancouver, WA

I was delighted to find my first
issue of Dream Network when I
arrived home after a two month
absence. At last there is a publication that I could read from the
first to the last page.
The poem I enclose is not
dream inspired in the true sense of
the word. I had it on my lips in the
moment of awakening from one of
the most extraordinary events of
my dream experience: one of the
few dreams in which I was aware of
having a different identity from my
own and was called by a different
name.
As soon as I awoke, I tried to
write down the poem, which was in
German and impressed me as very
long, but I could only remember the
first and last paragraphs. Howeve~;
they made sense together and they
even rhymed in translation! My
English version is less powerful
than the original but here it is:

Approach Your Dreams
as You Would a Friend
Dreamtime is just like waking
time: lucidity (awareness) requires
responsibility. You can approach
that responsibility by (a) being
passive and observing the dream
unfold before you, or (b) being active
and manipulating or being creative
with the dream, or (c) participating
in the flow of the dream, interacting
with it, dancing with it. At all times
aware, you are neither controlling
nor losing control.... but resonating
with the vibrations of it's teaching.
I take the advice "Approach
your dreams as you would a friend."
Jan Janzen, Tofino, B.C.

A well is open deep within
That never can go empty
Man in- man out, eternally
Life is its name
and God, its plenty.

Although it responds to my
feelings, I never published this
poem because I don' t consider that
I wrote it. I submit it to your column, hoping that it may help others
as it has helped me.
Thanks for a job well done and
best regards.
Marianne M. Krimen; Westfield, NJ
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.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

J stand on an open plain before God.
The plain is empty of all things
save God and me. I am dressed in armor
which is not metal but fabric.
It is beige in color
and very dirty and ragged.
My face is also dirty and hurt.
I look like a warrior
defeated in a great battle.
My head is hung low as if in dejection.
God waits for me to speak. I raise my head
and begin to recite all the wrong things I
have done, the mistakes made,
the problems I have not solved.
Then I stop and wait for judgment.
I look at God and perceive
the image as female.
She sits on a white throne,
dressed in a long robe of white, gold,
silver, and other colors I could not define.
She appears human, but Her face is
so full of light I can not perceive any details.
I am not afraid, only expectant of judgment.
God speaks: "Your job is to make a list of
all the good you have done, all the
wonderful memories of your life, all the
love you gave, all you received

and all the laughter you caused in others
and in yourself."
God pauses then smiles, "Oh, by the way/'
She says and flips me a coin,
"go buy yourself some new armor."
I catch the coin and find it is as big as
the palm of my hand and made of gold.
I know this is a 'coin of the realm' and
worth more than I can imagine.

:She... wfw roams the pfains... ro6erf in Light ... ana t]?swm6ers ©1993 6y 'Jv{ary Saint 'Jv{am

't}
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.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

II rm fl: re rtg rm TL rauc fl: ii rc
o/(O)ilrcre MfrmilU
J am walking up a mountain road passing people who appear a little strange to me.
They are not at all like individuals I'm used to seeing on the street
but they seem friendly enough ....
walking with purpose toward some destination.
We nod hello as we pass one another on the path.
I continue up the mountain, aware I am on my way
to meet with an important teacher,
considered to be a master in his field.
I am quite excited to have the opportunity to study
with this esteemed man and have dressed
for the occasion in my finest clothes.
When I reach the building at the top of the
mountain, I go inside where there is a simple pushbutton phone. Despite its mundane appearance,
I know this is an intergalactic telephone that can
reach anywhere in the cosmos. I nervously dial the
teacher's number, then- much to my dismayget his voice mail! The recorded voice sounds wise and familiar,
but like a harried professor who has too much to do.
"Hello, I understand you have been asking for my help. I know who you are and do
want to work with you. But I have been receiving thousands and thousands of requests
for help. I will have to put you on my waiting list. Don't worry, I will get back to you."
14 Dream Network/Vol. 14 No.3
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.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

There is a hilltop and a slope below it. A high chain-link fence divides the two
places. A group of people live on the hilltop and another group on the slope below.
The hilltop people live in at-one-ment with cosmic law; the others do not.
A man of the "higher" group- not the leader but one who had attained greatnesscalls out to the "greatest" of the "lower" group and engages him in conversation to
stimulate his thinking. As they talk, they go to a place in the fence where one of the
sections of fence is open slightly, as a gate.
The 'higher' man
suggests that they
open this section
wide; the 'lower' man
agrees but said it
should be just for a
little while because he
and his people have
to go on with daily
affairs. As they are
opening the gate,
the 'higher' man

without the fence
obscuring their view.
They werg
encouraged and began
to see other beauties
that had been
obscured.
A large white bird
flew into the sky.
With mounting joy,
they see more and
more .... as more and
goes
to
the
next
.
~~~~~~
section and opens it
more gates are opened.
also.
The joy reaches
At this, the 'lower' ---4~~~~~----=
levels of ecstasy as the
people begin to murmur disapprovingly,
two groups of people join and became one.
or the fence had always been there and it
Together, they begin to ascend the hill and
was wrong to change things.
beyond.
The people on the hilltop began to
They carry a huge flag of White,
ncourage them, pointing out that now
waving above them. ~
they could see the sky and mountains
"Tfie Inner Landscape' hlf Jolf (jates
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....Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

_.J am commandeering a group of people.
The end of the world, as we now know it, is imminent.
I am telling them to get together onlythe bare essentials and tools
withwhichto work the land "qf:fer the cataclysm,"
fori fully believe we will be the last people left alive on the earth
and we are to start a new race.
I have a large, white paper sack in which is some kind of granular

stuff-· like bran--and it is magical iiJ- some way. I am doling this
out/ a little of it to each person, as it is to protect them in some way.
We're in a huge ship, like Noah's Ark. I can see the wide, smooth
polished wooden planks
of which it's made and I

t~ll

the people:

"SoontheWave (ofwater??JwiU becom(f; _J?isible on
it wilt sweep down

th~ngrizon

and

on us very rapidly. As soon as it's visible,

immediately seal the door shut!"
Soon, we can see th~ Wave approaching and the door is sealed.
I close my eyes and brace myself for the onslaught

and beg!n saying the [.;orq'$ Prayer.
'~_The

wave hits

th~ship

and we qre•thrown,

~elter-ske.lter,

around insiqe and the people are not crying out...
I then pray the 23rd Psalm and feet the ship is all right..... _

W,e are.riding on the wqJ~r, safely.
16 Dream Network/Vol. 14 No.3
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....Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

Part II The Second Wave:
Oce~ft.,silbove/Symbols in the

IY"

ow} I

sta~~ ~";~n~a ~tr~et~ll7.fJ crr;uj~,?fpeopl,.

look again to the East and stare in collective disbelief as yet another
~ave, a Sec~nd W~ve, begi1'ls to ~ise.
T]!:!s ~:~€. is nearer. .to to~~t~an wtzs tlzeJ.astp:nd fro';'-,lts sh. ~er height,
wall of water has the capability ()f washing away 'the entire.contents
gfWater Street, including each of us ~t~ndingthere staring.
):'et, p.'Q oryJ is inclined.t o begin runningfor ayt~s grscrflmppng up the cliff.
. . .. >'w~ aU marvel d~the Seco1'ld Wav~'ris~s t~ th~ ~~ight

;ofci 10 -12 storyb~i~ding.... as thougha~aitineo~r de"J;tse.
By t]zg·Ume the Wave reaches its full. height and is abo11t to peak .flnd br,eak)
the energy moving the W~ve risesskywa;dand the foam ·. _· ·fi6rmally
J1Yeceding1.{JaVeS asthey hit the beach. .~ begiristo form together ...in the sky,'
n like clou_d~, into~ariousggometrical or sym8~U~ shapes. These symbol~
are conveying iriessage~int~ited dnd perceived,
y~t not pgrceptible on the c{Jgnitive level,
< ... ..... rz.gr can they be conveygd i1J- .our langitage.
rn{y are·~;E~ordinartiy beautiful.... ancient, universal symbols.
· Att~!~poi~t; I. . closemyeyes and aw oveY'UJ~elmed witha deep kjp~inf' ... ·
a krz.qwi1'lgt1z~t what.we've all been wdfting for isabout't~ occur.
Swl!gt,joyful tgars swell from my soul . .. and as I open my eyes, I see
the
remain suspendeqJn th'e sky. The engrgy of tl;z.e .wave
·:=:· d

disp

eir ses

ln both East/West directions ....
and is rendered by an unknown Source
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.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

§

lk warm w
We

enter a small community.
I look into the sky.
Cars are parked in clusters nearby and
people in the cars are all looking into the sky.
It is a beautiful night and the sky is clear.
Hanging above is a giant cube with
hundreds of different sides.
It has an orange-gold glow, so in contrast
to the blue midnight, the sight is spectacular.
Hanging from one of the sides
are thousands of strands of cilia.
From time to time, they tremble. It is the
most peaceful feeling, watching this object.
Mountains loom nearby and this little
community nestles inside them.
I am thinking how lucky I am
to be able to witness Sky lab.
As I am watching, the object moves to an
outer, further point in the sky,
then explodes into starlike substances
that for a moment look like stars and galaxies taking their positions in the universe.
In that same moment~ the object, as I had seen it, was no more.
It is phenomenal. I want to tell the world but I would not be believed.
The scene switches. I am standing by a tree.
I am being told why the object comes so near to earth.
The object is feminine: a She.
Millions of years ago, she was much like us but she has evolved into this structure.
However, our bodies contain amino acids which are still found in traces within her.
She has very maternal instincts but she cannot see them realized
unless she approaches a community by coming close to it.
And for those moments, the amino acids in all of our bodies connect to her
and she can ''feel" by connecting to us. It is a wonderful moment for her, as wel.Z.
18 Dream Network/Vol. 14 No.3
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.... Dreamin Humanit 's Path ....

JMI(Q)trce §tg111J§
t1J1J fl:lkce § lkpj!
[am watching the sky with friends.
It is like seeing a giant wheel turning,
my friend, Marsha, I look at
with constellations going
the sky in total awe.
around and around.
It is like time is
turning but we are in ~~~
a place of no time.
Not everyone can ~~~
It is like the stars are
see what is happening.
I know the identity of ·.
_ _ I have a special name
all the constellations .: -· ·:. · :· .
._·. ·. . I describe it by,
by name, old and new -. _·.· · : . : a sky
?(!can't
and by "connected"
· · _. remember.) Watching the
names.
.·_:: sky signs is awesome,
At one point, I can
see everything in the
:.' _-_·: vivid, colorful, mesmersky going by:
izing and feels prophetic.
planes, satellites,
Some people see exactly
hot air balloons,
what I do; others watchmilitary equipment.
All sorts of sky traffic and "trash," ing didn't see anything.
The wheel turns in the sky showing all
and the sky keeps getting more
and more congested. the seasons and cycles.
With a friend, I look at the sky in total
It is like looking through time, seeing
awe. I ask, "Do you see THAT?" past, present and portents to come.
and describe a sign in the sky. It is like
I saw my friend Marsha a few days after this vision and
the stars were making connections.* described it to her. She also had a similar vision, involving

"W;th

/'~'<::-~

*

signs in the sky.
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long perspective, as if from a great
height, encomp assing a vast view."

Sii gn s

It is clear that such a period is not easy

*
CJ

but is, in fact, charact erized by crisis ....
yet a fecund kind of .crisis which is ripe

~

with opportu nity, particul arly when
approac hed consciously and creatively.

*
~ W(f))1ff1d~1fS
~

*~117~fil
A

*·

In explorin g these dreams I have

also become aware that this series of
sky-dre ams can be regarde d as an odd
kind of brief autobio graphy, for such
dreams seem to serve as markers for
distinct chapter s of my life, beginni ng
with puberty.

by Joy Gates

ct7J. As
~

I have worked with the
series of dreams in this article - ,all of
which are "big" dreams, vivid and
compelling - I have realized that my·
sky-dre ams tend to signify and qualify

periods of my life which can be
counted in years. They do not relate to
a brief, passing phase but to a major
life-reorientation, what Chaos Theory
would call a "bifurcation, "a whole
new range of unfoldi ng possibility. It is
~s though the sky signifies "taking a

In the summer of 1954, when I am a 13
year old military depende nt living on a
Florida Air Force Base, I dream:
I am a woman, tenderly embracing my
woman friend, in a skyscraper penthouse. It is
the end of the world, for the sun is going nova
very soon and will engulf our world in
flames . We see the swollen fiery ball overhead
and feel the increasing heat as we prepare to
die. Our sadness is filled with our love for
each other and a poignant regret that the end
of everything is at hand.
This is the first dream I can vividly recall
because of its powerfu l impact. The dream
presages the meltdow n of my conscious egoself and a long period of chaos. Eventually I
get my feet on the ground" again (no longer
pent up" far above the world). I begin to
turn outward from my self-focus and endeavor to strike a new balance, re-building and
expandin g my world.
II

II
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In the summer of 1969, living in California at the
age of 28 and realizing that I have not married wisely,
I dream:

I am floating high in the sky, thinking,
"It doesn't really matter what I do because

life is just a dream anyway. " A great Voice
resounds from the heights of the sky,
compelling my attention, ringing all through
me. "Yes, life ~a dream, and it is a real
dream I" I understand from this that it does
matter what I do, and I float down to earth.
This dream seems to reflect my continuing
tendency to escape from problems by withdrawing
from life, refusing responsible participation. The cosmic
Voice carries the assurance of utter conviction. Life can
be seen as a kind of dream, yet it is no less real for being
like a dream. I need to "come down to earth" and deal
with my situation.
Again the dream presages a period of chaos and
challenge, of profound reorientation-a turning point in
my life. I am never again so "flighty" as I was before the
period this dream signifies. It is at this point that I begin
keeping a journal, recording and working with my
dreams.

In the summer of 1975, living in San Francisco
when I am 34 and definitely quite unhappily married,
I dream:

I stand near a country home in a clearing on a
hilltop and watch the sun near the western horizon.
The sun is eclipsed by the moon and a ring of fire
surrounds the heavenly event. I am awed and filled
with wonder as the ring of fire moves across the
midheaven of the now-starry sky toward the east
where it surrounds the constellation Orion. Then
the fiery ring moves back to the zenith where it
surrounds the Pleiades. I stand in wordless awe,
transfixed by this sky-miracle. As the fiery ring
encloses the Pleiades, a shimmering ethereal square
emerges from one of the Pleiades and moves toward
our planet, disappearing into the earth of the hilltop
in froYJt of me. Then another shimmering image
moves toward me from the Pleiades-a bell. It
hovers before me and enters my chest. I feel no
particular sensation other than a vast, deep wonder
and amazement. I do not understand what has
happened, yet I am aware that this is a great release
of transformative energy.
