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Dreaming the Shift
I awaken in the dream right in the middle of the grand shift of the ages. It is chaotic but also
there is a weird and familiar order about it all. It feels a bit frantic. The air is permeated
by a great excitement. The atmosphere has a purple tint to it that is breathtaking.
There is a huge light beam coming out of the tip of Mt. Shasta.
I stop and look around to take it all in and what I see is amazing. Everyone is scrambling
around in an orderly way. I see many of my friends going here and there; they know exactly
where to go and what to do even though we have never planned or done this before.
I see light ships… everywhere! I will not call them UFO’s, because they are identiﬁable.
Everyone thinks this is quite normal.
I see a few Sasquatch looking beings walking around; they are not wild beasts
but intelligent beings. Even odder is that they do not seem out of place.
There are many other animals that have long been extinct, like small dinosaurs,
woolly mammoths, and odd birds in the sky…
as well as new ones that we know nothing about.
There are also strange sounds or tones in the air coming from everywhere. Some people are called to these sounds; each person matches the outer tones with their heart
tones. The air ships are glowing with different colors and other people are drawn to these ships
by their inner heart color. There are other people gathering in different buildings that have huge
stones or crystals that they circle around. Each person acts as if there has been a dress rehearsal.
Even though there is a bit of chaos, there is a beautiful order about it all as well.
I can see the dimensions blending together, the past with the present and the future.
Anything that had been lost in other times or places is returning to the center point.
I think to myself, as I watch this spectacle of controlled pandemonium, “Could it be that
anything that was lost in the past can be re-born in this new age? Lost loved ones, lost
health and youth, lost abundance, even lost species, etc.” It appears that this is possible
and maybe this is why great losses have always felt so unnatural or surreal to us.
Aluna Joy www.AlunaJoy.com - Pilgrimages ~ Sessions ~
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Editorial

S

ome years ago, I was waiting for Amtrak at a
Thompson, UT café. I took a seat at the counter
and soon, on either side of me, sat two women
with whom I had a most otherworldly conversa
tion. I wondered at the time, where these women
came from. When I heard the whistle signaling
the train’s arrival, I bid them farewell and stood
to leave. One of the women stood with me, put
her hands on my shoulder and eyes to eyes, she
said: “We are being changed, you know, even
at the molecular level.”
In Seattle, I attended ‘Positive Futures’ gather
ing being facilitated by Dr. Robert Muller*
author of Most of All They Taught Me Happiness
(among many other published writings). Dr.
Muller was beyond a doubt the most optimis
tic individual on planet Earth. I had the good
fortune of meeting with Dr. Muller at his ofﬁce
in the United Nations in 1979 and have been
inspired by him ever since.
When I ﬁrst walked in to the Futures conference,
a woman across the room caught my eye; there
was something about her countenance that made
me decide to introduce myself and learn more
about her, which I did. I learned that she was
a therapist in private practice and had been for
quite some time. I asked how she was able to
maintain such a positive, upbeat attitude and in
response, she took a step back and explained:
“I simply expand my molecules, listen and let
the pain, confusion and heartache I’m hearing…
ﬂow through.”
I could actually see the expansion as she
was talking; she became (nearly) transparent!
Many of the angelic messages/‘contact’ experi
ences I’ve been fortunate to have, occurred in
that precious place I often refer to as the ‘inter
section’ between dreamtime and waking reality.
It is a holy space. A place or dimension of reality
that I ﬁrmly believe is where we would be, how
we would be experiencing life, were it not for
the ‘programming’—the black/white good/bad
—labeling we receive as part of our socialization
and current state of cultural evolution.
Having been blessed (as many of us have) with
experiences in that intersectional reality, I’ve
known for years That is where I aspire to be, all
the time, though I’ve also intuited/known there
is little I can consciously do to achieve being
there. It is a pure blessing when it visits and per
haps being there on occasion provides us with
the motivation to carry on, with a glimpse or
pre-view of what is yet to come. Of what will be.
We hear a lot of talk of late about ‘ascension’
and the collective movement that is underway
into 5th dimension reality, higher consciousness
levels, the anticipation of a ‘quantum leap’ or
Shift… and many seem certain we are moving
into that space this very year. I believe the ‘signs’
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of this happening are evident as we speak: e.g.,
the recent and unexpected Supreme Court ruling
the affordable care act to be constitutional. In
that context and with the extraordinary political
situation worldwide, we have chosen Dreaming Politics as the focus for our autumn issue.
Please watch for instructions, pre-views and
clues in your dreams and share them here.
Now, I quote an excerpt by Linda Dillon, chan
neling Archangel Michael.
“When things get as busy as they are now,
because people are awakening, rising up,
refusing and embracing, I remind myself
that, as glorious as it is, it serves only my
own personal awakening, your own per
sonal awakening and the awakening of us
all. Not an awakening to 2012 but a full and
complete awakening to our own true Self.
There’s nothing else that’s happening here
but a sleep and an awakening.
“So don’t be swept away by the busy-ness
of the moment. Don’t lose your grip on
things. The rush and roar is not what’s hap
pening here. It’s as much a passing show
as a storm of a half-day’s duration. There’s
something more basic happening here and
that’s your own deepest awakening. Hold
fast to that.
“See that as what’s happening. Sink down
deeply into that. Let all of this, as chaotic
and insane as it may seem, serve that.”**
Years ago, in DNI Winter 1999/Vol 18 No. 4,
pg. 10, I interviewed Gary Bonnell author of
Twelve Days of Light. Mr. Bonnell is gifted
with the ability to access the Akashic Records.
In deciphering messages from the Records for
humanity, he ‘read’ that there would come a
time—within the time-frame we are now ex
periencing—when everyone would be able to
see… auras, energy ﬁelds, etc. … even those
emitted by a single blade of grass. Hearts and
third eyes will be opened en masse.
I believe that time is upon us. ∞

