W

NETWORK BULLETIN THE DREAM NETWORK BULLETIN THE DR

BULLETIN THE DREAM NETWORK BULLETIN THE DREAM NETWOR

MAR.—APR.84

THE DREAM NETWORK BULLETIN THE DREAM NETWORK BULLETIN;

THE SELLING

OF THE SENOI

By Ann Faraday and John Wren-Lewis

It has been said that when reli-
gions are faced with new discove-
ries challenging their authority,
they react in three predictable
stages: first, '"It's not true;"
second, '"Tt's wicked;" and third,
"We knew it all along so why make a
fuss about it?"' A remarkably simi-
lar process is currently taking
place amongst True Believers in the
religion of so—called "Senoi dream
control."

Their first protest,
when reports began to appear in the
late 1970's denying that the Senoi
tribe of Malaysia really practice
dream manipulation, was to accuse
the "milataristic Malaysian gover—
ment"  of suppressing both the
gentle aborigines and their secret
of non—violence. It was even se-
riously suggested that all visi-
tors, including professional resea-
rchers, were ushered into jungle
"concentration camps' where brain-
washed Temiar, speaking through
govermment interpreters, denied all
knowledge of a dream control cul-
ture. Great care was taken, so the
story went, to see that outsiders
never penetrated to the hidden
remant of Temiar/Senoi who had
escaped from government surveillan-
ce to keep their traditions alive
in the jungle depths.

When all such wish—fufillment

o

fantasies had been exposed as non—
sense — and we can personally
attest to the fact that there are
no brainwashed Temiar living in
concentration camps, and that a-
nyone who is seriously interested
can visit the deepest jungle vil-
lages without finding any trace of
dream control — the armchair rama-
ntics progressed to stage 2. It is
wicked, they now argue, to impugn
the scientific reputations of those

two great anthropologists, Pat
Noone and Kilton Stewart, and their
classic research of the 1930's; if
contemporary Temiar don't practice
dream manipulation, it must mean
that their ancient culture has been
destroyed by modernisation.

Well, we have now spent over a
year in Malaysia, living and wor-
king in Temiar villages without any
govermment interpreters to distort
the record or officials whose pre—
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sence might have dimposed inhibi-
tions, and it would be hard to
imagine a people more dedicated to
preserving their traditions intact
despite all the changes going on
around them. We spent night after
night listening to tales of olden
days or joining in their frequent
trance/dance sessions in which
dream-inspired songs are used to
call spirits, and our welcame would
have been short-lived had we not
scrupulously observed their time-
hallowed rituals and taboos. We
made a special point of talking to
elders who could recall the 1930's,
and one of them, who actually told
his dreams to Noone and Stewart,
became a key informant in our inve-
stigations. We also sought out the
dreamers named by Stewart in his
PhD thesis, finding two of them
still living and interviewing the
families of others.

Sadly, we must report that not a
single Temiar recalled any form of
dream control education in chil-
dhood or any such practice amongst
adults; in fact they vehemently
denied that dream manipulation has
ever been part of their culture.
And dreams play such an integral
part 1in their whole religious life
that we cannot conceive of a major
dream-practice being allowed to
fade into oblivion when the reli-
gion itself is so very much alive.
There is an elaborate Temiar lore
for interpreting dreams as warnings
or oamens (though only the shaman's
interpretations have ever been gi-
ven serious credence), and great
heed has always been paid to anyone
receiving a song or dance 1in
dreams, for this indicates the
emergence of a new shaman to invoke
spirits for healing or protection
of the villiage.

But no-one, absolutely no-one,
would ever have presumed to ask for
still less demand, such a gift from
a dream character, as Western "'Se-
noi dream theory" advocates. This
would be high heresy for Temiar
religion, in which the gunig or
protective spirit always chooses
its human vehicle and would be

repelled by any hint of coercion;
in fact the Temiar abhor coercion
of any kind, dreaming or waking.
They dismiss as nonsense the idea
that children can be trained to
confront hostile dream—characters,
and boggle at the idea of conver-
ting such a figure into a gunig by
fighting or killing it. On a more
mundane level, they deny any tradi-
tion of offering gifts next day to
neighbors who have threatened or
attacked them in dreams, and they
can make no sense of the notion
that sex dreams ''should" always end
in orgasm. For some Temiar, indeed,
succumbing to sex ina dream is
interpreted as seduction by a bad
spirit, and all our informants
insisted that incestuous dream sex
portends disaster. Normally a good
sex dream is either taken literally
or interpreted as a kill in tomor-
row's hunt.