I turn toward the house, knowing that a great
22
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event has occurred, and I enter a greenhouse which is
attached to the left side of the house. A white-robed
angel stands in the greenhouse, looking like a goldenhaired 12 year old boy. I begin to question the angel
about what happened outside, but he silences me,
putting a folded piece of cloth in my mouth. I stand
quiet, and the angel plunges his hands into my chest.
Again I stand in awe, yet feel no particular sensation
from this arcane entry.
When the angel removes his hands. I silently turn
and leave the greenhouse, walking onto the deck at
the back of the house. I remove the cloth from my
mouth and see an old-fashioned floral design-it is
one leg from a woman's trousers.
My five-year-old daughter then seeks my help and
I send her inside, promising to come in one minute.
First, I want to thank the angel, so I re-enter the
greenhouse. Although I understand little of what has
happened, I am aware that it is significant and
wonderful and deserves acknowledgment and
gratitude. I thank the angel as he meditates in
preparation to de-materialize.
This dream stays with me as an encouragement
and a puzzle. I don't think that I completely understand
it yet, although I feel that the dream is saying, basically,
that the physical universe is a good place and that help
(even magical) is available. I do not have to fully understand my situation, only to be willing to trust and
continue on-and to remember to acknowledge life's
gifts with gratitude.
I am sustained through difficulty many times
through the power of this dream. It helps to give me
strength to end the marriage and sustains me through
the readjustments afterwards. The dream also seems to
refer to the opening of the heart center, which greatly
"heartens" me, for dark times do, indeed, lie ahead and
I need the strength this dream transmits and confers. In
fact, it continues to transmit strength and open-hearted
wonder.
This sky-dream also concerns crisis and chaos yet
the inner work I have done, resulting in subjective
growth and greater maturity, is revealed by the supportive and helpful tone of the dream.
1r1lrl~

((; 1fte rPl tt
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In the spring of 1986, in the Ozarks at the age of 45,
I am re-married and my new husband and I are preparing
to buy a house in the country. I dream:

I stand at night by the deck of our country home,
looking up at the star-spangled sky. Orion, the
Pleiades, and Ursa Major stand out, living, radiant
and vivid, glittering and three-dimensional. I gape
in wonder, recognizing Ursa Major as a newcomer
to my subjective celestial scene.

When we experience difficulty in financing the
mortgage I rather think that we will win out in the end
because of that dream-and we do. The presence of
Ursa Major is more understandable when I adopt a
spiritual philosophy which considers the stars to be
living beings, and particularly recognizes the power of
Ursa Major. When we are considering a move so that I
can engage more meaningfully in my vocation, the
appearance (not in a dream) of a huge black bear-who
ravages our bird feeders and stares into the house at
us-has all the earmarks of a sign from heavenly
powers that the time has, indeed, come to move on. We
do.
At this point, after 17 years of working with my
dreams I am accustomed to looking to them for nuances
of feedback. My dreams are now like friends-they can
often convey unsettling news in supportive ways.

Unidentified Flying Objects
Out of the chaotic void they comeout of the openinr; churning clouds
like scattered drops spill silver ships.
Pouring through the dayside zenith
they comewheeling and darting in angles and arcs,
hanging and hovering
mouths, like eyes.
like
~
Uttering mystery in symbol and glyph
they cleave the known
like dry flesh from the bone,
like lightning splitting the sky.
Windows of light and mirrors of magic,
silver discs are shining my name1 see with every cell of my skin
and my soul is coding an answer.

IIooft((}) 1tTlrl~ !Foo 1t11a tn
In the summer of 1994, when I am 53 years old,
living with my husband and working at my voca tion in
Manhattan, another celestial dream fills my inner sky:

It is a few years into the future and I am a man
living in a partly underground dome-house in the
country. The noontime is bright and green fields and
trees surround the dome. I am talking with a manfriend in the living room as we arrange a large circle
of comfortable chairs. My friend tells me of the
nearing arrival of UFOs, that this is good-thelJ
want to make positive contact. I am going to the
underground kitchen to tell my wife, but first I step
outside on the deck to look at the sky. I see a great
bank of roiling, seething clouds overhead. It dissolves
at the center to reveal ten or so UFOs, swiftly
soaring, banking, turning. Thelj are round silver
discs with a square marking the center. The color of
the dissolved area of sky is otherworldly-luminous
green mingled with brilliant black coruscations. A
defense-system airplane zooms up to attack a UFO
and is exploded. I understand that the UFOs will
defend themselves but will not initiate hostility.
Even so, I know that a dicey time is ahead. I turn to
go to my wife just as she arrives on the deck. I
suggest that we go inside till things calm down.

My heart turns swift to the void
. - -...~---in wonder
like a child gulping water
~
to quench her deep thirst,
or a whippoorwill calling
when twilight is come.

C

>

come to violate. This period of my life is not a time to
press forward, but to go within and observe alertly.
The UFOs' intention to land is symbolized by the
square within the circle-the grounding of ideas on the
physical plane. The circle of chairs awaits the UFOaspects and the survival-based aspects to sit together
and communicate. My daring and progressive
(masculine, sky-oriented) nature can encounter my
cautious and protective (feminine, earth-based) nature
in a meaningful dialogue and energy exchange. Greater
wholeness and increased subjective integration can
result.
I am aware that this dream-like all of my skydreams-presages a coming time of challenge, possibly
several years. I am encouraged by the positive
symbolism as well as alerted, and I am seasoned by my
quarter-century of dialogue with my familiarly strange
dreaming self. And so I move into my future, both
strengthened and cautioned. I also feel that the circle of
I think that I'm a man in this dream because it
chairs which I have established in the last dream refers
relates so strongly to the realm of ideas, thought,
additionally to the dialogue and participation available
initiative. It seems to reflect the stability and strength I
have gained as I have learned to function in the practical in Dream Network Journal-forum for the larger
dreamsharing community. With this article I now take
world. The UFOs seem to represent the potential
my place in the circle of chairs, joining the group
wholeness resulting from the energetic input of new
ideas (probably about the dreamwork community, since process. 'll]oy Gates is a staff member of an esoteric correspondence school
I've newly discovered Dream Network Journal). This,
being so powerful, meets virtually reflex resistance from and has an eclectic background, ranging through Tarot, astrology,
palmistry, Kabala, alchemy, farming, homemaking, art and writing.
my cautious survival-based self. I need to be patient
She lives with her husband at 145 East 27th Street, Apt. #SM, New
until that aspect realizes that the new energy doesn't
York, NY 10016-9046.
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An Alchemical Journey Through Life
by Noreen Wessling
.:·.·.··

~{~

We are at 15 degrees southern hemisphere and this is the only part of the world
that very unusual and special crabs can be found by the ocean.
I am to see them as soon as I get my degrees lined up. I'm almost there and know I'll see them on this trip.
Now I'm on my way to meet my good friend, janet. She went on ahead of me but now I'm catching up with her.
I am outdoors, walking along this beautiful path, unlike any I've even been on before.
There are others coming my way. Some that I pass and some who pass me but I am essentially journeying alone.
I feel fine as I walk with purpose along this sometimes narrow path. All around me are luxurious,
unusual green foliage and graceful trees. Quite extraordinary!
Now I get anxious as I approach where I have to walk an elevated narrow grassy ridge because on either side is this
hot, steamy vapor rising from what I know to be hot sulfur beds used for healing and regeneration.
My only anxiety comes in wondering how I'll make the journey back safely over this ridge when it's dark ... as it will
be fairly soon. Right now there is no problem, because it's light and I can easily see where I'm going.
"What an enchanting place," I think to myself, "and how neat to experience this in it's natural form."
So saying, I go closer and stick my pointer finger in the bubbling sulfur water then quickly pull it out .. .too hot for me!
Another unusual thing: This sulfur has no smell and the vapors contain the greatest healing power, rather than direct
contact with the hot liquid sulfur (in the water) although that too is healing if I could tolerate the heat somehow.
But I'm not able to do that yet. This is a strange land and I'm taking it on faith that I'll get to my destination and it's a
wee bit scary at times, wondering if I'll find the place and how I'll get safely back in the dark.
Finally, I reach the town. It's a quaint town, full of brightly lit shops ... THE CITY OF LIGHTS.
These shops are full of artistic wares. I meet my Mexican friend, Yudi,
outside one of the shops and we're happy to see one another. She says,
"Don't worry about trying to find your way back in the dark. We're all going back together by a continuation of what
is a circular route. We will not have to retrace our steps. You are safe." I feel relieved and appreciative.
Yudi goes on to tell me that there are two architects here and all the other people are different kinds of artists.

~

I

knew instantly that this was a Big Dream
undoubtedly an alchemical dream, holding such images
as sulfur, art, grand mix, architects, etc. I've not been
able to forget the images.
Most importantly, the dream feels to me likt! a lifemap about how all of us have to metaphorically 'go
back together' even though much of the 'work' has to
be accomplished alone. Nonetheless, I'm finding
there's usually a paradox lurking beside anything
really meaningful, so even tt, ,ugh it's true that our
Opus, as Jung termed 'our work,' can only be done by
us friends are very important on our journey as well
as those 'above' us helping us up and those 'below~ us
that we help up.
To me The City of Lights represents that 'place of
enlightenment' within each of us, or to use alchemical
language that place in our psyche where we have
managed to turn our lead into gold. This dream is very
hopeful in that it suggests we CAN get there, as long as
we're willing to go through some scary stuff and 'walk
the path' on faith that we are ultimately going in the
right direction. Since the path is circular, this suggests
that there may be never-ending cycles similar in
essence to the one described in this dream. It's not a
000

000
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one-time affair my friends, but a spiral ever upwards.
I remember when I was at Findhorn hearing a tape
of Eileen Caddy (the founder of this spiritual retreat in
Scotland) in which she was telling a lot of stories about
her life's struggles and joys. Then she finished with the
encouraging awareness that as she got older, the Dark
Night Of The Soul cycles in her life actually came less
often and were over quicker even though the
intensity may have been as strong as ever.
How much of what we worry about is unfounded?
Most of it, if this dream message is correct. There I was
all anxious about how I was going to get back (future
projection) instead of fully enjoying the beautiful,
exciting adventure I was presently on. And, of course,
it turns out in the dream that I didn't have to go back
after all. All that worry for nothing! It was even better
than I could have anticipated: We all went back
together safely! But this could only happen after we
made it to a high enough level of conscious awareness
(City of Lights).
Is this one version of a Big Dream Roadmap for our
collective journey home? If so, I'm looking forward to
seeing you there. In the meantime, let's enjoy every
step along the way. ll000

.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

T11Irm 11 it~ cri1
(f)] rm cri1 0 f 0 rm ~ MI 11 rm cri1
I am at a gathering of people at
which everyone is at odds.
No agreements can be reached
and we are all milling around.
Suddenly, I begin singing
"We Shall Overcome,"
but I can't remember all the
words and sing
only the first three lines,
then hesitate.
Everyone is stunned
and turns to look at me
and then another woman's
voice takes up the song.
Suddenly, everyone is holding
hands and swaying to the
left and the right,

•

in unison.
We are all singing
and I know there is hope
of our all being
united and of one mind.

~
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A Story of Koree &
She-Of-Many-Names
by Virginia DeBolt
Karee lived on a rocky plateau
on the talus flank of a high, cloudobscured mountain. She wandered the
stony paths of her small environment
each day. Eyes downcast, she searched
out each footstep with great care. Koree
luld to tread carefully. Her sight was
blurred by the constant fog surrounding
her. The way was strewn with uneven,
sharp shards of rock. The mountain
dropped new stones down its flanks
and into her path each day.
One fall day, a day far and recent,
Koree found herself standing at the
edge of a precipice. Day after day she
returned to its edge to stare into the
canyon below her: A great muddy river
coursed through the rocks far beneath
her feet.
As the numbing cold of November
approached, Koree took a step. One
step. One step off the precipice.
She fell down, down, deep into the
dark bowels of the canyon. She flopped
into the river, arms out-thrown, legs
akimbo, awkward and unpracticed at
diving deep without control. Koree sank
under the rushing, silty waters. She
held her breath, briefly, then gave
herself over to a peaceful intake of water:
Koree felt hands lift her above the
water: A woman with long gray hair
cradled Koree against her breast. Her
hair hung in the murky water:
"Who are you?" Koree asked.
"I am She-of-many-names," the
woman said.
"Am I dying, am I dead?"
"No," the wrinkled old woman
answered. "You are merely lost. We
will search for your way together."
Koree..dasped her arms around the
neck of the ancient woman. They drifted
into a slow current this way, a current
which carried them downstream with
no effort. The long hair of the old one
dangled in the water, sifting through it
like the net of a fisherman. For monthlong days Koree and the withered crone
journeyed. When the November moon
was full She-of-Manv-Names pulled

Koree onto a boulder where the water
caressed the rocks with transparent
light. They sat close together, hip to hip,
in the moonlight. The old woman
reached out to touch Koree's breast,
just there, in the center, where a scar
puckered in the shadowy light.
"What is this, my child?"
Koree told of her scars, her rocky
existence on the plateau with its
dangerous bruises and hurts. She spoke
for a night of turning moons. With each
tale told, each secret revealed, Koree's
scars smoothed themselves. Koree
could see the wounded places, knew
their location, but the festering beneath
them dissolved into words and star-lit
air.
With the dawn, She-of-ManyNames stood. Like webs, the drooping
wrinkles of her face and the silvery
tangle of her hair wrapped Koree with
great strength . She-of-Many-Names
gathered her hair and placed it in the
water.
"We go," said the old woman.
Koree followed, back into the
current.
They drifted without struggle into
the powerful path of the river. Koree
floated on her back, relaxed, savoring
the silky slide of clear water over the
smooth new skin of her scars.
Without warning, the old one jerked
her under, down into water hazardous
and dark. She pushed Koree into a
subterranean cavern. Scrabbling to back
out of the narrow mouth of the cave,
Koree was nevertheless forced inside
by the relentless push of She-of-ManyNames.
Crouched and alert, Koree looked
around the cave. Demons, dragons, and
a shadowy figure revealed themselves
one by one. The demons screamed a
challenge, their voices tinged with the
music of hell. Dragons slithered toward
her with hot, flicking tongues and eyes
of fire. Koree turned to flee, but the
woman behind her pushed and pushed,
never yielding.
Pushed beyond choice, Koree
turned to fight. She fought with inexpert
wasted energy, with tears and moanings, with useless feints and false starts.
But she fought. She tamed the demons,
conquered the dragons. Her battles
lasted a day of many nights. At last, the
shadowy figure who had watched and
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waited for her battle to end stepped
into a shaft of pale light. It was a man.
He shimmered with sensuous, glittering
allure. He smelled of musk and sweat,
of heat and damp. His scent pulled
Koree like the aroma of lilacs might
draw a wasp. She approached him
unguarded. She ran her fingers gently
down his face, across his shoulder. He
embraced her, his grasp skillful and
sure. She molded herself against him
and closed her eyes.
Koree felt a twinge deep in her gut.