* Former Assistant to U Thant, Secretary Gener
al of the United Nations and First Chancellor of
the University for Peace Studies in Costa Rica.
1923-2010. For more information on Dr. Muller
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Muller
** From An Interview with Archangel Michael,
2012 Scenario http://www.feedblitz.com/f/f.
fbz?Sub=715643

NOTE:
Regarding Submissions
Individuals from all cultures and walks
of life are encouraged to submit dream
related manuscript, poetry and artwork to
be considered for publication.
We invite you to share transformational
experience and any insight regarding
effective dreamwork and dreamplay
techniques.
Feel free to send in a submission, even if
it falls outside the scope of the suggested
focus or theme. Your article may be
appropriate for publication in one of
our other regular features, The Art of
Dreamsharing and Dream Education, or
The Mythic Dimension.
Given the overall synchronicity that
shapes the Dream Network Journal, your
submission is likely to ‘ﬁt’ perfectly in an
upcoming issue. We always love to hear
from you in our Letters column; whether
you were inspired or infuriated by the latest
issue, please let us know!
Typical article length is approx. 1600-2000
words. A photo of yourself and art work
to enhance your submission is requested
(.pdf, .tif or .jpg ﬁles are preferred for text,
ads, artwork & photos). Always share
your dream(s) in the present tense. We
prefer that you use Word.doc for email
submissions, sent as attachments. Artists
wishing to have their work considered
for our covers, please contact the editor:
Publisher@DreamNetwork.net.
Include SASE with Postal Service
queries & submissions. Mail queries &
submissions to DNJ PO Box 1026, Moab,
UT 84532. Visit our website for more in-depth
Writer, Artist and Poets' Guidelines: http://
DreamNetwork.net.
Dream Network Journal reserves the right to
edit all material submitted for publication;
we retain ﬁrst North American serial rights
only. All copyright reverts to the author/
artist/poet after ﬁrst publication, with the
proviso that Dream Network is referenced
and contact information provided in
secondary publication. We retain the right to
republish materials previously published in
future issues or in subject-speciﬁc booklets
and/or monographs.
We look forward to hearing from you!

Letters, Questions, Dreams
Bridgewater State U Chamber
Choir Performs Two Movements
of the Gilgamesh Cantata

either. You have apparently been a trailblazer in
this area for decades.
Julieta Leon, Sacramento, CA

I’d like to take this opportunity to respond to Jeff
Lewis’ letter in the spring issue of DNJ. Per
haps Mr. Lewis is unaware of another work of
Stravinsky’s, “Le Baiser de la Fe” (The Fairy’s
Kiss) which is far gentler then “Le Sacre” and
which suggests that his great Russian predeces
sor, Tchaikovsky, had received such a fatal kiss.
Music, of course, has the power to stir up the
emotions in the same way that dreams do; and
Stravinsky is far from being the only composer
to describe himself as a “hollow vessel.” When
music comes through dreams, we do have to
wonder about both the source and the effect. I
know that this has been true for my own work on
the Gilgamesh Cantata, which is now complete.
I hope to have a follow-up article to the one I
wrote for Vol. 30, No. 4 (autumn issue of DNJ).