Another point we took special
pains to probe was whether Temiar
culture had ever given any place to
what is now in the West called
dream lucidity, awareness within a
dream that one is dreaming. We
framed our questions very carefully
(an essential precaution in any
investigation like this) and were
interested to find that many Te-
miars, and notably all our shaman
informants, understood at once what
we were asking. In other words,
they had no difficulty in grasping
that one might have such awareness
in a dream — but they emphatically
denied that it played any part in
their tradition. As one old and
reputedly powerful tiger-shaman put
it, when a dream character speaks
or teaches you a song, it seems at
the time like an ordinary person or
animal (and as we all know, there
is nothing odd about animals spea-
king in dreams). Only on waking is
the figure interpreted as a spirit
guide , and waking interpretation
— dismissed as irrelavant by many
Western dream control advocates —
is central to all Temiar dream
lore.

As more and more evidence along
these lines reaches Western litera-

ture (and there is plenty more
still to came), True Believers are
moving to Stage 3 — "Why all the
fuss?"' Does it matter what those
little people in Malaysia do or
did? They have served, through the
writings of Stewart and others, to
provide an inspiring myth of noble
savages from whom the West might
learn the art of self-improvement
through dream manipulation. Now
we've got started, and have found
the techniques work for us, we can
conveniently dump the real Senoi.
Perhaps, if you've no qualms of
conscience about committing intel-
lectual genocide — but in any
event we must put a ban on the
misuse of their name, which propo-
nents of dream control seem reluc-
tant to do. Just enclosing the word
"Senoi" 1in inverted commas isn't
good enough, for the real Senoi

‘have a real dream culture of which

they are very proud, and they be-
come quite indignant when they hear
their name identified with concepts
utterly alien to their own. Some
smrt leaders even suggested to us
that their newly—formed tribal as-
sociation could sue, or perhaps
insist on a royalty from every book
or workshop that takes their name
in vain! Meanwhile, writings are
already in the pipeline, fram our-
selves and others, which will bring
real Senoi dream culture firmly
into Western literature, so nothing
but confusion can care from retai-
ning the name for psychological
techniques invented in America.
Howard Rovic's term "American Senoi
dreamwork" must surely be the ulti-
mate confusion and the deepest
ethnic insult, for the values of
real Senoi dream culture are poles
apart from the self-improvement
cults of the contemporary West.

The argument that the word "Se-
noi" is so firmly entrenched in the
literature as a synonym of dream
control that it will have to stay
is sheer evasion. There is still
time to set the record straight and
we shall see that it is done in the
new editions of Anne's books Dream
Power and The Dream Game — in fact
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this was the main reason why we
took time out to visit Malaysia.
Mearwhile perhaps Dream Network
Bulletin could hold a competition
for an alternative term to describe
dream manipulation techniques.
"Stewart  dreamwork” has already
been suggested, but this too could
be misleading, for many ideas found
in modern so—called Senoi dream
workshops have little connection to
his writings. (The puzzle of how
Stewart reached his conclusions is
another fascinating story, to be
told elsewhere in due course).
Probably the only truly honest way
out will be for every group leader
to take personal responsibility for
whatever technique he or she wishes
to praomote, and let them stand
entirely on their own feet.

As far as real Senoi dream cul-
ture, we believe it will be of far
more than academic interest in the
West, Precisely because it involves
concepts quite different from those
of contemporary psychology. While
we ourselves do not yet understand
fully the experiential meaning of
the comunion with nature-spirits
which the Senoi claim to enjoy in
their dreams and trance/dances,
still less what these spirits "rea-
11y" mean in psychological or theo-
logical terms, there seems to be no
doubt that the shaman, and through
him the rest of his people, can
tune in to the natural environment
in subtle ways quite unknown to
most Westerners. (A notable excep-
tion seems to have been William
Blake, who anticipated Senoi shama-
nisn in his vision of nature's
"fearful symmetry" as a tiger bur-
ning in the forests of the night.)
We both had many dreams of strange
mystical intensity while living in
the jungle, convincing us that
these gentle people and their stra-
nge religion had touched off some
long-neglected faculty for "spiri-
tual comunion" with nature. And is
it not just some such faculty,
rather than more techniques of
control, which is essential to save
our planet from destruction?