Not a sensation of desire, as she might
have expected to accompany the
embrace, but a sensation of panic. Long
conversations with She-of-ManyNames rose fresh in Koree's mind like
a cry of danger. She opened her eyes
and looked for the old one who had
pushed her here.
The crone stood at the entrance to
the cave on trembling legs. She
appeared more than ancient, older than
time. Koree stepped out of the stranger's
embrace and rushed to the woman. She
lifted the old one and splashed out of
the cave.
Outside Koree saw that they were
high above the river. The sky was clear,
full with thousands of stars. Radiant
moonlight spilled in silver pools along
a grassy path. Koree followed the path
and placed She-of-Many-Names on a
grassy slope in the shelter of an oak
tree.
She-of-Many-Names transformed
into a swirling wind of shimmering
energy. When the whirlwind slowed
and stopped, a child, a female child, lay
kicking on the grass where the old one
had lain. Koree gathered the child to
her breast and began to breathe. She
sucked at the air with the power of the
wind. She drew in a swirl of air, a
spiraling torrent of warm energy that a
tiny-immense moment before had been
the female child. The wind flew into her
throat, her lungs, her blood-her cells
were filled, nourished, reborn.
From atop her mountain, Koree
looked down. Far below a young
woman stood at the edge of a great
precipice. Koree extended her hand.
She reached to the murky water below
the distant woman. She held her hand
there, patient, waiting.

*

Address correspondence to Virginia DeBolt,
508 E. Dessau #403, Austin, TX 78753
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Thumbalina
by Marianne M. Krimen

..
. ·.

·· .. .•. .·

I

have had telepathic,
clairvoyant and precognitive dreams
a since adolescence, which awakened in me early
~ the desire to study my dreams in order to find some handle that would
~ enable me to recognize the psychic dreams, particularly the precognitive
1! ones, those that could not possibly be the result of the most astute
~ introspection nor the realization of my own desires (self fulfilling
~ prophesies).
~
I was over forty when my life had stabilized to the point where I could
afford the time to write a regular dream journal. Over the years, the
psychic dreams have become less frequent and in their place, the dreams
with guiding and healing intention are becoming ever more insistent as if
to say: "Clean up your act, wake up! You don't have that much time
anymore!"
A year ago I decided to write my memoirs for the benefit of the
younger members of my family and started with the history of my
maternal and paternal ancestors as far as I had knowledge of their
circumstances. The night before I was ready to bring myself into the
picture, I had the following dream:

A young boy was in a question and answer competition,
the kind often seen on television. He was asked to give the title of a
certain tale by H. C. Anderson which he did not seem to remember.
He mentioned several titles, all of which were wrong.
I whispered forcefully: "Thumbalina - Thilmbalina -Thumbalina,"
but he did not hear me.
Here I awakened. I understoodimmediatelythat
I was advised to read this story, of which I only
recalled the title and the picture that graced the page
of my illustrated version of Anderson tales: A little
girl sitting on a flower.
As I re-encountered the story after over 50 years, it
was a revelation. I suddenly understood not only the
meaningofthe myth but also the meaning of my own life
and it enabled me for the first time to see my struggles
and failures without guilt nor resentments.
I recognized in Thumbalina's minute stature the
powerlessness and vulnerability of the fatherless girl.
The harsh treatment she experienced after she lost her
mother's protection was not due to her own mistakes nor
to other people's evil intention; only to a thoughtless and
careless environment into which she did not belong.

Even the care of the goodfieldmouse and the well meaning
mole who sheltered her through the winter made herfeel
imprisoned. But she secretly nursed a sick bird to health
(shedevelopedthespiritualitydespisedbyherearthbound
protectors) and when the time was right it lifted her out
of her dark confinement and carried her to her peers
where she met the elf prince who married her and gave
her a new name. In other words, the differ:~nt aspects of
her evolving personality united to form one well defined
individuality and she found her place in life.
This is one of the few Anderson stories that have a
happy ending even after my interpretation and I am
grateful to the dream for helping me on the way to a new
task. At this time of my life I almost expect to receive these
little nudges when they are needed and I am greedy for
every little bit of dream that I may get.

Please address correspondence to Ms. Krimen @837 Carleton Road, Westfield, NJ 07090

*

Vol. 14 No. 3/Dream Network

27

.... Dreaming Humanity's Path....

I

am walking in a forest when I come upon a babbling brook.
I see a small, shiny stone-like object lying in the grass beside the brook.
I pick the object up in order to examine it.
It has a smooth, mirror-like surface.
I gaze at my reflection.
At first, I just see my face
as it is in my waking life.
Suddenly, the expression
on my face begins to change.
I see myself as a child,
then as an old man.
I see my face etched
with sadness and then joy.
The changes continue and I am
alternately enchanted
and repelled, depending
on how my face is reflected:
saint, murderer, father, crazed
maniac and so on and so on.
It seems that for each positive
image of myself, I see an equally
negative image of myself.
The fluctuations between the poles of light and darkness continue,
mounting in speed and tension until I am gazing upon
a completely horrific image of myself.
Terrified, I decide to fling the object away. Just as I'm getting ready to
toss the object away, I hear a calming voice, coming out of nowhere.
The voice tells me that the image of myself is always changing
and that if I throw away the stone, I will be doing so out of fear of what
I saw and that I will be giving that image of myself power.
The voice assures me that power and freedom
are to be found in holding onto the stone.
I experience a sense of profound peace and joy. t}
28
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The warning came from the
Waking Dream: "Make an attempt
to get along with him better," my
supervisor said after yet another
flare-up between me and a co-worker whose moral fiber I judged to be
dubious. I felt like responding, "he's
the one who's the problem!
He lies, he steals, he won't communicate. Why the hell are you
reprimanding me?"
But I swallowed my rage and
agreed to make a renewed effort.
I realized that this ongoing feud had
less to do with my co-worker than it
had to do with an inner struggle ,
with my shadow-side, with aspects
of myself from the past and present
of which I disapproved and was trying to change or disown. This realization, however, was on the intellectual level only and I continued to
be consumed by negative emotions
and fantasies of justice and revenge
concerning the behavior of my coworker. I was reacting all out of proportion to his different values and
petty "crimes" and taking everything too personally. I knew I had to
let go, but I could not.
Vol. 14 No. 3/Dream Network

29

Then The Dream had me:
Myself, Tee (my shadowside) and another
male co-worker, MH, park the patrol car and
walk many blocks to a men's bathroom.
MH addresses Tee: "Did you use your
equipment too hard on somebody last night?
She's claiming rape." Tee is visibly upset.
We're all quiet. Then Tee attacks me- knocks
me down, has his hands on my throat, yelling, .
"You framed me!" I scream, "He's going to kill
me!" MH pulls Tee off of me. All at once, I am
no longer afraid. I don't really believe that he is
going to kill me. I roll over on top of him and
shake him. "I just want to talk to you." His
body is limp, harmless; he's very sad and
scared. I feel a lot of compassion for him.
Then a group of men and women come into
the bathroom. I get up quickly, as it probably
looks like we're having sex. I am perplexed
as to why both males and females are using the
men's room. MH is advising Tee to hide out at
his aunt's house until things blow over. I
realize that Tee will lose his job, something I
had been wishing for intensely. However, there
is no longer any joy in this for me. I feel his
pain and want to help. !tell him, "It's your
word against hers but the trial can get ugly."
MH jokes, "You 'II be on TV now, Ms.
Lorraine." But I have no appetite for being
under oath and giving Tee a bad wrap.
Tee motions me to follow him back to the
patrol car. An easiness is in the air between us,
a realness. He talks about financial pressures,
problems at home. I say, "I hope this doesn't
make you mad.... but it seems to me that your
life-style (extra marital affairs) can't help
matters any." He says, "You're probably not
going to believe this but they actually give me
money." I laugh, "You know, I always
fantasized this to be true. Why not?
You give them pleasure.
Everyone is so unhappy these days. "
Then, we are strolling through a wooded
area. I am feeling close to Tee, non-judgmental.
Then he starts throwing rocks at ducks in a
pond. He is upset and frustrated, not really
trying to harm the animals. I sit under a big
30 Dream NetworkNol. 14 No. 3

tree on a grassy knoll created by the tree's
burgeoning roots. He wades through the pond,
which is thick with cherry blossom petals. The
scene is incredibly beautiful, bathed in a soft,
white light. Somehow, my feet get wet, too. It is
still a very long way back to the car. Tee has no
intention of hiding out or running away.
This time, he follows me!
The levels of this dream are as thick as the
cherry blossoms in the pond. I cannot even begin
to grasp all the implications. What I do know is
that since the Dream had me, I have not overreacted nor been overwhelmed by the kinds of
situations with my co-worker which used to make
me crazy. My behavior began to change naturally. I
truly began to understand the reasons behind
certain of his actions (as well as my own!) that previously had seemed cut-and-dry, morally repugnant. I realized that many of our differences are
cultural and that I was not as free of bigotry as
I had led myself to believe. I let go of trying to
force him to fit into my vision of a perfect job, a
perfect world, a perfect person. I began to focus on
and appreciate his more positive qualities, as well
as my own. And he seems to be more trustful and
communicative toward me, also. I no longer dread
the prospect of working with him.
However, the Dream had a profound effect that
goes way beyond the work situation. I was given
the opportunity to see the pain and confusion
behind anger and violence, to see how compassion
defeats fear and fosters communication and
change. I learned that understanding, rather than
judging, brings peace. All this I knew intellectually
but the Dream made me know it, soulfully. I engaged in a life and death struggle with my shadowside and we ended up becoming one. When his
feet got wet, my feet got wet!
In dreams, it is acceptable for feelings and
opinions and even physical form to alter instantaneously. I think in the Waking Dream we must
also embrace this kind of flexibility as strength
rather than weakness .... if we are to promote
healing between neighbors, nations and Nature.
We must learn to see that we are all connected.
When one of us gets wet, we all get wet. There is
no escape from walking this path. Sometimes our
shadow beckons and we follow; sometimes we
take the lead. It is a long journey. ~
Your comments and feedback, welcome! Please address correspondence
to Lnrraine@ 1167 Bush #507, San Francisco, CA 94109

Reflections on Insomniphobia
© 1995 by Anita Doyle
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Heavenly as flashing stars
In each vastness
Appear the infinite eyes
Which night opens in us
-Navalis
... mystery and manifestations
arise from the same source.
This source is called darkness.
The gateway to all understanding.
- Tao Te Ching

0

I have faith in the night.
-Rilke

ver the years, in my work as a psychotherapist
whose focus is the dream, I have heard the complaint voiced
not infrequently that one is having trouble sleeping. "I lay
awake for hours," someone will typically say, "and all I
could think about was how tired I was going to be the next
day at work." This self-generated anxiety about not-sleeping
(insomniphobia) will sometimes lead the person to ingest a
pharmaceutical sleeping aid of some kind, which, regrettably,
may then interfere with dreaming, and perhaps even produce
a dulling of consciousness in the morning hours, such that
the goal- to be alert for work- is inefficiently met anyway.
My counsel in this situation has been to try letting go of all
of the internal self-talk that goes on in these times, and to
simply notice Night.
What is this anxiety about? Why should a few hours of
sleeplessness produce such consternation? What does it
mean to "notice Night"?
Many ancient cosmogonies describe Night as the primal
element, the mother of the gods, with all creation proceeding
from her. Night and darkness were understood as the very
source of creation, of creativity. How vastly different that is
from our contemporary attitude toward night, that it's simply
the useless, leftover part of the day.
The invention of artificial light has abetted the particular
hubris of our age. In its capacity to obliterate the experience
of darkness, and, thus, to disrupt the natural rhythm of
activity and rest, of Day and Night, artificial light has turned
a healthy zest for productivity into a mania. It has become a
nearly intolerable condition to be awake and not
"productive". At the collective level, most of what does not
actively subserve the addiction to production is devalued
and ignored, and we measure our success as a society in
terms of the Gross National Product. Within this frame of
reference, there is the begrudging recognition that the human
body, imperfect machine that it is, must, unfortunately, have
some rest in order to continue producing. For that we are
willing to tum off the light. And those of us who have gone
the next step and have come to regard the Dream as an

indispensable font of wisdom - we may even turn off the
light with eagerness. But to lie awake in the night without
sleeping? What a waste! What could be the value in that?
Such a question could not have been formulated by our
ancestors. Up through the Middle Ages, ordinary people
lived in an imagination of Time very different from our own.
The Greeks knew the Hours (Horai) as divine beings, each
one distinct from the others; each, perhaps, to be propitiated
in its own way. In medieval monastic tradition, the twentyfour hour cycle was marked by seven canonical hours, each
of which was noted explicitly by the cessation of work or the
interruption of sleep, so that the particular praises of that
hour could be sung by the community. Within Buddhist
monasteries today, monks and retreatants arise in the 4 a.m.
darkness to meditate together, experiencing the focalizing
power of that dense darkness that precedes the dawn of a
new day.
Our productive, solar-consciousness sees disease in
wakefulness at night and names it "insomnia", something to
be cured. But when we let go of wanting to fix this condition,
what we are freed to notice is that lunar-consciousness is a
dark, fertile field of creative inspiration. Lying in the dark,
called to wakefulness by something knocking at the doors of
consciousness, we can choose to release the compulsion to
toss and turn or to reach for the reading lamp, and to remain,
instead, a vessel emptied of the day's ambitions, ready to
receive the creative spiritus that seeks to enter us. The quality
of insight that is available to us in the still, dark hours is
paradoxically lucid and bright, like a star glistening in the
night sky. And like a star, it is diaphanous; when the sun
rises, it disappears from view. Yet, if creative insight is
germinated in the Night, how very important it is to nurture
the receptivity of soul that will allow those creative seeds to
take root. Ironically, but not surprisingly, it has been my
experience that when a person is able ro give up the struggle
against nighttime awakenings, and to be present to what is
in a state of receptive repose, fatigue the following day
ceases to be a problem.
In the best of all possible worlds, the world we would
hope to grow into, productivity will not be an end in itself,
mindlessly and relentlessly driving us. Rather, it will more
closely resemble a flowering plant, with its taproot sunk
deep into the wisdom of the Night. Then the rhythmic
consciousness that supports all life will be reestablished.
Then Light will remember that its origins are in the Dark,
that Day is the child of Night. ..:C

Poetry Citations:
Navalis, "Hymns to the Night", in Pollen and Fragments,
translated by Arthur Versluis. Phanes Press, Grand
Rapids, MI, 1989.
Stephen Mitchell, trans., Tao Te Ching. verse I. Harper &
Row, New York, 1988.
Rilke, Rainer Maria, Selected Poems, translated by Robert
Bly, p.21 . Harper & Row, New York, 1981.
Address correspondence to: Temenos PO Box 7185,
Missoula, MT 59807 Ph: (406) 542-1475
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I dreamed

of the lake bottom
agatn
last night....