Utterly Grateful

Meanwhile, a recorded live performance of
two movements of the cantata is available on
YouTube, by the Bridgewater State University
Chamber Choir from this April at www.youtube.
com/watch?v=QIY3iJ6HP6g.

Best wishes, Curtiss Hoffman
Ashland MA
~~∞~∞~∞~~

Dream Circle ~ Great Value
It was an unexpected pleasure speaking with
you! After we talked, I joined the Dream Circle
and I do believe it is a great value. I gained
access to the member’s area in the Website right
away—much to see! I’ll place a free ad, give
gift subscriptions for the coming holiday season
and I’m looking forward to the print copy of
the Journal.
Thank you, also, for the Dream Circle list of
contributors, including email addresses (very
valuable!). I found some individuals in my
neighborhood and also in Southern California
where I visit my sister on occasion. I’m sure
I’ll get up to speed in learning how to network
and with whom.
I love the personal way in which you are intro
duced to visitors on the Dream Network Journal
website (Meet the Editor); didn’t realize you had
been a presenter at the IASD, but not surprised

~~∞~∞~∞~~

I am assuming that The Dream Circle member
ship is $100 per year - an incredible value. I’m
utterly grateful that we still have the print copy
of the Journal. I prefer to read it in the garden,
on the beach, in the bathtub, etc.

I ought to solidify the dream in writing before
expecting anyone to help. So I will take that
course initially. I had no idea you folks were
available. I had seen other dream interpretation
sites, of course, but it is obvious from your
professionalism that you are not in this for a
client base or “other interests.”
I shall indeed be in touch for a consult. I look
forward to ﬁnding some answers about this very
peculiar dream.

Thank you for your vision and dedication.
I share articles with my Dream Group (we
recently celebrated 16 years!), clients, friends
and family. Joining you in dreaming this vision
forward.
Leslie Schwartz, Friday Harbor, WA

Continued success in your work and the choicest
blessings be to you and yours.
Ciao! MaryAnn Jaggi, Miamisburg OH

~~∞~∞~∞~~

My friend collects vintage and antique sewing
machines and is part of a large community of
quilters. While she was here, she showed me
a quilt she has been working on for some time.

To interpret… or not to
interpret our dreams
YES! I really enjoyed/appreciated Robert
Gongloff’s article in the spring Issue of DNJ
(Vol.31, No. 1), Why I don’t believe we should
“interpret” our dreams. Especially since I am
working on starting a dream group with the
LGBT senior community (Open House)! If all
goes as planned, I’m making a presentation in
April to generate interest, then a space needs
to be found.
This article could not have come at a better time
for me! I had intended to say I was modeling the
group after Jeremy Taylor’s style, but now I will
include Gongloff’s name and sentiments, also.
Robert’s “rules” are very similar to Jeremy’s
“The Six Most Basic Hints for Dream work,”
which I will be handing out.
Once again DNJ is there to inspire and help me
get unstuck and take a big step forward. You
know, anxiety and insecurity can cripple me
over the need to be an “expert” or perfect. So,
now I’m ready for the presentation:
Lorraine Grassano, San Francisco, CA
~~∞~∞~∞~~

Happy Dreamsharing Available
How lovely to receive such a quick reply. I
did not think anyone would even write. Nice
surprise. Thank you!
As I shared, my dream is disturbing, to me. It
“visits” me infrequently but when it does, it
leaves emotions behind that are quite intense.