My 1ife has been haunted by the
spectre of the loss of self, What
do I mean by self? A feeling of
solidity, of being able to feel
one's own feelings, of being in
contact with other people and with
the world. It seems so simple and
yet the self can be lost subtly, by
degrees and inches. Sometimes one
does not even notice the change
directly. Only the world seems a
little greyer, then less interes-
ting, and ultimately threatening.
As a child, frammy youngest
period, my self was assauited by
perpetual parental attack. Nothing
of mind or body went unscathed. My
father was a relentless critic, my
mother given to periodic attacks of
rage followed by stints of unheal-
thy, indulgent reparation. What
originally saved me fram suicide,
drug addiction or bona fide madness

was my love for nature. I was
nourished by the natural world like
a human child raised among wolf

cubs, For me it was dragon flies,
my pets, the soft eyes of grazing
cows. Today, after many years of

"self work," the issue of the pre-
servation of self still arises and
in surprising contexts.

For example, I had been dating a

man towards whom I was beginning to
feel some fondness. At the same
time I found his habit of silence
and withdrawal as well as his deta-
ched way of speaking, depriving and
frustrating. He was an aristocra—
tic man, son of a Presbyterian
minister, and a college teacher.
Although deeply depressed about the
immanent loss of his post, he was
accustamed to a kind of robotic,
locker room stoicism. I also was
in subtle competition with him due
to the feelings aroused in me by
his frequent allusions to blood
lines and family accamplishments.
It seems that I had unconsciously
imbibed my father's shame at being
a "greenhorn," an immigrant off the
boat.
He found my demands and open emo—
tionality terrifying in the ex-
treme. Needless to say, I hurt him
far more than I had intended and
without even realizing it. When he
broke the relationship after a
period of stony withdrawal and
depresssion, I was partly relieved
by his departure, partly upset at
the tangible fruits of my behavior.
However, I had not came to grips
with the effect my treatment of him
had upon my own self. T had retur-
ned happily to the world of socia-
lizing, none the wiser for my expe-
rience when I had the following
dream:

I was in the classroam of an art’
school in a building of stone, late
Victorian. A man was about to
teach an art class. 1 contested
with him for his position and suc-
ceded in taking over. The teaching
materials and the teacher himself
were large leger paintings, bright
and beautiful constructions of peo—

SR |
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ple drawn to resemble machines. I
began to feel anxious. Was I com-
petent to teach such a class? Did
T want the responsibility? All the
while, I should add, my beloved old
terrier mutt, Smokey, was lying at
my feet.

It dawned on me with relief,
that T didn't need the position. T
declined it and strode into the
next room, euphoric and self-con-
gratulatory. I thought, "How easi-
ly I have removed myself fram the
consequences of besting this man
and undone the damages." When I
returned from my heady state I
looked around. My dog was not with
me. Alarmed I rushed into the next
room where T had left him. Not
there. Then the next. 1 flew down
the stairs dinto the front hall
where the door was ominously ajar.
I pictured Smokey running up to
people, frantically trying to find
me, poor of scent and sight, lost.
He was somewhere down below in the
mist-shrouded town. I stood on the
stoop wailing his name, "Effie...E-
ffie!" No response. The cobbles-
tone street wound down and round
the steep hill out of sight. Two
stray dogs ran towards me heighte-
ning the poignancy of my loss. T
awakened from sleep crying out his
name. 1 was grieving.

Later that day, in recalling the
dream, I had a jolt. 'The name I
had been calling was not that of my
dog, Smokey, but a contraction of
my own (Elan Phoebe = Effie), a
nare I had made up and given to my
first doll. What is the role of my
first doll and my beloved mutt in
the context of my dream and the
loss of my lover?

First, 1 adored my doll Effie.
She awaited me when I came home
from the alien world of nursery
school. She promised perfect unde-
rstanding, perfect symbiosis.
There was so much love in her round
blue eyes. FEven if I wasn't hol-
ding her, 1 was aware of her near-
by. A guardian figure, a twinning
of myself and an idealized version
of the Mother unlike my own depres-

sive and ferocious mother who had
scared me half to death. In some
way, Effie guaranteed the survival
of my self. She reflected my own
existence in her constant there-
ness. The self cannot exist in a
vacuum. It must be reflected in
the eyes of sameone who cares even
if that care only be echoed in
dreams and fantasies.