0

I

by Paul Rydeen

dreamed of the lake bottom again last night. Istood
at the edge of what used to be john Martin Reservoir, gazing
across the trickle that the Arkansas River had become. Gasping
fish flopped helplessly in the few remaining puddles, the full
moon shining off of their glistening scales like a thousand
jewels. The Milky Way above was reflected in the narrow
stream below, and a cool breeze moved through the newlyexposedcfulsm. Theoutlinesofabandonedstreetsandforgotten
building foundations protruded here and there from the siltcovered bottom, their worn edges covered in seaweed green like
an ancient beard. Pajama- clad, I stood and watched, totally at
peace. Thedreamfinallyfaded,andiawokewithanostalgic
sadness. How often had I dreamed this dream? Many,
many times over the last five decades. Too many times to
count.
I was born in the small town of Caddoa, Colorado.
Right after the War, the Army Corps of Engineers
embarked upon several civilian projects. One such project
was the John Martin Dam. After surveying several possible
sites, they selected one just east of our town. Because
Caddoa lay right on the river, we had to be relocated. The
Corps moved approximately fifty buildings, mostly
homes, to their present site on the hill. The owners were
compensated, and the dam was built. I was about seven
or eight years old at the time. It made a big impression.
I spent many an afternoon at the water'sedge, gazing
into the murky depths and wondering about the city
below. What was down there now, I often wondered. Was
the city still there, occupied by fishy counterparts of the
neighbors I knew? Did submarines now travel the
underwater roads?
In dreams I often found myself standing in the same
spot, gazing into the reservoir. Now the bottom was
visible, the water having mysteriously drained out past
the dam. Sometimes I would just stand at the edge and
stare out iftto the muddy abyss. Other times I would walk
out into the exposed lakebed, poking in the silt for treasure.
I always regretted having forgotten my rock collection.
I had kept it in an old tacklebox given to me by my
grandfather, hidden away from prying eyes in the dark
safety of the crawlspace under our house. Anytime I
wanted to look at my collection or add to it, I crawled up
under the porch and retrieved the old metal box. When it
came time to move, I completely forgot about it in the
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excitement. By the time I remembered, it was too late. It
lay beneath fifty feet of cold water, just inside the concrete
perimeter of what used to be the foundation of our house.
As I grew older, I forgot about the collection. It no longer
seemed as valuable or important as it once had. Yet
whenever I would have that dream, I would think of it
once again. Many of the rocks I could still see in my
mind's eye, their colors and shapes and textures uniquely
etched upon my memory.
I haven't been back in years. My parents' have been
dead for some time now, and my life here in the Springs
keeps me pretty busy. It was with some surprise that I saw
Caddoa mentioned in yesterday's paper, on the page
marked News Elsewhere In The State. John Martin Dam,
it said, was now fifty years old, and the foundation was in
need of repairs. For the first time since its construction,
the dam was to be fully opened and the reservoir
temporarily drained to provide access for the workers
whose job it was to repair such things. I knew at once what
I would do.
It took several days for the reservoir to empty, even
with all the floodgates wide open. I didn't mind the wait.
Islands emerged where hills once stood, as the waters
slowly receded. A dark scum coated the exposed bottom,
and the stench of decaying organic matter made me move
upwind more than once.
At night I slept in a small tent on the Lake Hasty side
of the dam. This was a partially developed campsite, but
no other campers were there. Perhaps it was the wrong
time of the year. The sound of water rushing through the
dam sang me to sleep. The cold stars shone high overhead,
beautiful but aloof.
In the morning I awoke to find that the reservoir had
finished draining. Workmen were already in place on the
upstream side of the dam, inspecting its revealed base.
This being before the wet season, the Arkansas River was
a shallow brook, easily crossed on foot in many locations.
I put on my boots and descended.
Guided by an old USGS map, I could make out where
a few of the old roads used to be. None were paved, so it
was hard to distinguish them from the rocky terrain.
Several concrete foundations were visible; one of them
had been the home of my youth. The remains of a couple
sunken boats were near the dam, as was the rusted hulk
of an automobile. Cn,1shed beer cans dotted the landscape
like the stranded fish of my dreams. How much junk had
fishermen tossed overboard in fifty years; I wondered.
How many watches and wedding rings and billfolds had
dropped to the bottom as well? Covered as it was by silt,
it was impossible to say. How many car keys could I find.
down here with a metal detector? More than a few, I
would imagine. I plodded on toward the site I had targeted
as most likely being where I had lived as a child.
It took some looking, but I finally uncovered the rusty
old box that held my prized collection. It lay under a foot
of black mud, but the old foundation was easy enough to

spot. I retrieved the box and proceeded out of the lakebed, back to my
tent.
I didn't open it right away. I sat
staring at it for hours, or made short
trips up the bare rugged hills to gaze
into the hole. I savored my victory. I
was in no hurry to open my treasure,
now that I had it.
When the sun went down and the
stars came out, I built a small fire and
sat down beside it. With a hammer
and a screwdriver I easily jimmied
the lock, and beheld my rock collection. A little silt had penetrated
the lid, but most of the rocks were
easily identified. I removed them one
by one, studying each in the flickering
fire light. There were Lake Superior
agates, gathered on a trip to Minnesota' s North Shore. There was
petrified wood from the Badlands of

.... Dreaming Humanity's Path ....

Sean brings me a stone he got at school. Blue. As I
turn it, the flat surfaces reflect all the colors there are.
Inside, I can see everything in-the universe:
the plants, animals, atoms, patterns of space and time
.... all more alive than Life itself.
There is a big bird living in there,
with a wing span so wide I can hardly see it all.
It gives me a glimpse of what the ancient shamans
see in their sacred crystals . ...:r

::~~~~~~~=;:~~r::::::::::::~~~~~~~;

South Dakota and Arizona's Petrified
Forest. There was a piece of slag I felt tri
sure was a meteorite when I found it.
There was a piece of lava which
floated on water.
There were the fossils- a dozen or
more fossils. Fossilized shells, fossilized bone fragments, a fossilized
tooth. There was a partial trilobite
which I had bought at a museum gift
shop. There were unidentified pieces
of other things, captured in the living
rock. All were as I remembered them. ''.,..,·'"" "''"
All were as in my dreams. I fell asleep
that night, a deep dreamless sleep.
My rocks were arranged in little piles ~~~~~~~~::::':::!~~~~~~
around me as I slept under the open crawlspace, hiding the silt of fifty
sky. The fire slowly burned out as I years, covering my rock collection
lay there beside it, not moving. A until fifty mo~:e would pass. I had
quiet breeze caressed the ground.
carefully gathered each of them and
As I made the several hour drive had placed them back into the old
home the next morning. I was glad I tacklebox. Then I had returned them
had come. I reflected upon the to their resting spot-of the last half
previous days' events, knowing that century, burying them in the same
I had made the right decision. Even hole before I had headed back home.
nowthatemptybasinwasfillingonce There they would remain, beneath
again with water. The workers had the cold, dark water of John Martin
completed their repairs. The flood- Reservoir, until some future gengates had been closed once again. eration should see fit to repair the
The waters of the deep were rising. dam.
rising.coveringthedry,crackedmud,
I dreamed of the lake bottom
obscuring the unneeded foundations again last night . ...:C
and roads of the original Caddoa. Please address correspondence to Paul
Water flowed over the hard ground, Rydeen P.O. Box 1371, Kerrville, TX
up to the concrete and into the 78029-1371

(jalactic
Sfianumism
fnt
!Mat~~ Saint-Marie/
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Mary SaintMarie'sbookmay
serve as an invitation into the
collective ONE====:Iildream of who we
are and why we are here. The book
reflectsandinspiresourcollective
passageintothe "Once Upon a NonTime .... ," the Place of the Great
Dream. The odyssey unveils the
Place of the Great Dream. and the
Divindeminineinmanandrwoman
to bring a new inner dance of
polarities and an unprecedented
outer dance of man and woman, the
"World Birth of Balance. Now is the
time! As a visionary artist, Mary
Saint-Mariehasdrawnupoharchetypal soul imagery, also shared in
the book.

Order

from:
Mary Saint-Marie
PO Box 704
Mt. Shasta, CA 96067
Ph : 916/938-2336
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Dream Chest
Adapted from a traditional
East European Folktale

by David Sparenberg
Dreams can tell us more about
ourselves than we sometimes care to
know. Occasionally, they also lead us to
our destiny.
.
.
And what ts the final equation between
destiny and identity?

0

nee there was an ordinary,
hard working man whom we shall
~all Josef. He lived in a quiet township
m Central Europe. One evening, Josef
dreamed a voice-dream. From somewhere out of the shadows, a sort of
mesmeric whisper called his name and
to~d ~: "josef, josef, stop lingering in
thzs life of collapsing designs. Go to the

Capital. Under the Emperor's Bridge, on
the near bank of the river, is a treasure
buried for your sake. "
Of course, when morning came,
J?se_f told himself matter-of-factly, "My
life JS not so fragile and lacking. Nor
am I_about to make a fool of myself
chasmg after hidden treasure on the
authority of a whispering dream."
When reason has had its day,
however, the potencies of shadows
yet remain to claim the night.
Again, on a second occasion the
dream. Again, on a second awakerting,
the refutation. And so on, into the
profundity of another speaking sleep.
This third time, Josef dreambeheld himself falling beneath a
prodigious wheel of torments, embarrassments, frustrations and failures. The cruel iron rim, with its
graceless heaviness, rolled through the
years of his life. And, as he struggled
from under its weight, seeing himself
a mere clod, wrapped in the bruised
and tattered skin of disintegral
experience .... again the dream voice
called his name and whispered:" josef,

josef· ·· thetreasureisburiedforyou. That
whzch you most fear and that which you
most hunger for awaits you. Quickly, to
t~e ~~fital! Quickly, to the bank of the
nver.
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Thus, the man awoke from his
restless sleep finally convinced of the
power of the mystery addressing him.
Or, at least, he was now willing to" go
and take a look."
As speedily as possible, Josef
traveled the hundred kilometers from
his home to the great city. He found
his way to the Emperor's Bridge and
stood, hour after hour, gazing at the
water's bank, shrouded in the shadows
of the bridge's arching stones. Alas,
there on the curving span, with the
regularity and seriousness of a clock
moved an imperial guard. A trul;
Kafkaesque sort of watchman with a
tartar's beard and hard, uncompromising eyes.
The figure of dread was steadfast·
the way was blocked. So it stayed
from da~ to day. Until, on the evening
of the thzrd day- a twilight hour of
desperate mood possessing the
seeker's heart and mind, even as the
river and city slid into a dull cubism of
encroaching darkness - Josef ran
forward and dropped to his knees.
Bending low over the wet and slippery
bank, he dug feverishly with his
fingers, all the while trying his best to
remain concealed.
The imperial guard, seeing the
stranger digging, called down to him
harshly: "You there, stop! What do
you think you are doing?"
Josef, caught and cringing, elevated his shoulders and prostrated
his muddled palms in a silent plea.
"Please, your honor," he managed to
make audible, ''I'm not a criminal. I
have an explanation."
"If you have one, you had best
spit it_out," the guard replied, moving
s~eadily nearer, his right hand droppmg to the hilt of his sword.
"A dream, sir, a dream. Hidden
treasure. An innocent mistake." Josef
began chattering, made more nervous
by t_he_ gesture and the growing
proximity of the royal soldier.
"Stop talking nonsense," the
guard threatened. "What do you want
here? Are you a madman?"
" It was a dream, that's all," the
traveler added, speaking now as
calmly as he could muster through his
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dubious courage. It kept coming into
my head, sir, night after night. A voice
saying, ' Go to the Capital and dig under

the Emperor's Bridge. There you will find
a treasure.' So, ah, well, here I am and ....
"Josef looked at his dirtied hands and
trousers. His mouth was dry and sticky
white foam had collected at the corners
of his lips. "Anct., and, I'm sorry," he
muttered, dropping his head, as
feelings of fatigue and hunger and
stupidity overwhelmed him.
The guard, who by now was quite
near, examined the vagrant with his
hard, unfriendly eyes, twisting his
mouth a little as he did so. But the next
instant he laughed. "You are a fool!"
the warrior chided. "Don't you know
the world isn't made like this? If people
could follow their dreams and have
them fulfilled, I would myself be far
away from the tedious duty and a
happier man because of it. Why, I've
dreamed the past three nights of a
township a hundred kilometers to the
west and there, under the floorboards
of the house of a fellow named Josef,
lies buried a great and ancient treasure.
But who can trust in such ridiculous
illusions?" So saying, the imperial
guard shook his head contemptuously
and added, "Now get out from this
place before you spend the night in
jail."
Having heard everything there
was to hear and being awestruck by it,
Josef once more apologized and
hastened away. As speedily as he could
travel, he retraced the hundred
kilometers to his home.
Smiling to himself, he began to
unnail his floorboards. Then, to his
amazement, there was indeed a
treasure chest! Josef, shaking like a
man in a fever, lifted it out and cracked
the age tightened lid. Next, however,
he hesitated. What was there to be
found from such a dark and ancient
cask, he wondered? And the former
que~tion ?f destiny and identity
recoiled w1th its paralytic fear.
For the treasures we are led to in
our dreams rna y not in ordinary ways
resemble the gold and diamonds of
the world .... butsomethingbothcursed
and blessed before which we shine
and tremble.

*

JLid:ress corresporufence to 1713 - 14th 5lve., Seattfe, 'W5l9812

by Stanley Krippner, Ph.D.
Psychis Dreams are reports of nighttime mentation, emotions
and/or imagery that involve anomalous (i.e., unexplained)
interchanges of information or influence that appears to exist
apart from those mechanisms identified by mainstream science. "
Stanley Krippner, Ph.D.

0

n the morning of 4 October 1980, Steve
Linscott woke up and recalled the following dream:

"I saw a man face on. .. the was in his early
30s ... short blond hair. .. light features, not
muscular, but sort of square chested.... I was a
little taller than he... he was about 5'5" to
5'7" .... He was very friendly ... at least ... not .. .
distressed with whoever he was talking to ... .
There was a light on behind him to his left .. .
kind of a soft glow in the room ... a little ways
into the dream he started to change... in his
attitude... becoming more evil in intent ... he
produced an object... he got it from behind his
back... metallic, dark-type instrument... blunt
and rather thick and tapered down toward one
end... I got the impression he was talking to a
girl ... in her mid-20s ... he was showing this
object to her and starting to smile.... I got the
impression this is something... not all that
healthy... so I woke up
and tried to shake it."
Linscott recalls checking the time on his
watch, noting "it was 2 A.M." He fell back to
sleep and the dream continued:

"I then dreamed this person had this object
and was beating this [other] person downward,
that this person. .. being beaten was below his
waist and... knees ... he was beating her on the

head... quite a bit ... she was on her hands and
knees ... and didn't resist ... rapid stroke... blood
flying everywhere... and that is when I woke up
a second time." (Police Department, 1980)
That afternoon, police officers questioned people
in the area, asking them if they had observed anything
unusual during the early morning. A young woman
had been beaten and murdered at about 1:00AM.
Linscott thought that his dream was a premonition.