~~∞~∞~∞~~

A Wedding Quilt and a ‘Reverie’

The instructions were given one step at a time;
she didn’t get the next step until you’d com
pleted the previous step, and she didn’t know
what kind of quilt it would be until she was
(almost) done.
The ﬁnal pattern is quite lovely. When it came
time to put all the pieces together, she spoke
with much love and affection for her husband,
who had an ‘eye’ for laying out the various
pieces in what became the ﬁnal conﬁguration.
She wanted to stitch everything together (top,
bottom, inner batting) with a ‘free hand’ pat
tern but, lacking the requisite skill and tools,
she contacted another quilter. The results were
even more beautiful than she’d expected. I’d
been only vaguely aware of the stitching, but
when she pointed it out to me -- and that it was
done free-hand (including the dolphin pairs in
the corners) -- I was awed.
It’s a lovely quilt, 3 years in the making. She’s
putting the ‘ﬁnishing’ touches on it (literally
-- ‘ﬁnishing’ as in ‘adding the edge trim’) and
will be giving it to her daughter and son-in-law
on their anniversary. So, that’s the background
on this quilt.
Thanks for letting me share this.
Peace, Victoria A. Vlach, Austin, TX
(Read Victoria’s ‘Reverie’ on page 32, Editor)
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The Heron’s Demand
by Paco Mitchell, M. A.

T

he heron’s beak was eight inches long, maybe ten.
Sharp as an assassin’s dagger, it could have been a prop in an opera,
something Sparafucile might use on Rigoletto—a knife through the ribs
for a few ﬂorins.
This particular beak projected forward from between two intense yellow
eyes. Crowning the beak and eyes were two long, parallel, black crestfeathers streaking off the back of the head. The whole assembly sat atop a
sinuous neck as long as a good-sized rattlesnake. As I said, it was a heron,
a Great Blue Heron, only this one was six feet tall, half-again larger than
any ﬂesh-and-blood heron. But let there be no doubt: The bird confronting
me was a serious hunter, a deadly striker, and he was hungry. He appeared
in the dream I was having, but that did not make the situation any less
real to me, or less fraught with danger.
A reader might ask: “Danger? How could there possibly have been any
danger? It was only a dream!”
It was only a dream—true enough, as far as it goes. But reductive plati
tudes don’t go very far, nor do they equip us to deal with dreams loaded
with hints as to life-and-death situations in our waking lives. For such
dreams we need a deep respect, especially since we usually incur a moral
obligation simply for having dreamed them.
The dagger-beaked heron came with a portentous air; and its appearance
had a massive impact on my life, did indeed touch on matters of life and
death and, even now, presses its moral claim upon me. It was a six-foot
bird-of-destiny, and it hovers over me every day of my life. But I’m get
ting ahead of the story.
Here’s the entire dream:
I’m standing in a wind-swept pasture, at a cross-shaped intersection of fences. I have reached some outer limit or boundary
between the familiarity of “here” and the strangeness of “there.”
Suddenly I’m aware of a great thumping of wings as an enormous
heron ﬂies toward me out of the distance.
He lands in front of me, ﬁerce and aggressive. His ferocity alone
seems a critical part of his message, as if to say: “Behold, I am
no creature to triﬂe with. Whatever draws me here is a serious
matter. Pay attention!”
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Impressive on every count, he does indeed command my attention.
The longer I look at him the more uncanny he appears, as he
starts transforming from bird to human and back again. The
transformations pulsate like alternating phase-changes, as if
someone is tuning a shortwave radio between two distant stations—from bird-frequency to human-frequency and back.
In his heron-phase he confronts me and begins to speak. This
alone is startling enough, but my surprise is compounded because
the heron speaks to me in Italian!
The dramatic climax occurs when the great bird demands to be
fed. I am ﬂummoxed by the challenge; I’ve forgotten my Italian.
So I wing it, replying with fateful words in Spanish: “No tengo
nada que darle.” I don’t have anything to feed you.
This response is unsatisfactory, for the towering heron instantly
strikes with his dagger-beak at my right eye, as if to stab it
out. I catch the beak in my hand, but it takes all my strength to
forestall injury. [End of dream.]
On waking I knew something big had happened. A larger-than-life,
transcendent, transforming bird-man had come to me in the form of a
giant heron speaking Italian, demanding to be fed—an imaginal presence
making a claim on my life. This was a dream for the decades.
Nor was the heron’s demand anything to take lightly, as if the pleasure and
whim of the ego could be the decisive factors. His eloquent dagger-thrust
in reaction to my response left no doubt that I was up against something
bigger than I.
I was still working in my foundry at the time, and had speciﬁcally asked
for a dream because I was about to make my ﬁrst trip to Italy to work in
an Italian bronze foundry. It was a momentous occasion that I wanted to
honor with a dream. So, the trip to Italy provided the immediate context;
but the dream I got was far bigger than I had hoped for or expected.
The heron-man’s qualities as a transcendent image were undeniable: Com
ing from “somewhere else,” the transformations he underwent evoked the
shifty, mercurial substance of the old alchemists with their mysterious re
torts, their visions of the elusive guide and tempter they called the spiritus
mercurialis, part-bird, part-snake, part-human. Mercurius was descended