My love for Effie had led me to
mother her and like all good mom-
mies, I had to bathe my little
girl. As a result of this bath the
pink had left her beautiful cheeks
and her voice box no longer cried
"Mama"' when she was bent over and
raised up again. In some way, she
now was even closer to me, damaged
and incomplete as I was. I felt
bad about the changes I had
wrought. Indeed, I felt the horror
of the parent who has inadvertently
damaged her child. Still, I loved
Effie whole heartedly. She had
lost no value in my eyes.

One day, when I returned from
school, 1 ran for my Effie as 1
always did. She was gone.  Shoc-
ked, I turned to my mother for an
explanation. She told me quite
innocently, and even with pleasure,
that since FEffie was worn, she had
been given away and that very day
would be replaced by a "new'" doll,
a "better" doll. How could my
Effie ever be replaced? So my
mother gave me a fancy Toni doll
with platinum hair and hard blue
eves. 1 went through the motions
of receiving her like a happy zom-
bie. I can't remember my grief at
the time. There seems to be a hole
in memory, a suspension and a ter-
rible longing. To avoid going mad
or attacking my frightening mother
who had unconsciously operated to
make me feel that T could not sur-
vive without her, I had only cried
a little, pitiously. I had to
choose a little death. My self
died a little since I could not
express my feelings, My father's
reaction was '"You shouldn't, nay
couldn't be feeling..." what I was
in fact feeling.

When the self's reactions are

questioned by these great gods, the
parents, it begins to question
itself. The split begins. The
true, real feelings of the self are
buried deep under the ground. The
self is sacrificed for parental
acceptance,

My second childhood love was for
my dog Smokey and he fully recipro-
cated. At the time, I was isolated
from other children. I didn't dare
reach out to them. I lived for my
pets: my tiny alligator, 'Uncle
Al," and a new kitten brought from
the country. This kitten would
dash up and down the French drapes
in the living room leaving a series
of smll, tear-shaped holes. My
grandmother who lived with us was
afraid of the alligator. The lit-
tle, lizardy creature frequently
escaped his shallow tank and scur-
ried about the rooms. He was toot-
hless and harmless. And then there
was Smokey.

It happened that my mother was
in one of her characteristic rages
that renounced and destroyed what
she loved. She announced that all
the pets must go and telephoned the
pound. I fell into a state of des-
perate terror, one of those rare
times when I knew I must go against
her. I knew that I shouldn't try
to save them all. That wouldn't be
allowed. 1 triaged, barricading
myself in my room with Smokey. A
heavy dresser was pushed against
the door and my small body braced
behind it. My mother furiously
thrust at it with her shoulder
while I held on. Smokey barked and
barked. It was a piece of hell. 1
heard the door bell ring, a man's
voice, footsteps. When I emerged
from my room, no cat and no alliga—
tor. The fish tank gleamed cooly
in the corner of the dining room.
Although 1T still had Smokey, the
security of my attachment to him
had been threatened. Would there
be another raid? The ground for
self which is vested in loved crea-
tures was shaken. Thankfully this
one object of love was allowed to
remin with me for its natural span
on earth,

cont. on pg. 5
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New Cross River Dream Group

forming. (Queens Blvd., close to
Manhattan). For information
contact:

MICHFLLE MANISOFF

45-54 39th PLACE

LONG ISLAND CITY, N.Y. 11104
212-729-6407

Forming weekly dream group to
meet on a weekly or bi-weekly basis
in Manhattan for the N.Y. Dream
Community.

ROBERT HHL

315 FAST 5th STREET
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10003
475-1553

~-LETTERS:-

S
GROUP FAMILY DREAMING

My family and I (nine in our
immediate family alone) have been
deeply interested in dreaming and
telepathy due to a seemingly strong
bond between us all. Since dreaming
and mental telepathy seem so close—
ly linked at times, I became very
interested in same of the things
discusssed in the [Dec. 83] Qmi
article.