His wife and two coworkers encouraged him to report
the dream to the police, which he did a few days later.
On 12 October 1980, he was charged with murder.
The police had no direct evidence against Linscott.
There was no motive, there were no fingerprints, there
were no witnesses. However, a tire iron was used to
murder the woman, who was young and had been
savagely beaten on the head, dying on her living room
floor. The jury agreed with the police who declared,
"This is not a dream. This is a murder" (WagnerPacifici & Bershady, 1993, p. 134).
In 1985, an Appeals Court ordered Linscott
released from jail, stating, "Murder conviction
reversed in absence of any direct evidence of guilt
notwithstanding State's attempt to elevate defendant's
declaration of dream about murder to status of
confession" (ibid., p. 135). The Illinois Supreme Court
sent the case back to the Appeals Court which remanded it for a new trial. Cook County canceled the
retrial in 1990because they deemed the evidence was
inadequate to obtain a conviction; nevertheless, a
subsequent appeal by the State of lllinois occurred in
1991 and the litigation may continue.
Linscott, a young Euro-American male, married,
the father of two children and a "born-again" counselor at a Christian halfway house, frequently asserted
his belief that the dream was part of" God's personal
plan for my life" ({ibid.}, p. 137).
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This case has been featured
on several television shows which
pointed out that Linscott was a
conscientious family man who had
top-secret clearance during his time
in the U.S. Navy. He also had
considerable arm strength and had
experienced near-suicidal depression and bitterness toward God
before his conversion. I was asked
to appear on one of these programs,
the "Today Show," because of my
work with "psychic" dreams at a
sleep laboratory in the 1960s
(Ullman, Krippner, & Vaughan,
1988). Our research team obtained
data strongly suggesting that,
under controlled conditions, some
dreamers were able to obtain information about future events (i.e.,
precognition), distant events (i.e.,
clairvoyance), or other people's
cognitive processes (i.e., telepathy).
On the show, I disagreed with a
psychologist who insisted that the
clarity of Linscott's dream was unusual because "Dreams are always
distorted" (Wagner-Pacifici & Bershady, 1993, p. 136). In fact, I pointed out, some dreams are remarkably clear and life-like (Hunt, 1989).
AI though Linscott's report
{might} have been a precognitive,
clairvoyant, or telepathic dream, it
may also have reflected a somnambulistic episode in which he murdered the young woman. Telling
the police about his dream may
have been an unconscious way of
"confessing" and expiating his
guilt. A case could be made for
each of these possibilities, but I
made the point that the evidence
was not strong enough to convict
Linscott of murder and send him to
prison. Instead, I pointed out that
dreams about violence and aggression are not uncommon (e.g., Rubinstein & Krippner, 1991) and that the
congruence might have been coincidental. There is a tendency to underestimate the role of chance and
coincidence in human affairs and
with the hundreds of dreams occurring in a given neighborhood on
any particular night, it would not
be unlikely that at least one of them
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would resemble a dramatic event
(Neher, 1990, pp. 48-49).
There have been other instances in which a well-meaning
offer to the police, based on information obtained through "psychic"
means, has resulted in the informant's arrest. In 1980, Etta Louise
Smith told the Los Angeles Police
Department about her "psychic
vision" of a murder. She had "seen"
the canyon where a missing nurse's
body lay and pointed it out on a
map. Smith's "vision" happened to
have been correct, and she was
booked for murder. Smith had also
correctly described the circumstances of the crime, saying that the
nurse had been raped and killed
with a blow to her head. After three
men were arrested and convicted,
Smith successfully sued the city for
her treatment, which had included
four days of detention (Lyon &
Truzzi, 1991, p. 4).
The lesson one carries away
from these episodes can be simply
stated, "If you think you have a
psychic or intuitive hunch about an
important event, be careful who
you tell!" As Foucault (1980) pointed out, powerful institutions construct the experiences of people
under their domain. Private experiences, such as dreams, if shared,
can lead to imprisonment in one
culture and to an elevation in social
status in another. There are native
cultures in which Linscott's dream
would have demonstrated his suitability for shamanic or priestly
status (e.g., Krippner, 1990).
Wagner-Pacifici and Bershady
(1993) have produced a brilliant
analysis of the Linscott case pointing out that he had spoken about an
intimate event to the police, with
whom he was not on intimate
terms. Whether this was a tacit
confession or an error in judgment
can not be decided at this point but
it does point out that there were
multiple, coexisting paradigms of
Linscott's dream. This multiplicity
is true not only of dreams but operates generally in the ways people
make sense of their experiences.

Wagner-Pacifici and Bershady conclude, "Int~rpretive authority is
diverse and also situationally activated. Authority is always hierarchical.... Our understanding of
authority-which is a crucial
element of our interpretative paradigms- needs to be situationally
framed" (p. 141). An error in this
understanding, as was the case with
Linscott, can be calamitous.
Once again, be careful who you
tell!~

References
Foucault, M. (1980). Power and
Knowledge (C. Gordon, Trans. &
Ed.). New York: Pantheon Books.
Hunt, H.T (1989). The Multiplicity of
Dreams. New Haven, CT: Yale
University Press.
Krippner, S. (1990). Tribal shamans and
their travels into dreamtime. InS.
Krippner (Ed.), Dream time and
Dreamwork (pp. 185-193). Los
Angeles:Tarcher.
Lyons, A., & Truzzi, M. (1991 ). ~
blue sense: Psychic detectives and
~.New York: Mysterious
Books.
Neher, A. (1990). The Psycho!~ of
Transcendence (2nd ed. ). New
York: Dover.
Police Department. (1988). Tapes of
interviews with Steven Linscott,
October 8-10. Oak Park, IL.
Rubinstein, K., & Krippner, S. (1991 ).
Gender differences and
geographical differences in content
from dreams elicited by a television
announcement. International journal
of Psychosomatics, {38},40-44.
Ullman, M., Krippner, S., & Vaughan,
A. (1988). Dream Telepathy (2nd
ed.).Jefferson, NC: McFarland.
Wagner-Pacifici, R., & Bershady, H.J.
(1993). Portents or confessions:
Authoritative readings of a dream
text. Symbolic Interaction, {16}, 129143.

by Evelyn Duesbury

I am an accounting professor. I am also a dreamer. Now that I've discovered the link between

these two
" professions," my waking and sleeping lives are vastly
enriched. In this article I share a dream with you which
demonstrates the link between the two worlds as well
as tell you how I used the following dream.
Setting of the Dream: A former student of mine,
Becca, came to my office one day and gave me an update of her life since she graduated and then we discussed her growing up years. She told me how she misses
her mom, who passed away a few years ago. She told
how she learned to read at three years old after her mom
said she couldn't "ride the big yellow bus" with her
brother until she learned to read.
She told about her continuing commitment to the
church and concerns for the church. She told how she
really would like to have time off work to take a trip to
a national church youth meeting. She told me how she
delights in her work as an accountant and the joy it was
when she passed the CPA examinations. The school in
the dream is the school I attended from first through
twelfth grade.

Let the Little Girl Carry
HerOwnBag
Someone is talking to Dolores Mays about
a little girl who has an opportunity to go
someplace. It seems like the little girl wasn't
going to go, but when someone asks Dolores
Mays about it, Dolores says all she knows is
that the little girl has her bag packed:
Either I see the bag, a pure yellow bag,
sitting in the Morley school house hallway
between the superintendent's office and the
third and fourth grade room,
or Dolores says it is there.
Dolores is standing in the hallway while
she is talking. Dolores says to the effect she has
no decision in the matter. It is entirely the little
girl's decision . It is up to the little girl who is a
capable, independent-thinking little girl.
Commentary: I told the dream to my husband at
the breakfast table. Then I told him about Becca's visit
with me the day before. The telling of Becca's visit just
intensified my desire to help her in some way in "lightening her load" of missing her mom and being concerned for the church.
Mtiress correspiJTufenu to 960 S tonehriige :F,paJ, #11 Pfattevifle, 'WI 53818

Then I thought the dream was somehow connected
with that desire to help. Since Becca told of her interest
in reading, I immediately thought to send a book to help
her. I thought of a appropriate book and wrote an order
for the book to send to her. As I was ready to seal the
envelope, a quick knowing flashed through my mind:
The independent thinking little girl in my dream is
Becca, my former student.
My interpretation of the dream: The description of the
little girl in the dream, capable, independent-thinking, is
descriptive of Becca. The dream is saying the little girl
can handle her life. Don't come rushing in with "help. "
The decisions are Becca's. Like Dolores, I "have no say"
in the matter: The "little girl" has complete say.
Dolores Mays was a "backbone" of a church in my
past. She always dedicated herself to the Sunday School
and guiding little children according to her own strong
standards. As a professor I often find myself with
students who are experiencing difficult times. And,
I, like Dolores May have a great desire to relieve
suffering when I perceive it.
When, at three years old, Becca, learned how to read
so she could "ride the big yellow bus," she proved she is
most capable of using her own resources in her journey
through life. The little yellow bag may be some "baggage" she still has to unload from the missing her mom
and the times with her mom such as the nine months of
asking "Mom, why can't I ride the big yellow bus now
that I can read?"
On the other hand, the little yellow bag may be
Becca's preparation for her life's journey ahead, now
that she has made the decision to " go someplace."
The color of the bag, a deep pure yellow in my
mind's eye, is a "color directed toward the future and its
designation is change." (from The Dream Dictionary,
JoJean Boushahla and Virginia Reidel-Geubtner).
The setting of the dream is in a school house. It
represents that Becca is progressing on the journey.
Here she did make it to school.
On the level of dream characters representing different aspects of the dreamer, the dream may be telling
me there is progress being made in the balancing of the
controlling self of me with the child of me. (Dolores is
resigned that the little girl has made the decision on her
own.) In that event, the little girl of me and the packed
bag may represent my detaching from my school days
to move forward to the future to take that "opportunity
to go someplace."
How I used the dream: As a result of the dream,
I did NOT order the book. I sent a letter of
congratulations to my young friend on passing the CPA
examinations and asked her to keep in touch. -Cc
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Eden's Gate

Night People

I walked into a lake of fire
the flames lept all around me
then commanded by a woman's voice
I stepped where the blaze grew higher

How they roll in, the dead,
crowding my night...
My father once told me:

I expected people wailing
but not a sound was heard
I expected hints of searing flesh
but no human limbs were flailing
The voice continued guiding me
further into the fire
and like a child I followed in
and stood in a bubbling mire
The blaze, like curtains, opened wide
and before me stood the woman
ghostly white in a buffalo hide
she looked at me and smiled
Her hand reached out and took my arm
then pulled me through the passage
and where she stepped the fire withdrew
so I felt a sense of calm
She turned again to look at me
with eyes of piercing light
and with a sweep of a magic hand
the earth became clear to see

Dream Song:

"I'm your friend forever,
if you will only
follow me."

"If you dream about someone
you've never met, it means
that person just died."

But Father, my dreams
swarm with strangers
I'd never consider mourning,

Guidelines
Be just, bring light
help make the faces shine.

I'm too busy making
their odd acquaintence
under those fragile conditions.

Do not too fondly
embrace the darkness
or seek to kill it.

Familiar forms- dead
parents, lovers and friendsalso people my sleep.

Fear nothing in man
nor give license to hatred.

Each night a new film.
They float about, converse
in phrases ephemeral as petals

Quiver inside
before the great ordinary, guiding
us through time and space.

flutter their hearts
like tom kites on wintery twigs
beyond that slippery wall.
I try to preserve them, insects in amber,
beg them: Stay, you told me so little
or I was too hurried to hear you out-

Fire had cleansed the world of hate
The sun cuts the silver nitrite of sleep.
once more destroyed the evil
She spared a few, with faith, like me Figures blurr, slip to one side, disappear
just as they did before.
and led us all to Eden' s Gate.
Elisavietta Ritchie
David Ritchie

Autumn
Inland, dream turtles
swim slowly across the
summer yard of my youth,
gain the shade of the
ancient maple and stop
to snooze; above them, through
rich green leaves, blue sky
promises a century.
Meanwhile, on a distant shore,
sea turtles inch out of the
ocean onto land, life
delivering life, only to make
an individual loop and crawl
back to the sea; the sand gives up
their impressions
with each wave.
Inland, I wake. The leaves
flash brilliance,
curl and die.

Sylvia Merrill Beaupre

Savor hot tremors
undressing before
demure and powerful secrets.
Enjoy freely, Maintain
a runner's body.
And train your eyes to see
the fingerprints, the footsteps
of mysteries

[To be in Th e Arc of the S!Qrm, Signal Books,
@ 1996 Elisauietta Ritchie] 18-B Summ erhill Ga rdens
Toronto CANA DA M4T 184

on all the circles
on all the spirals.
And in the dreams.

David Sparenberg

Unscheduled Flight
The airport is burning its way through my dream
where we stand on runways eating tiny packets of peanuts,
washing them down with undersized cans of juiceorange, apple, tomato- and sodas warm from the fires.
Planes move from hangars as if the pilots
lay slumped on the brakes bathed in molasses.
Cold coffee leaks into panels bristling with spinning knobs.
Dials shiver; lights flash, sirens spin lariats of warningSwallows dart from the tower enveloped in feathers of flame.
All controls OFE everything slowly explodeslounges, ticket counters, news stands,
security gates, X-ray machines, wash basinsOnly the carousels with lost baggage
continue around and around, waiting.

Elisavietta Ritchie
[to be in fC. R.E.A.T.E: Journal of Creative Therapy. May 1995]
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Book Reviews
by Suzanne Nadon

In Search of Harmony
Body, Dreams and Soul
Medicine Heart Press, 1995
(416) 653-2774

H. Thomas Eldridge, PhD

Freedom Cries

88 pages, typewritten, saddle stitched.

Shawn Galloway

In Search of Harmony is a brief and concise teaching
on the value of living a soul-filled life. Thomas Eldridge
himself a spiritual teacher, counsellor and dream worker
seems to have put gems of the spiritual journey together
in one small book H e explores the link between the somatic and the psychic, and implores those on a spiritual
journey, and those about to take one, that more awareness can be gleaned from a life lived naturally, with
quiet, stillness and natural surroundings than with
coffee, pills and technology. I particularly enjoyed the
wisdom at the beginning of each one page chapter,
which he quotes from well-known mystics and philosophers throughout time. Summarized, Thomas's philosophy is that when an illness manifests, look for the link
to the emotional - spiritual or lifestyle issue that sourced
the problem. This book will be of interest to any whci
wish to work with Eldridge and who want to know
where he stands on issues of psyche-somatic links.
From Thomas' book: "There is great healing in
silence as it is the natural haunt of the soul."