Artist: Robin Maynard-Dobbs robin@awareeating.com ~
http://www.awareeating.com
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“The accident took place in
the middle of the night on an
isolated Mexican highway in
the Gran Desierto de
Sonora, outside the small
town of Caborca.
The moon was at third
quarter, the point of crisis,
and had gone down.
The car I was riding in
collided with a black cow
as I slept in the passenger’s
seat. I was awakened,
in a manner of speaking,
at the moment of impact,
and sustained deep
facial lacerations, shattered
orbital bones, cracked teeth,
a concussion. ”

from the Egyptian precursor spirit, Thoth-Hermes, the ibis-headed god of
magicians, scribes and language; or better yet, the heron-headed bennu
bird, who announced the news of creation in a pre-ﬁguration of the Greek
boinu and Roman phoenix, the ﬁre-bird reborn from his own ashes . . .
These attributes of the dream-heron, and the archetypal depths they
revealed, touched me deeply. But what fastened me most ﬁrmly to the
dartboard of destiny was the strike with his dagger-beak at my right eye,
for this was precisely the eye that I had lost in a strange car accident,
fourteen years before the dream.
****
The accident took place in the middle of the night on an isolated Mexi
can highway in the Gran Desierto de Sonora, outside the small town of
Caborca. The moon was at third quarter, the point of crisis, and had gone
down. The car I was riding in collided with a black cow as I slept in the
passenger’s seat. I was awakened, in a manner of speaking, at the moment
of impact, and sustained deep facial lacerations, shattered orbital bones,
cracked teeth, a concussion. The car was crumpled and torn as the broken
body of the massive cow was heaved skyward. My memories of the worst
of it were erased by a period of traumatic amnesia. After slap-dash medi
cal treatment in a four-bed Mexican hospital I was ﬂown to the border in
a Piper Cub crop-duster and transferred to a hospital in the States. Three
days later I awoke to a relatively clear head, a red cavity where my right
eye had been, and jagged sutures running back and forth across my face.
This was my introduction to a new perspective on life.
The years following the accident were turbulent; everything was different.
I was pulled into depths of emotion I did not understand, and gradually
surrendered to the strange and melancholy mood that engulfed me. I
began learning to play the ﬂamenco guitar, listening to the dark laments
of the ﬂamenco cante jondo. Increasingly, my efforts to conform to the
collective went by the wayside, until, ﬁnally, in an effort to “get to the
bottom,” I plunged into a study of dreams and Jung.
In retrospect, I can say that my mind was “on ﬁre,” that I hungered for
insight. Feeling a need to create with my hands, I built a foundry and
began casting bronze and making sculpture. In these and other activities,
I was re-building my damaged sense of identity; but I was also sensing an
invisible path that seemed to have been laid out for me. I had also become
fascinated with the Great Blue Herons that ﬁshed the local waters where
I lived and that had begun appearing in my dreams. I named my foundry
the Blue Heron Foundry. If I had a personal daimon, it was the heron.
All these developments were, more or less, the direct result of Caborca and
its impact on my life. It was as if some deeper, truer, hidden personality
than I had been living prior to the accident, was being uncovered. From
a life of conformity, collectivity and adaptation to the group, I was being
driven in the direction of greater authenticity—at considerable personal
cost. Under these circumstances, the heron’s beak dream hit me like a
bolt of lightning.
When Dylan Thomas wrote, “ . . . the sun shipwrecked west on a pearl,
and the moon swam out of its hulk,” he could have been writing about
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what happened to me after Caborca—the shipwrecked sun of my right
eye had sunk out of sight, leaving behind only one look-out, one sole
survivor amidst the wreckage. Only the moon-eye remained, on the left,
with its dark-seeing, inward night-vision, its hunting by the dim light of
the moon. Perhaps that’s why some years later, and against all reasonable
odds, I once saw a heron ﬁshing in the darkness of a beclouded night
shortly after one o’clock in the morning, the same time that the accident
in Mexico had occurred.
After the accident, then, and with no preparation or guide, I found myself
swirling in a mythic vortex, like Ishmael on the cofﬁn after the Pequod
had gone down. In the kaleidoscopic world of images encountered in
my dreams, the heron-man did serve as a guide of sorts, albeit enigmatic
and mysterious, like Mercurius. And, like all good angels, he did come
to deliver a message, at once subtle, complex and profound. The mes
sage was implicit in the dream and its elements: That he shuttled across
the boundary between animal and human consciousness; that he spoke
to me at all; that he spoke to me in Italian; that he came with a demand
to be fed; and, ﬁnally, that in striking at my Caborca eye he established a
connection between the entire event of Caborca, on the one hand, and his
demanding presence in the dream on the other: these were the elements
of his communication to me. This was the message from the Other Side,
the deeper background, the “heaven” of the dream.
Fortunately, there were other guides available to me for my exploration
of this mysterious territory—the magniﬁcent work of Jung, for example,
with whose help I navigated the darkness. And the luminous work of
Henri Corbin, whose insights on angels sparkled like stars. One statement
in particular by Corbin electriﬁed me. He wrote: “How do we feed the
angel? We feed the angel with our substance.”
That was a tremendous clue to drive me on my search, solving a mystery
with another mystery, a kind of imaginal propulsion system.
Eight years later I woke to a second heron’s beak dream, which ﬁlled in a
major piece of the puzzle. In that dream, I once again held the portentous
heron’s beak in my hand, only this time I knew that I was holding “a special
writing instrument.” To an extent, this image narrowed the ﬁeld I would
draw on to feed the angel, though it also presented a new mystery—for I
had awakened to yet another vocation: the vast ﬁeld of writing.
The fact that Egyptian scribes reportedly used ibis beaks as a stylus
conﬁrmed my intuitions about the dream. Yes, I would have to write, and
the heron/ibis god would be my patron spirit, my angel. But it would be
up to me to ﬁll the cup with my own experience and pass it back to the
heron for his nourishment. Somehow, my writing would feed the heron
but it had to be writing of substance, from out of my own substance, if it
was to serve as “angel food.” Once again Corbin’s cryptic passages shone
their crucial light: “The angel, after all, is a mode of perception.” And
in another context: “The angel’s individuation comes ﬁrst, then ours.”
The loss of one eye had forced me to develop a different kind of see
ing—literally and metaphorically. Now, to feed the angel would require
entering the “angelic” mode of perception. My responsibility would be
to gaze into the darkness of the Other Side, to see the face confronting
You may contact Paco at mitchell@cybermesa.com