My entire family actually awa-
kened at the same hour (in six
different parts of the country)
when one of our hanes was being
consumed by flames. We also share
similar, if not precisely alike
dreams, and I am probably most
intrigued by that.

MARY R, KENNERY
630 DIVISION STREFT #6
PEFKSKTLL, NY 10566

DREAMWORK
by D.M. McClanahan

Five months after beginning
dreamwork I began to dream of my

older brother, 10 years my senicr,
whom I have always disliked but

could never understand why. Shortly
thereafter, disturbing dreams of a
baby's body that was buried in a
basement began to pour forth. It
required a series of 35 dreams
recorded over a period of eight
years before 1 was to unravel this
riddle. The key dream that unlocked
this half-century mystery was sim-
ple.

"] saw a green door that led to
a basement. I opened the door and
went downstairs. I knew there was a
baby's body buried against the wall
and if anyone came down here to dig
they would find the body. I knew
this body led to me."

A few days after this dream 1
telephoned my mother long-distance.
During our conversation I casually
asked, 'Did we ever live in a house
that had a green door?"' She rep-
lied, "Yes, for a short time. You
were about six months old. The door
led to the basement."”

This information electrified me.
She continued, "One day I went to
the basement to do the laundry. I
told your older brother to stay
upstairs and babysit you. later, I
heard footsteps coming down the
stairs. I looked up just in time to
see him drop you down the stairs,
you landed against the wall. I
shouted, "What are you trying to do
— kill the baby!?"

This dream series is closed. 1
rarely dream of my older brother
and no longer dream of a baby's
body that is buried in the base-
ment. My brother and I are no clo-
ser than before, but understanding
has released me from the chains of
dislike which had bound me.

TYLENOL, DREAMS

A friend of mine and I have both
noticed that when we occasionally
take Tylenol for flare-ups of ar-
thritis we have more dreams, that
is, we seem to remember them bet-
ter. When we stop taking Tylenol
dream recall declines. We were
wondering if anyone else has no-
ticed the same, or something simi-

lar either with that medication or
another. I've heard that in gene-
ral medication and drugs usually
work the opposite way and suppres-
ses dreaming. I'd like to hear
fran anyone with similar experien—

ces.

JERRY (OWAN
1725 RUE ANDRE
TERRE DU LAC
MISSOURT 63628

I dreamt that I was with a
friend and his friend, whom I've
never met. As they were discussing
something, I realized I was drea-
ming. What I tried to do was tele-
pathically manipulate the stranger
into disagreeing with my friend. As
the stranger replied to what my
friend was saying he stopped in
mid-sentence, looked at me and
said, '"F—k you, Sam, I know what
you're trying to do." I was stun-
ned. I asked, "How in the world did
you know? That means you could read
my mind,"

"That's right"

"But if I'm dreaming and I'm
the one that's real and producing
thought, how come I can't read your
mind?"

"Because the human mind is like
outer space, there are no bounda-
ries. One mind can be one hundred
people at the same time. While he
(my friend) and I were talking, you
were thinking about making me disa—
gree, all at the same time. Three
thought processes going on simulta-
neously.

Then I said, "If that's true,
then I should be able to read your
mind."

He said, "The reason I could
read your mind is because your mind
is real. The reason you can't read
my mind is because there is no mind
to read."

I said, '"Oh shit,
never thought of this?"
"You just did."
Then 1 woke up.

SAMMY TGO
1126 WILLOUGHBY AVENUE
BROOKLYN, NY 11237

how come 1
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~POEMS-

FOUR NARRATIVE POEMS FRIM THE
SWAMPY CREE INDIANS

( Excerpted from The Wishing Bone
Cycle, DNarrative Poems from the
Swampy Cree_ Indians gathered and
translated by Howard Norman).

Reprinted with the consent of the
author.

Things that wash up

I live in.

Old dead reeds

wash up

at the edge

of the lake.

I curl up in them.

I live in them awhile.

I can do this.
I've no fear of this.

The shells

that wash up

in the river.

No snails in them.

A1l cleaned out by the water
tumbling.

I live in them awhile,

Anything.

A1l things.

Things that wash up
I live in.

So now I go walking

with the sounds of water

in my ears.

Little creek sound.

Swift river sound.

The sound of waves on a lake.
I walk toward them.

Oh wash up new things
for me to live in!