KING, WARRIOR, MAGICIAN, LOVER
Rediscovering the Archetypes of the Mature Masculine

by Robert Moore and Douglas Gillette
Harper Collins, 1990,160 pages, $9.95

A brilliant book about

the various aspects that make
up a whole mature man. Rediscover the positive King,
the man who makes the transition from boyhood possible, and who looks over his life with the attitude of fertility and blessing. Consider the Warrior who knows
how to defend his community's territory- whether that
be intellectual or physical, the mature man who draws
order from chaos. Learn about the Magician who can tap
into deep unconscious resources, he who draws out the
best in himself and in others. And then the Lover, not
the addicted Don Juan, who flits uncommitted from one
flower to the next, but the deeply passionate, alive and
enthusiastic man who brings joy and sensual appreciation to all aspects of his life.
Gillette and Moore suggest that it is the immaturity
of the mascUline archetypes which has wreacked havoc
on our planet. We've suffered under a puerarchy, not a
true patriarchy. They outline in laymen's language all
the positive and shadow aspects of the four patterns. In
search of a renewed image of masculinity, say the
authors, many men have allowed themselves to become
overwhemed by the feminine, instead of drawing upon
their own resources lying deep within the repressed
mature masculine.
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The book is a must for women seeking to
understand and appreciate the positive aspects of
masculinity, and for men who want to be reminded
how "manhood" indeed is a potent and positive energy
required on our planet today.
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CD 53 min.
1995 Initiation Records / P.O. Box 158672
Nashville Tennessee 37215
Bravo Shawn! Freedom Cries is a wonderful
example of soul in action. Shawn shares his own
spiritual journey in song, through the intermediary of
drums, powerful lyrics, excellent harmony and
satisfying instrumentals. The CD shows this musician's
versatility with musical form. A wonderful companion
for men's groups, a resource for men working with men,
or for any individuals seeking to resonnate with the
renewed, liberated male psyche. I was left feeling I knew
Shawn after listening to the music a few times. Though
the vocals were sometimes a bit strident, I found that
many of the songs left a lasting impression, playing
themselves over and over in my head long after the
stereo had gone silent. The title song - Freedom Cries is
my personal favorite : "I feel a change, comin' stronger
than a storm, Rising on the winds of our time, Freedom,
Freedom, echoes in our skies, I feel those freedom cries."

Angels and Man
Relationships & Responsibilities
Mark-Age,1974
P.O. Box 290368, Ft Lauderdale, Florida 33329 USA
Taken in the context of having been written in the
early 70's this book is about getting man to recognize the
spiritual dimension of his life, and to heed the messages
that come "as if from above", from the light, from Godconsciousness, from whom the authors call "angels" and
the sophisticated 90's reader might call an "archetype".
If you can get past the hierarchical language, and the
"This is the way it is" presentation style, the book offers
simple, profound wisdom. For me though, its wisdom is
buried deep within masculine imagery which I find hard
to translate. Like many works of its time, it suggests a
flight from the earthly, into the more pure, light, airy
spiritual realm. All that is good is above, and in power,
and absolutely true without a shadow. Consider this
paragraph: " So be it. So be it. So it is. For I have spoken
it, and represent myself in angelic fo rm as Lord Michael,
titular head of this entire solar system and all celestial
forces as they express throughout this galaxy and universe." Who would dare question such self-inducted
authority? I do.
The gems in the book are many. However the
book's language makes it unpalatable to the common
reader. A book to be mined, translated and then republished, in my opinion.

A familiar voice tells me I must go
and fix my inheritance. Suddenly I
am there, perceiving a landscape that
is barren without being threatening.
The sky is thick with gray and the
distant black mountains are dwarfed
by the structure I see before me.
There is a quiet crowd around the
base of a rickety scaffold, a structure
at once weaker and higher than any
possible in waking life.
My inheritance is at the top.
I am not aware of actually climbing
it; I simply arrive there, at the top,
accompanied by the guiding voice
whom I know is also myself, the
deeper part of me who knows all the
truths my waking self hides from me.
My inheritance is a massive antique
sofa, much like a chair from my
great-grandmother's house that used
to sit in my childhood bedroom. The
sofa does not have major damage but
the screws at its joints are loosened
and some have fallen out. Hence,
although its parts are intact,
it will support nothing.
I am conscious of the significance of
these repairs, so conscious of them
that I am nervous. Someone,
presumably my companion whom I
cannot see, has given me a
screwdriver. Concentrating
intensely, I dive into the work and
quickly tighten all the screws along
the front of the sofa. The crowd
below is silent, watching every move
I make. I think that when fixed, my
inheritance will be either be sold or
given away. I know that my contact
with it is only in order to repair it.
I move to the side and see that the
sofa is on the very edge of the
scaffold. Only a wobbling rail stands
between the sofa and a terrifying
drop. I want to make the final repairs
but a fierce wind begins to blow. I
know that if I go out to fix the few
remaining screws that the powerful
wind will carry me away. I am
terrified and cannot move.
I refuse to take the risk.

TO INSPIRE
YOUR INNER
WISDOM&
CREATIVITY
"Aprecious soul gift,
a treasure trove.•
Sherry Ruth Anderson, PhD
Co-author,
Feminine Face of God
"Fascinating, powerfu~
uniquLbound to trigger
insight and intuition."
Gail Fairfield
Author, Choice Ce11tered Tarot
"Mysterious and revealing. "
Isabel Allende
Author, The House of the Spirits
60 full color cards with a 36 page instruction manual

From the hand and heart ofDeborah Koff-Chapin,
The Centerfor Touch Drawing

$22.95
ISBN 0·9645623·0·8

The

dream does not end. I awaken myself from it.
I wake thinking of my husband's flying dreams. He has often told
me what fun he has in these dreams, how much he loves to fly. I realize
that if I had completed the repairs on my inheritance, I would have
glided blissfully along the very wind that frightened me. I think it likely
that my husband would have come to me in my dream, that we would
have flown together. This is a goal we have shared since the first time
we shared our dreams. Flying to us represents freedom, growth,
strength and a joyful outpouring of love. In the statements we wrote
separately and read to one another during our wedding, we both
invoked the image of flight. I said, "I am flying into you," while he
declared, "The better angels of my nature are in full flight."
We view our jobs as secondary to our spiritual growth, both as a
couple and as individuals. This view is one of the vital centers of our
life. We have few possessions and are often worried at the end of the
month. Yet our daily wants and needs are so well satisfied that we have
the luxury of devoting the majority of our time to one another and to
the growth we seek. For us, my inheritance dreams has incredible
significance.
After discussing the dreams and sharing the poems I wrote about
it, we concluded that the dreams has dual significance, the major
components being the repairs and the unrealized flight. The term
"inheritance" is symbolic of the prejudices I inherited in my childhood
and the work of the dream, the "repairs," is the work of overcoming
them. I grew up in the town we now live in: a rural, conservative
community. I have no bitterness toward my family, nor toward my
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The Catalog

You've

Been
Listeni

For.

The Sounds True Catalog is your direct
source for hundreds of inspirational,
informative audiotapes - most available
nowhere else. Specializing in Jungian
studies, myth and meaning, spirituality,
creativity, relationships, meditation,
health and healing, personal discovery
PLUS rare sacred music of the world
and videotapes. For your all-new FREE
catalog call or write:

Sounds True Catalog
735 Walnut St., Dept. DN951
Boulder, CO 80302
Call Free 800-333-9185

Tbr
Drt>am Slt>l]'

JUNGIAN
DREAM INTERPRETATION
A Handbook of Theory & Practice
James Hall, M.D. 128pp. Sewn $US 15

THE DREAM STORY
Donald Broadribb 256pp. Sewn $US 18

Add $2 postage for 1 or 2 books
Credit Cards: Toll-free 1-800-444-2524
Free Catalogue describes over 60 titles

INNER CITY BOOKS (D)
Box 1271, Station Q,
Toronto, ON M4T 2P4, Canada
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community. But I do realize that some
of the attitudes I "inherited" are
damaging to me. They are inconsistent
with my free-thinking, spirituallycentered way of life.
The unrealized flight is symbolic
of both the freedom I will achieve when
I complete the repairs and of our longterm goal to move. Although my
husband has traveled around the
world, I have always lived in this small
town. We are very happy here but we
do hunger to travel. Through other
dreams as well as through my intuition,
I have come to believe that we are here
because there are still things we need
to do here. Our presence in this town
·has meaning, in that there are projects
of spiritual growth we need to accomplish here. I believe that in "repairing
my inheritance," I am undertaking
those tasks of growth.
I am enacting this dream by
meditating on and attempting to
overcome those prejudices I act out
without really believing them. They
are prejudices I learned by rote, before
I developed discrimination as an
individual. As is natural in a white,
working-class, male-dominated society, they are prejudices against
wealthy people, prejudices against
people of other races and even prejudices against women. For me, the
most harmful of these is the prejudice
against the 'outsider' class of "Hippie /
Beatniks," and simply creative people
who live outside the standards of the
average middle-class family. I am only
now realizing the paradox of this
prejudice and how very hurtful it is.
For years now I have considered myself
and my husband a part of this class.
Although I am very proud of who we
are and what we believe, I have
acted out this prejudice all my life,
never knowing that I was actually
hurting myself.
The quest to ov e rcome these
prejudices has inspired such a wealth
of growth in me that I am refreshed,
filled with a new vigor toward all
aspects of our life. I enjoy going to
work, because it means I can make that
special effort to be nice to people.
I am building my husband a bird
house for his birthday and plan to paint
it in all the wild colors and symbols
of the Sixties.

In fact, I consider this essay one of
my repairs. When I first read Dream Network, I stopped a few pages into the
journal, deciding it was just a bunch of
hippies talking about peace and love.
This attitude is completely inconsistent
with the way I try and live my life. I
condemned the journal without giving
it a chance. In re-reading it, I discovered
that this prejudged opinion was entirely
wrong. The Dream Network reflects
many of my own and my husband's
values. Although we don't share our
dreams with a group, we share them
with each other. ... a practice that makes
our waking moments a very special
time. This writing is symbolic of a
repair because I am writing for and
learning from a publication that I had
previously treated with prejudice.
I always thought of myself as an
unprejudiced pe rson but since my
inheritance dream, I have learned much
about my own prejudice. I have learned
how very hurtful it is, not only to others
but to oneself. I am aware now of the
pure pleasure of being into who we are,
who I am. I am learning new things
and exploring new facets of our life,
now truly proud of the outsiders we
are, of the woman I am. This is the real
tragedy of prejudice: the experience
we miss out on, the parts of ourselves
and others we condemn unfairly, the
paths of growth we cut off by our
ignorance. In my case, the prejudices
were hidden. It took careful meditation
to draw them out and even more
meditation to reveal their true nature
of insecurity. Yet now I am lucky, for I
am able to open the paths I had
previously cut off.
My favorite part of the dream is the
unrealized flight with my husband.
We are as hungry for adventure as we
are for growth and in the moving
forward along our path, I know we are
approaching our goals. Although I
don't consider the dream an iron-clad
premonition, I know that I will be freer
when I complete the repairs. Best of all,
I will be even more able to love him.
Eventually, w e will fly together.... both
in our dreams and in ourwaking lives. "11-

Please address correspondence to 577
S. Mason St., Harrisonburg, VA 22801

Honor
Thy Furniture
by Kathy Brown

"Self." Sherrie decided with John.
"The larger self. The higher self.
The one."
"As in, you and the couch are one?"
asked Steve. "That would certainly
apply."
"Maybe you should ask for an
explanation in tonight's dream," Lee
suggested.
Steve agreed. "Then if you get a
message that says 'Honore el Lazy
Boy,' you'll know I was right."
"The Zen of Naugahyde." John
added with a sigh.
The answer came, not in a dream,
but on blue lined notebook paper
written (and carried) in Lee's hand.
It came because we as group members
couldn' t bear to let it evaporate as
dreams will when they're not
nurtured or written down before caffeine
hits the bloodstream. The spelling was
a little different but the sounding was
the same. Sophos, the ancient Greek
word meaning wisdom. Honor thy
wisdom. Honor the inner places
where museum quality treasures are
stored . Honor the integrity of the
higher self, that psychic graduate school
of all-knowing.
Maybe the message was sent to
get us thinking, thinking of all we
should be honoring: the ordinary,
the extraordinary, our friends, our
selves, and yes, even our furniture.
"That's it," we agreed, wrapping
up last week's dream in a lovely
moon motif gift paper and typing
it with a silver cord.

Last summer I was fortunate to
become a part of a metaphysically
oriented spiritual study group. Finally
and for the first time, I found I had a
arum for exploring insights, validating visions, and demystifying
dreams. Like this one .. .
"See if this means anything to
you." Nancy scribbled something on
the back of her personal space chart
and began passing it around the room.
"Hornore el sofa." John read aloud.
' Honor your couch? "
"That's what Steve said."
"Well, what does it mean?"
"I don't know. It came to me in a
dream. "
She then proceeded to tell us the
rest of the dream. It was filled with
symbols for information repositories:
museums, library cards, graduate
school. At some point she was given
this message to bring back to consciousness with her.
"Honore el sofa."
In the dim light shed by this
context, John reevaluated the paper
and came up with a new interpretation. "Honor your Self."
"Sounds more like it," said Steve.
" No one needs to tell Nancy to honor
the sofa. She already spends quality
time with it. Maybe it was even a
warning not to be a
couch potato."
"No,"
Nancy
quickly countered. "It
said, 'Honor the sofa,'
not "Don't honor the
DREAMING THE END
sofa."
OF THE WORLO
Ed examined the
paper. "It reminds
me of something I was
just reading about a
woman poet. All of her
poetry was composed
to praise the unpraised.
She wrote to honor the
ordinary in everyM ICHAEl ORTIZ HILL
day life."
"So you think it
should have said,
'Honor the So-So?'"
"Maybe."
.ft.l't"-' Al \1'\lo\'l'lltlllllli'A\V•I•I

"Nee-ext... "
Sherrie banged her spoon on crystal
(the diving, not the drinking kind). "Last
night I dreamed I was wallpapering
with Chinese people."
"You mean they were helping you
or you were putting them on the wall?"
The ever constant search for
enlightenment continues. -.:t

'Dreams ..•.
Allegorical Stories of
Mystic Import
Author/Publisher: Charles de Beer
Umtentweni, South Africa
This book has received very favorable
reviews, internationally in .Dream
Net:work Journal, .Newsletter ofCape
Tow11lodge, Inner Space Digest and tfJe
Scbool ofCommuniauion Tec!mola r.:v.

DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS
DREAMS

o\UIOOIJCAL n'Oilll OP Wfmc IWIOI.T

CMA&LII ... Dl ....

Ar-HilabletiJroug.l.r Dre;tmNetwork
$11 (lncludes P&H) to PO Box 1026
Moab. UT 84532

New from SPRING PUBLICATIONS

Dreaming the End of the World:
Apocalypse as a Rite of Passage
Michael Ortiz Hijl examines over a hundred dreams about
apocalypse. These dreams express our fears, but what else?
There is a world underneath our daily lives in which the
mysteries of death and rebirth take place. The dream world
outlines an archetypal process of initiation. This book is an
indispensable companion for those who want to practice the
art of living in an apocalyptic era.