“After the accident, then,
and with no preparation or
guide, I found myself
swirling in a mythic vortex,
like Ishmael on the
cofﬁn after the Pequod
had gone down.
In the kaleidoscopic world
of images encountered in
my dreams, the heron-man
did serve as a guide of
sorts, albeit enigmatic and
mysterious... .”
me in my dreams, and to feed back to it, in a sense, its own perceptions,
as reﬂected by my individual experience of the contingencies of time and
space. And the writing that provided the means would, in some mysteri
ous way, be sacred.
Perhaps this is what is meant by the terms “co-creation” and “co-incar
nation.” To paraphrase Corbin: The Creature receives and embodies the
gift of Divine Love, then feeds that love back to the Creator, altered by
time and space. In this way the Creature participates with the Creator in
the process of Creation. This is the essence of Jung’s entire argument
in his passionate book, Answer to Job—that God needs Man in order to
evolve. This is also the basis of all art: to offer back to the universe the gift
of one’s creative response to the universe. It is essentially what William
Blake meant by his statement, “Eternity is in Love with the Productions of
Time.” And perhaps this is what the angels that come to us in our dreams,
in whatever form, demand of us: To realize our own individual potential
by bringing to fruition the divine potential revealed by the angel, who
shows to us our celestial face.
There are many ways to say this, and many traditions have done so. But
these varied formulas can all be summed up in Jung’s terse statement:
“Become the person you have always been.” ∞
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Met a Man
Who
Wasn’t There
(c) 2000-2012 by Craig Sim Webb