SLAPPED THE WATER

This girl knew pond noises well,
beaver tail-slapping

and the sound of trees falling

into water

because of beavers.

You could find her footprints going
down to the pond, and sometimes see
her listening in it through a reed.
She must have heard

other water noises that way.

I didn't ask about that, no,

but once I saw her slap the water
with her hand and laugh.

later,I locked in her

teeth for bark chips!

Then we both laughed.

I don't think she ever did
any tree chewing though.

I didn't ask.
]

I try to make wishes right

but sometimes it doesn't work.
Once, I wished a tree upside down
and its branches were

where the roots should have been!
The squirrels had to ask the moles
"How do we get down there

to get home?"

One time it happened that way.
Then there was the time,

I remember now,

I wished a man upside down

and his feet were where his hands
should have been!

In the morning his shoes

had to ask the birds

"How do we fly up there

to get home?"

One time it happened that way.

One day I wished myself

among frogs

and have been living with them
trying to get their medicine.

A day a while ago

I left the swamp and returned home.
But all my wife wanted

was my legs!

She said

"YOU LOOK LIKE A FROG NOW!"

Now I'm back

trying to get the medicine.

It's been half my life now.

Do you think they're tricking me?

This is to pass along some

quotations fram The Tarrytown
letter (October 83) that might be
useful to the Bulletin.

From an interview with Jamake
Highwater, Blackfeet/Cherokee:

"From my mother I learned to
stay alive by dreaming myself into
existence — no matter how many
forces attempted to negate or to
confine my sense of identity and
pride. From her I learned that
everything is real.

This ignorance of dreams and
the non-rational has been one of
the primary failings of our time.
But not for primal peoples; they
have quite a different view of
dreams and hallucinations.

Native peoples know  the
richness of deling with the inner
core."

From another section:

The word "powow'

means, "he dreams'.

literally

CAROLYN AMUNDSON

APT. 822

3801 CONNECTIQUT AVE. ,NW
WASHINGION, DC 20008
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facilitator's role is merely to
begin the process, keep it going,
move the group from one task to
another depending upon which dream—
work technique your group uses, and
end the meeting.

Sixth, there are many dream-
work techniques suitable for small
groups of five to eight people.
Here are same suggested sources for
learning them. Montague Ullman's
Working with Dreams
is a classic and has been used by
many groups over the years with
great success. Ann Faraday's The
Dream Game will also give you ideas
to work fram. Jeremy Taylor's
Dream Work has several chapters on
what dream groups can do in working
with dreams. You'll find that same
techniques are so structured that
you will be able to work on only
one person's dream each meeting, or
perhaps two if they are short ones.
Other strategies allow members to
pair off to work on a dream, and
some methods allow each person to
work on his or her dream simlta-
neously with other members and then
share the results at the end of the
meeting. Experiment with different
methods and select the one or ones
that your group feels comfortable
with.

Seventh, whichever method you
select, two principles stressed by
Dr. Ullman are imperative: discove-
1y and protection. A dreamer wants
to discover as many meanings, in-
sights, and revelations in his or
her dream as possible. That's why
other members' coments and in-
sights are important., However, no
one wants to be told what a dream
means, Only the dreamer knows for
sure, and therefore, the method of
dreamwork  should create a rich
reservoir of possible interpreta—
tions to assist the dreamer in
understanding the dream better.
Keep in mind that every dream has
more than one interpretation.

Furthermore, each member in a
dream group must be guided by the
desire to protect the dreamer who
has shared a dream, Discovery and
protection are automatically built

into Dr. Ullmen's process, the
beauty of which is that whenever
anyone discusses the dreamer's
dream it is always spoken about as
if it were his or her dream and not
the dreamer's. In this way, each
person reveals his or her own han-
gups, concerns, wishes, and fears
to help the dreamer recognize alte-
rmative meanings. In so doing no
one in the group ever tells the
dreamer what the dream means. On
the contrary, members lay forth
their own possible meanings and by
so doing expand the realm of the
dream as it is filtered through
each individual's own personal per—
ceptions. By the end of the mee-
ting, the dreamer is delightfully
surprised to discover that the
dream contained so much informa-
tion! At that point, the dreamer
may have come to same new conclu-
sions about the dream which can
then be shared with the group or
kept private if the dreamer so
desires.