"A powerfully haunting and courageous book, awakening a radiant
and mercif ul heart, bringing light into the darkness."
---Jack Kornfield, author of A Path With Heart

To order copies of DREAMING THE END OF THE WORLD at a
discount price, please send $17.50, check payable to TREE, PO Box
186, Topanga, CA 90290. CA residents add 8.25% tax.

JIIUfress correspotufence to 2935'EJizaEetfi. Lane, Sna{{vi{{e, (jJl30278
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Carry with you the daily reminder
of your beautiful dreams
with these lovely symbols of
transformation, journeys, love and fun.
Fine jewelry dream creature pins
will add sparkle and joy to your life.
Choose from the marcasite & sterling
frog, butterfly, or elephant.
Very special gifts
for all your favorite dreamers!

~

:sx-cr

Telephone Orders-206-385-3870
All pri ces include Shipping and Handl ing
YES ' Please send me the following:
SHIP TO:
Name ____________________ _______________________

FROG

$

49.50ea

BUTTERFLY

$

55 .50ea

ELEPHANT

$ 130.00ea

SNAKE "

$

46.50ea

DOLPHINS *

$

4 1.50ea

Street Address( UPS ): - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - Phone: _ _ _ __
State: _ _ Zip :
Cit y:

Money Order/Cashier 's Checks should be made to: C.K.P./Dream Creatures
Mail to: 336 43rd Street, Port Townsend, WA 98368

* Sterling only

Super Blue GreenrM Algae
One of the World's Oldest Food.
"The funny thing about the algae is that you never know what it's going to do for you,
so almost every result is a surprise. The day after we ate it- nothing. But the third morning
we woke up, looked at each other and said, almost at the same time,

iJWhat a wild dream that was!"
It happened the next day and the next, until pretty soon, it was taking us ten minutes every

morning just to recite our dreams to each other. Good dreams, richly detailed,
in Technicolor and Dolby sound."
Linda Grover. August Celebration: A Molecule of Hope for a Changing World.
Gilbert, Hoover & Clark, Carson City, Nevada: 1993

Literally, when you eat Super Blue Green, you are eating nature's oldest
recipe, one that has existed relatively unchanged since life began.

- Commonly Reported Benefits * Clarity of Dream Recall
* Better mood & attitude
* Improved digestion
*Beautiful skin, hair & nails

* Increased Physical & mental energy
* Heightened immune response
* Lessening of seasonal allergy symptoms
* Mental clarity, memory & concentration

For detailed information, price lists or Network Marketing Opportunities, write
Independent Distributors@ POB 1026, Moab, UT 84532 or phone 1-801-461-9003
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So, You "Wanna Be A Dreame r?
Of course, you already are!
But, do you remember as many dreams as vividly as you would like? The DreamCatcher is a cassette tape
with powerful auto-suggestions that will enhance your dream experience. Simply listen to this tape as you
fall asleep at night and you will catch more dreams, more vividly than ever before.
Also included is a bonus tape capturing exciting interview excerpts on dreamwork from the developers.

$1999
I

WSf

I plus $22!2 shipping and handling •
To Order: Call1-800-582- 2824
Or send check or money order to:

'The ©reamCatcher
•
••

Vision Quest,
P.O. Box 331
Dixon IL. 61021

•

'Desert Oasis Creation s
··
& 'Bead t£~otica
Please send orders to:
Desert Oasis Creations & Bead Exotica
Attn: Deborah Edwards
1337 Powerhouse Road #23
Moab, UT 84532
or call (801) 259-8112

Woven '.Beaaea '.Brace[ets
Quality Old Glass beads & tradebeads. Multicolored
(Specify ground color & wrist size.) $18.00

Woven '.Beaaea .9l.nl({e '.Brace[et
With brass bells, using glass seedbeads with accent color.
Czechoslovakian cut glass or Chevron beads.
Specify color & ankle size . $25.00
ATTN: Belly Dancers. Same style available as ankle bracelet
in Body chain length. Specify color & waist size. $75.00

Woven 6raiaea Clio~r using old glass trade beads & horn bone pipe.

Empower Yourself!
Awaken
to the ever present
value of your dreams.
Dream Education Line
• Why our dreams are valuable
• How to better
recall your dreams
• Recurring dreams?
Why the re-run?
• Why nightmares
are to be valued, not feared.
• The various types of dreams/
the variety of purposes t_hey serve ..
• Allowing your dreams to
resolve problems/answer
questions via a technique
called dream incubation .
.... and more ....
You are advised as to the length of tim e (in

Neutral tone bone & multicolored beads. Specify neck size. $25

minutes) of listening to any of 9 Options.

:Finest quafity l(jasl(jn Meaicine Poucli. Glass beads used on
fringes. Braided Sinew strap. Colors available: Black, Brown, •
•.
Natural White Red & any bead colors specified. $25
•
'
'

•

.

Phone 1-900-988-2122
Extension 6354
$2.99 per minute/Must be 18yrs.+
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*Regional Networkers/Dream Contact Persons*
We are grateful to be able to assist in making quality dream-related information and resources available to you via the
willingness of these Contact persons / Networkers. All are committed to the value of dreams; each has their own a rea of
interest and/ or expertise and can help point the way to the most appropriate resources to meet your needs. Most are available
to answer questions from any caller, regardless of location.
Some Networkers have special conditions, such as times they are available for phone conversations. Please respect each
individual's requests insofar as time availability. If no specific time is indicated, assume that you can call at anytime and that
you may get an answering machine. When leaving a message on a long distance call, expect a collect call in return. Toward
co-creating a functional culture.
AFRICA
Charles de Beer PO Box 598
Umtentweni 4235, South Africa
Dream "Readings" via written
correspondence to above
address. Worldwide
ALASKA
907/479.6553
Tima Priess
Animals / Planetary Healing
Alaska
Billie Jo Secrist 907/789.2669
General Resources & Info
Juneau
ARIZONA
Aurrhia
602/639.2816
Spiritual Dimension
State of Arizona
CALIFORNIA
Linda Atnip 213/660.4580
Dream Creations, Theatre
Southern CA
Marcia Lauck 408/264.4970
Dreams & Consciousness
SF Bay Area /USA
Fred Olsen 415/33-DREAM
Dream ReEntry/ Healing
Northern CA
Ronald Otrin 916/926.4980
General Resources, Groups
Siskiyou County, CA
Ruth Sacksteder 510/549.2162
Lucid Dreaming
7- 9 p.m. Pacific Time
Greater SF Bay Area
Sandra Thomson 213/464.6584
General Resources & Groups
9 a.m. - 5 p.m. Pacific Time
Santa Barbara -San Diego, CA
CANADA
Jan Janzen
Box 437, Tofino, B.C. VOR 2ZO
Lucid, hypnogogic, Tibetan
Written communication only
Canada / International
Suzanne Nadon 519/371.6060
Creativity & Lifestyle, Jung
Ontario/Native Community
COLORADO
Julia Lane Widdop 970/243.0388
Dream Art/ Abuse / Recovery
Western Slope of Colorado
FLORIDA
Will Phillips 407/296.5771
General Resources, Groups
Florida/U.S.A
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GEORGIA
Adrienne Anbinder 404/446.9316
General Resources, Groups
State of Georgia
Walt Stover 404/565.6215
General Resources, Pre-Cog
SouthEastern States
GERMANY
Michael Schredl (06 21) 1703-0
General info / resources, groups
Preferred language, German
6pm - 7pm Mon-Fri
Germany, Austria & Switze·rland
HAWAII
Frances Ring 808/637.9241
Dream Art, Cnslr. Info & Groups
Hawaiian Islands
INDIANA
Phil Schuman 219/422.5133
General resources, researcher
State of Indiana
KANSAS
Steve Carter 316/263.8896
General Resources & Groups
M/ Th/Fr eves; Sat. p.m.
Kansas /No. Oklahoma
MAINE
Barbara Hare Noonan 207/326.8810
Experiential dreamwork, art /
body work New England States
MASSACHUSETTS
Edith Gilmore 508/371.1619
Lucid, General, Groups
Early evenings
Boston/MetroWest MA
Dick McLeester 413/772.6569
General Resources
Greater New England/W.MA
Karen Surman Paley 508/887.5090
Survivors of sexual abuse I
Multiple Personality Disorder
8- 9p.m. EST
U.S.A.
Father Joseph Sedley 508/842.8821
Pastoral dreamwork/ 12 Step/
Spiritual & Emotional Growth
9 a.m. - 5 p.m.
MA
MICHIGAN
Judy White-O'Brien 616/353.7607
Wholistic Therapies & Dream Groups
Michigan
MINNESTOA
Jaye C. Beldo 612/827.6835
Dream Democracy/Integrative
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Dream Narration-- Evenings
Upper Midwest
Mary Flaten 507/663.1269
General Resources & Groups
State of Minnesota
MISSOURI
Dean McClanahan 417/491.4508
General, Jung UFO
Springfield / State of Missouri
Rosemary Watts 314/432.7909
General resources, Creative!
St. Louis & State of MO
MONTANA
Anita Doyle/ 406/542.1475
Workshops / ongoing groups
Montana
NEW HAMPSHIRE
Charlotte Bell 603/529.7779
Gen. Preparation for Death
5 - 11 p.m. New Hampshire
NEW IERSEY
Valerie Melusky 609/921.3572
General Info & Groups
PA/NY / NJ
NEW YORK
Jennifer Borchers 212/683.5677
Recovery from childhood abuse,
healing male / female relations
Evenings & weekends
NY I NJ I CN, esp. Five Boroughs
Catherine Knapp 315/662.3172
Dream Body, Mind & Creative
Processes/ Central NY
Harold Ellis 516/796.9455
Gen.Resources, Dream drama
NY/NJ
Leon VanLeeuwen 212/888.0552
General Resources, groups
NY, NY
NORTH CAROLINA
AI Phillips 704/553.9508
General Info & Resources
NO & SO Carolina
OHIO
Noreen Wessling 513/831.7045
General Info & Groups
Ohio
Margaret Honton 614/885.0823
General Resources & Groups
Ohio State
Micki Seltzer 614/267.1341
General Resources & Groups
Evmirg;

Ohio State

OREGON
Graywolf Swinney 503/476.0492
Dreams & Consciousness
Internationai / NW States
Ingrid M. Luke 503/867.6899
General Info & Resources Pacific
Northwest / OREGON
Patricia Keelin 503/241.0477
Lucid / DreamLight
Pacific Northwest / Portland
PENNSYLVANIA/OHIO
Mena Potts, Ph.D. 614/264.4444
Experiential Dream Groups &
Parapsychical dreams
7 p.m. - 9 p.m.
Central PA /N.E. Ohio
TEXAS
John Ashbaugh 806/655.9738
General Info & Resources
Texas
Chuck Freeman 210/478.2000
Pastoral Counselor
Soul-Centered / Jungian
8:30a.m. - 5:30p.m. M- F
TX, OK, LA: SouthWest US
UTAH
Ruth Hoppe 801/583.1405
General Resources & Groups
Early evenings
No. UT / WY / 10
Roberta Ossana 801/461.9003
General Resources & Groups
Four Corner
WASHINGTON
Bob Coalson 206/582.1467
Nightma res, Senoi, Sandplay
Pacific Northwest
Judith Picone 206/745.3545
General Resources & Groups
N.W. ID / MN / WA
Oran Walker 206/726.7982
Eclectic Professional Counselor
Seattle, WA
Lee Piper 206/659.0459
General Resources /N ative
Pacific NW / 10/ MN
David Sparenberg 206/323.2115
Shamanic, General Info
Pacific NW /BC Canada/10
WASHINGTON D.C.
Rita Dwyer 703/281.3639
General Resources, Groups
Metropolitan D.C. area
WISCONSIN
Rene Rovik 608/259.0309
Self-educated lucid drea mer
Madison, WI

EDITORIAL POLICY

BACK ISSUES of Dream Nettvork

We encourage readers to submit articles focused on
dreams and mythology- preferably with complementary
graphics or photos -which will be empowering for our
readers. We accept articles ranging from experiential to
scholarly accounts and ask you to share techniques and
insights from experiences with effective, creative dream
work in our Dream Education/
Art of Dreamsharing Section.
We invite your Questions and accounts of personal
experience involving dreams, from workable methods,
transformative experience ... to informal sharing, synchronicity, or insight gained in groups and therapy.
Your Questions, Explorations and Opinions are welcome for our Responses/Letters to the Editor column
We encourage you to list dream groups forming or
needing new members, dream related research requests
and to notify us of quality dream related events, services
or books which would be of interest to the readership ...
for our Classified section.
Related sidebars and quotes are always needed.
Typewritten double-spaced manuscripts are essential,
approximately 2000 words. CNe prefer both hard copy and
computer disk submissions.) Reproducible black and
white original art work & photos are welcome; photocopies are acceptable. Please include SASE with submission
and/or request for guidelines.
Dream Network journal reserves the right
to edit all material submitted for publication.

$5.95 each; Quantities limited.
Allow 6- 8 weeks for delivery or
send $1 per issue for first class postage.
(All Volumes not listed in sequential order are
Sold Out. Write for reprint information.)
Vol6 No.3 - The Spirit of the Dream > The Sacred
Dream Place > Latin American Liberation Dreams
Vol.7 No.1 - Dreams as Initiations > Dream Writing
>Shared Dreaming> Safe Sex & the Erotic Dream
Vol.9 No.1 -Making Dreams Real> Shapes of the
Future > Three Perspectives on Dream Groups
Vol. 9 No. 4 - Dreams as Gateways to the Other Side:
Exploring dreams in which those who have died appear
> Interview with Arnold Mindell > Turning Crisis into
Opportunity > It's Never Too Late!
Vol 10 No.1 - Healing the Child Within > Nightmare
Help for Children > Doing Dreamwork with Children >
Bringing Dreams Back to Christianity > A Family Honors
Dreams> The Resurrection and the Life
Vol. 11 No.2 -Men's Dreams: Knights Without
Armor > Defining the "Real Man" > The Mythic World
of the Shaman > Beyond the Vision Quest
Vol 11 No. 3 - Relationships: Mature Relationships:
Symbolic, Cognitive & Cultural Reflections on a Dream >
Heads & Tails > Dream Helper Ceremony > Dream
Symbols & Stimulating Associations
Vol 11 No. 4 - Androgyny: The Union of Opposites
The Wisdom-Jewel Dream> Warrior> Star Wars >Crop
Circle Mysteries
Vol 12 No. 1 - Animals in Dreams > From Extinct to
Instinct > They Come Silent; They Speak in Dreams >
The Lake of Grief: A Different Kind of Beast
Vol. 12 No. 2 - More Creatures: Birds, Insects, Fish in
Dreams > Heron Sunrise > The Adventure of Starting
Your Own Dream Group > My Lord Who Hums
Vol 12 No. 3 - Flora, Stones & Crystals in Dreams >
Invitation: A Dream Tree Odyssey > The Dream Poet &
Creative Writing > The Thing with Leaves > You Meet
the Nicest People in Your Dreams
Vol 12 No. 4 - Water, Earth, Air & Fire in Dreams >
Interviews with Russell Lockhart & Brant Secunda >
Jeweled Medicine Wheel > Probing the Depths
Vol 13 No. 1 - Cross Cultural Perspectives > Senoi
Dream Theories > Guide to Children's Dreams >Chaos!