If these guidelines are rigo-
rously stressed in your group, no
matter whose method of dreamwork
you use, you need never fear that
anyone will try to psychologize
your personal problems or badger
you with pet Freudian or Jungian
interpretations that might distort
the dream beyond recognition or
force you to reveal personal con—
cerns that you wish to keep pri-
vate.

Eighth, don't be discouraged
if only three or four people res-
pond to your call for dreamers.
Sane dreamers, you know, are still
asleep! If you find no one intere-
sted at the time, you're still not
alone. You've got your dream bud-
dy! The two of you can begin to
share dreams regularly and in time,
as you grow in self-knowledge de-
rived from your dream explorations
and talk over your experiences with
friends, neighbors, and co-workers,
you'll find that others will want
to join you. Working with dreams
is infectious because dreaming is
such a universal experience and the
desire to understand ourselves is

so deeply rooted in human nature.
Dream on, and remember that we do
not dream for ourselves alone.
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‘DRE AMWATCH--

by Thamas Dale Cowan

So many readers have written as-
king for suggestions on how to
organize dream groups in their
camumities that we felt it would
be easier to devote this issue's
colum to the question rather than
respond individually. Besides, at
best all we can offer are general
guidelines that we hope are as
applicable to other parts of the
country as we have found them to be
in Brooklyn, Manhattan, Long Is-
land, and New Jersey. So here
goes:

First, don't try to organize a
dream group alone. Get a friend
with an interest in dreams to help
you. Everyone needs a dream buddy
for moral support and for genera-
ting ideas and strategies.

Second, amnounce your inten—
tion to form a dream club in as
many sympathetic places as are
available to you. New Age book-
stores, health food stores, commu-
nity service bulletin boards such
as local Y's, college campuses,
senior citizen centers, and neig-
hborhood centers. Run free ads in
neighborhood newspapers and commu—
nity announcement spots on local
radio stations. (Call the psycholo-
gy department of a local college
and ask to speak to same professor
with an interest in dreams who
might be willing to announce your
dream group to classes. leave no
stone unturned. Try anything. The
point is to get the word out.

You may want to form a group
of people with similar backgrounds
and interests, such as age, sex,
marital status, occupation, parti-
cular hobbies or avocations., There
is a dream group of mothers with
smll children on Long Island, one
of writers in Manhattan, and on

campuses there are dream groups

camposed of students majoring in
the same subject or living in the
same residence. A homogeneous
dream group has obvious advantages
because you dream and speak from a
collective pool of shared experien—
ces. On the other hand, a group of
people of diverse ages, interests,
and backgrounds has the advantage
of illuminating a dream from varied
and excitingly different perspec~
tives. Probably you should decide
on the basis of which type of dream
group would be easier for you to
form at the moment.

Third, in your announcements
have people call you or your
friend. Meet interested people
over the phone first, get their
phone numbers, and find out what
times of the week they could meet.

Fourth, let the first meeting
be a loosely run open-house where
you introduce yourselves, get to
know one another, share your inte-
rests 1in dreams, and explain to
each other why you like dreams and
what you usually do with them,
This is a good technique anytime
someone new joins your group. Mem—
bers should share with the newcamer
their dream histories and current
interests in dreams.

Decide how often you would
like to meet. A weekly meeting is
ideal, but for practical reasons,
once a week may be too often and

you'll have to get together every
two or three weeks, You'll probab-
ly find, however, that once a month
is not enough. Once a week allows
members to get to know each other
and keep updated on their dream
lives.

If you have a large response to
your announcements, say ten or
more, you might want to form two
separate groups. You'll find that
too many people at regular meetings
is not conducive to the intimate
give-and-take of talking about
dreams. Five to eight people is
ideal in terms of manageability
when all are present and allows the
group to still function if one or
two people have to miss. With less
that ten people you'll quickly get
to know, trust, and support each
other so that you can share even
very private dreams,

Fifth, each meeting will re-
quire sameone to act as facilita-
tor. PBased on the group, you can
either rotate this role each mee-
ting or choose one person to handle
it regularly, 1In any event, the
leader is not the expert. In dream
groups all members are equal and
all dreams are equal. No one is an
expert. And as each meeting ends
only the dreamer who shared the
dream can validly decide what his
or her dream really means., The

cont. on pg. 19
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