Vol 13 No.2- More Cross Cultural Perspectives
> Australian Aboriginal Dreamtime > Learning Herbal
Healing in Dreams/Kwa-Zulu Inyanga >More Chaos!
Vol. 13 No.3- Native AmericanViews> I Send a Cry
> Coming Full Circle > Four Lions, the Healer
Vol 13 No. 4 - Dumuzi's Dream > The Phenomenon of
Extraterrestrial Dreams > Sharing Children's Dreams >
Dreams & Bodies > Moon Caller > Dream Sisters
Vol 14 Nos. 1&2 > Dreaming Humanity's Path
Dreams about Protecting the Children > Dream
Cyclops: Exploring the Archetypes in Children's Dreams
>Warning Dreams> Apocalypse as a Rite of Passage
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ream Groups

New Group Forming
for Experienced Dream Workers
Psychotherapists, Jungians, Etc.
Self led. No fee. Berkeley, CA
Contact Mary Hugh Embry 510.548-0915
Heartsprings Dream Group
Sundays, 4pm. No fee.
Ph : 615.792.1272, Nashville, TN
In this group, the dreamer and other
group members work together in a way
that promotes self-discovery via
understanding the special language
and imagery of their dreams.
Manhattan & Westchester. Call
914.674.1213 Elizabeth Howell, Ph.D.
Exploring inner worlds through lucia
dreaming? Weekly study group. No
fee. Johannes Vloothuis, 25 East 21st
St., Hamilton, Ontario Canada L8V
2T3 Phone: 416.383 .5743
DREAM SCOUTS
Exploring the way of the dream for
psychospiritual & developmental
growth (Jungian emphasis). South
Puget Sound Area, WA
Contact Bob Coalson, MSW,
206.582.1467

CYNTHIA KOHLES, M.S.W.
Dream Group, Thursday evenings .
No fee. Santa Rosa, CA.
Ph : 707.526.2500
STANLEY KRIPPNER & INGRID
KEPLER MAY. Drawing from dream
interpretation & other systems. Wed. &
Thurs.: 7:30-9pm. Berkeley, CA.
Ph :51 0.526.2900
Bay Area LUCID Dream Group
For committed lucid dreamers of all
levels of accomplishment and experience. Monthly meetings on Sunday
P.M. No fee. Berkeley, CA location.
Contact Ruth Sacksteder
Ph:510 .549.2162
Pacific Northwest Center for Dream
Studies. For 16 years offering Jungian
oriented, ongoing dreamgroups,
individual dreamwork, seminars &
training. Contact Dir. Kenneth Kimmel
@ 206.447.1895. Seattle, WA
RON OTRIN Monday nights @ 7pm
2601 North Old Stage Rd.# 30
Mount Shasta, CA 96067
Ph: 916.926.4980 No fee
SHIRLEE MARTIN :
Monthly dream group in
San Francisco, CA.
No fee. Phone: 415.258.9112

New discussion group starting for
committed lucid dreamers to share
experience. No fee. Philadelphia PA
Ph: 215.879.6040
Dream workshop of the Theosophical
Society in Miami & So. Florida.
To encourage the study & interpretation of dreams for psychological &
esoteric purposes. No fee. Facilitators :
Sy Ginsburg & Angie Hall. Meets
Wed./12 Noon@ Theosophical
Society, 831 S. Federal Hiway,
Deerfield Beach, FL 33441
Ph: 305.420.0908

Maplestone Dream Group
Meets every Monday night. No fee.
Phone Suzanne Nadon at 519.371.6060
Owen Sound, Ontario Canada
PEGGY SPECHT Dream group meets
every Wed. 7:30pm in No. Toronto
Canada No charge to attend
Ph: 416.251 .5164
Wichita, KS Dream Group
Contact: STEVE CARTER
550 West Central #1404
Windsor at Barclay Square . Fridays
No fee . Phone: 316.263.8896

New dream group in New York, NY!
No fee. Contact Jennifer Borchers
at 212.683.5667
Dreamsharlng on Internet!
From international dreamsharing to
scientific articles to support and
discussion groups, if it is about
dreams, it's on-line. For info, send
email address to RCWilk@aol.com
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I have created a model for dreamwork
supporting 12-step programs. If
interested in hosting a meeting in your
area. Contact WAYNE McEWING
2 Melrose St. 4th Fl.
Boston, MA 02116 Ph : 617.482.2051
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Lucid Dream Group focusing on mutual
support, inspiration, experimentation
and exploration. Meets every 3rd
Thurs. 7-9pm. Portland, OR. No fee
Contact Keelin @503.241.04 77

NEW ENGLAND CONTACT
Greater Boston I Cambridge area.
Write or Phone Dick McLeester
@New Dreamtime,
PO Box 92 Greenfield, MA 01302
Ph: 413 .772.6569
EDITH GILMORE
Egalitarian dream study & interpretation
group meets monthly in my home.
No fee . 112 Minot Rd.,
Concord, MA 01742
Ph: 508.371.1619
Creativity Dream Workshop
Contact SHERRY HEALY
8101 Main Street,
Ellicott City, MD 21043 No Fee
Ph: 301.465.0010 or 800 .235 .8097
Dream sharing Grassroots Network
Excellent contact information for new
explorers. Serving Metro
NY/No. NJ/Lower CN areas.
For information write: PO Box 8032
Hicksville, NY 11802-8032
or Ph. 516.796.9455
MICHAEL KATZ
Lucid Dreaming and beyond.
Transpersonal approaches for creative
dreams and waking.
Individuals and groups.
Manhatten, NY Ph: 212.260.8371
EDGAR CAYCE Dream Workshop.
Meets every Monday night from
7-9pm. Please contact Leon B. Van
Leeuwen at 212.888 .0552 NY
Pines Dream Sharers
Enjoy the warmth and support of
like-minded seekers. All welcome!
Meets monthly in Cincinnati area
Contact Noreen Wessling
5429 Overlook Drive,
Milford, OH 45150
Ph : 513.831.7045
Columbus, OH Dream Appreciation
group. Peer-led . Meets Wednesdays
midday, OSU campus area.
Contact MARGARET HONTON
Ph:614.885.0823

IE3oorrll ~rruu~ 1!:Jlu C!t
We share dreams, learn symbolism &
interpretation and techniques for
remembering. Theosophical Society,
Deerfield Beach, FL. 305.420.0908
Wed. 12 Noon/weekly (ongoing)
Facilitators: Sy Ginsburg & others
CREATIVE DREAM
GROUPS & WORKSHOPS
Utilizing Jungian, expressive and
integrative dreamwork methods.
Contact Marlene King, M.A.,2630 S.E.
Schiller St., Portland, OR 97202
Ph: 503.234.6885

wC!ttr~cm IrJk

ulf You Build It, They Will Come."
We have created a listing of committed and resourceful Contact Persons
who are willing to make quality dream-related information and reliable
contacts more readily available to dream questors (see pg. 35). If you are
interested in becoming active -- and listed -- as a contact for your city,
state or region, please send letter/resume.
In this way we become a more viable, visible and vital network of autonomous individuals and groups, making ourselves available to provide
quality guidance & resources to individuals pursuing information about
dreams and to those who are interested in joining or starting dream groups.
You may even choose to coordinate conferences & events in your area!

DR. ANN RICHARDS
Weekly Dream Class in Portland
& ongoing dream bulletin:
"Dreams, Jung AND Art"
SASE to to 1717 SW Park
Portland, OR 97201
Ph: 503.222.0533
Dreamers Still Dreaming
Format: Open-ended concept
presentation & interpretation. Bimonthly
meeting near downtown Portland, OR.
No fee, no leader. Contact:
Kate Hammond, Ph: 503.241.0950
DREAM STREAMS - Meets 1st Tues.
of the month from 7 - 9p.m.
@Discovery Bookshop,
808 W. Second St., Lansdale, PA
19446 Ph: 215.822.5951
Contact: Linda Rosenthal
Bucks/Montco area
METRO D.C. COMMUNITY.
Open To All who share an interest in
dreams. 1st Sat. each month, 1-5pm
Patrick Henry Library 101 Maple Ave. E
Vienna, VA. Info: contact Rita Dwyer Ph:
703.281.3639 No fee
Explore Your Dreams
Dream Group meets every other
Tuesday 1Oam - Noon. No fee
Contact Judith Picone,
Edmonds, WA 206.745.3545

ASCLEPIADS, A.H.O.A.
The oldest dream counseling group in the world!"
PO Box 95, Calumet City, IL 60409
Ph: 708.862.1196
ASSOCIATION for the STUDY OF DREAMS
For Membership information
ASD PO Box 1600 Vienna, VA 22183
Ph: 703.242.8888
CENTER FOR THE STUDY OF DREAMS
For Membership & Information:
ORIENTE 172 No. 243
COL. Moctezuma Mexico 9 D.F. 15500 MEXICO
LUCIDITY ASSOCIATION
8703 109TH ST Edmonton, Alberta T6G 2L5 CA
LUCIDITY INSTITUTE
Box 2364 Stanford, CA 94309
MONTREAL CENTER for the STUDY OF DREAMS
For Membership & Newsletter Info:
PO Box 69 Outremonst, QC Canada
ONIROS
French Association for the Study of Dreams
Publishes a Quarterly Journal
BP 30, 93451 lie St. Denis decex, France Phone: 48.20.21.36

DISPLAY ADS: Contact our Advertising Representative, Mary Barker
Phone 503/267-0118 or write to PO Box 599, Coos Bay, OR 97420
CLASSIFIED ADS: All Sale Items, Groups, Events and Services requesting fees:
$15 per Issue, $50 per year (4 Issues); limited to 20 words. $.75 per wordbeyona 20 words.

Ads are accepted at the discretion of the publisher. DN] does not endorse nor take responsibility
;or the contents or quafity_ oJ.q.ny products or services advertised herein.
We encourage reader feedback ana will discontinue ads for which we receive complaints.
Main Office: Dream Network, PO Box 1026, Moab, UT 84532 Ph: 801 I 461-9003
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The Art of

Dream Sharing
&

Developing

Dream Groups

Dr. Ann Richards is researching for an
article on DESIGNS and FORMATS of
DREAM CLASSES. Teachers/Leaders
of dream classes/groups, please send
your experiences and suggestions
about facilitating dream groups.
You will be credited in follow up article
to be provided to DREAM NETWORK.
SASE to 1717 SW Park Ave. #815
Portland, OR 97201
Anthony Sykes would like to
correspond with anyone who has had
dreams, visions or psychic impressions
about anything relating to HIV and
AIDS. Information will be greatly
appreciated. Send to: 156-20 Riverside
Dr. W. #9C, New York, NY 10032
Ph: 212.928.3343
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A 44 page Booklet
containing the best educational
articles on the topic
from Dream Network.

Carol Schreier Rupprecht seeks
information and experiences
involving dreaming and the lega l
system, for example dreams used in
trials, for a project with an attorney,
on dreams as proofs.
Please write: 37397 Riverside Drive,
Pleasant Hill, OR 97455

$5 each (+ $1 P&H)
to DN, POB 1026, Moab, UT 84532

Janine Blaeloch is seeking dreams by
women about bears, as well as any
liiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii~ ideas about what the dream(s) meant to
you. Stories of encounters in the
r
outdoors are also sought. Anonymity
Deborah Hillman, Ph.D. is a cultural
respected, if requested. Please write:
anthropologist offering individual
PO Box 95545, Seattle, WA. 98145
sessions for exploring the inner world
through dreams and waking imagination.
Located in New York City.
For information or appointment
Call (718) 397-1530
Dream Interpretation
Is a dream puzzling you? I have the
same origin as Joseph of old for the
interpretations I receive on your behalf.
Send contribution to defray costs to:
PROPHETIC INTERPRETATIONS
PO Box 54964, Lexington, KY 40555
Carol DeWolff Psychic Readings via
telephone: 201.703-1163 VISAIMC
or1-900-773-1114 $3.95permin.
Director of the Psychic Guild.
Not a 24 hour service.
Making Sleep Tapes Report: $10,
Brainwashing Expose': $10,
Triple Your Intelligence: $8.
Fry's 200 title catalog $1. Box 2207-0
Garden Valley, ID 83622
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Dream Voyager - Lucid Dream Mask
Programmable features. $249 + $5/S&H
VISAIMC accepted.
Theta Technologies, PO Box 130
Fall City, WA 98024
Ph: 1-800-395-9148
Distributors Welcome!
Notions, Potions and Smokes for
Enchantment, Enlightenment & Delight:
Potent Dream Stimu li ; Robust
Relaxants, Aphrodisiacs & Energizers.
Substantial, impactuous smoking herbs.
Free literature! EarthSpell
106 Calendar Court, Suite 112,
LaGrange, IL 60525
or call (708) 786-3947
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Walt Stover is now writing a book to
be published by A.R.E. press on
precognitive dreams, dreams that
have later become manifest. Subject
matter of all types will be considered;
dreams need not be of the "mountain
top" variety. Indicate if you are willing
to have your dreams published; your
confidentiality will be honored.
Please send your precognitive dreams
(preferably typed) to 4124 Fawn Court,
Marietta, GA 30068 Ph: 404.565.6215
Marc Barasch, author of The Healing
Path and Remarkable Recoverv is
researching a book on dreams and
healing. Anyone who has had a key
dream which seemed to presage,
diagnose, provide key insight into, or
even cause a healing experience is
welcome to contact him at 1750 30th
St. Suite 541, Boulder, CO 80301. Info
re: historical, contemporary, or crosscultural research on this subject also
gratefully accepted.
Marlene King, M.A. is collecting
dreams and visionary accounts from
people who are diagnosed as
terminally ill, particularly from those
in the latter stages of their illness.
Also seeking dreams of people who
have recorded/told a dream just prior to
their death, sudden or otherwise.
Please include any additional info
illuminating the dream context. Confi dentiality is assured. Please send to
2630 SE Schiller St.,
Portland, OR 97202
Barbara Shor is researching a book on
angels and dreaming. She's looking
for dreams or visions of any length
about angels, or with mysterious
presences that may have been angels.
Please send dreams, as well as any
unusual waking experiences related to
the dreams. Anonymity is guaranteed.
%:400 Central Park West, NY, NY 10025.
Anyone doing conscious explorations of
the dreamscape and/or hypnagogic
states related to the Tibetan method of
lucid dreaming, please respond. Can
we exchange information, do some
"mapping," trade techniques, etc.?
Write to Jan Janzen, Box 437, Tofino,
B.C., Canada VOR 2ZO
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