A

t a most fascinating time in my life when I was
learning how life can respond in real time to the
lessons I was /am learning internally, I had the fol
lowing experience:
One summer night, I am walking on the street towards the subway. A car
passes with dogs barking out of the window. The barking reminds me
of a quote I had read recently about “listening to the barking dogs of the
unconscious” (i.e. noticing subtle experiences like nightmares that try to
catch our attention with an important message). The driver stops and asks
directions and I gladly tell him how to ﬁnd the street he is looking for. I
continue to the subway, contemplating a principle I seem to be learning in
my life, symbolically exempliﬁed by the passing car and barking dogs...
about how it is wise to give help to people when they ask for it. I don’t
think it applies in every situation but there seems to be some truth to
this principle, at least spiritually speaking. Like Jesus might have meant
when he said, “Ask and ye shall receive, knock and it shall be opened.”
As I descend the subway stairs, I am a little lost in my thoughts when I
see an old gentleman slowly hobbling down the steps with a cane. Without
thinking twice, I ask him if he needs help. He does not look at me but he
does say something very odd: “As I was walking down the stair,
I met a man who wasn’t there.” He has a British accent, which
is quite unusual in Montreal. I’m confused by his response, yet out of
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good will I repeat my offer to assist him. He shakes his head and says,“It
might be a little convoluted, but hopefully you get the point.”
Well, I don’t get it, but I wish him well and continue down another couple
ﬂights to the subway. Nearing the bottom, it strikes me that perhaps the
old gentleman is trying to help me learn the precise lesson I was contem
plating as I entered the subway, since I twice offered him help when he
hadn’t asked for it. I immediately run back up two long ﬂights of stairs
to speak to him again.
At the speed he was hobbling down the steps—unless he was completely
faking it—there is no way he could have either passed me or even turned
back and left the subway. In the 20 or 30 seconds it takes me to sprint back
to where he should still have been, there was, amazingly, nobody there!
His peculiar statement suddenly seems to make sense. He said, “As I was
walking down the stair, I met a man who wasn’t there.” I laugh at the
magic of the moment and return to catch my train, no older gentleman
anywhere to be seen. ∞

Craig offers highly transformational online classes in
Applied Dreaming, Dream Interpretation, and Lucid Living.
To learn more or register, please visit: www.dreams.ca/teleclass.pdf

Those Pesky Angels!
A View from Jungian Anthropology
by Charles D. Laughlin, Ph.D.

I

say “pesky” because the darn things won’t stay still
or maintain their angelic form. Angels for me have always been shape
shifters of the most annoying kind. Every time they appear in a dream
or meditation vision, they ﬁrst manifest in their angelic forms and then
transform into hellishly gruesome demons. And that’s not the worst of it.
Being an anthropologist interested in dreams cross-culturally (Laughlin
2011), I am aware that angel-like motifs may arise in other cultures’
dreams and visions, but they may not interpret them the same way we do
in the West—which is typically as messengers from God (CW 12:209-213,
CW 13:97). Indigenous peoples are far more in tune with their dreams than
most Westerners, even though they may recognize no single monolithic
“God.” Or if they conceive of a god he/she/it may be supremely indif
ferent to the affairs of people as the So people of northeastern Uganda
(among whom I lived for a year) believe (Laughlin 1972). Or they may,
like the Navajo people of the American southwest among whom I also
lived (Laughlin 2004), recognize many gods and spirit beings.
In my opinion, Carl Jung had angels pretty much nailed. He believed
angels are images representing one side or another of a libidinous polarity.
In other words, angels and demons are two sides of the same entity and
are produced by primordial, semi-autonomous archetypes; one represent
ing the good (the harmonious, beautiful, constructive) and the other evil
(chaotic, ugly, destructive) (CW 12:163n). Together they show us the two
aspects of how our libido—our psychic energy—may be directed (CW

7:104); thus they are sometimes associated with brilliant or rainbow light
(CW 5:115-116) and ﬁre (CW 12:398).
Westerners tend to conceive of angels and demons in dualistic terms, as
we do with God and the Devil (a “fallen” angel, by the way) and Heaven
and Hell. Most non-Western cultures recognize that humans (and the entire
spirit world) have both angelic and demonic aspects.
One problem we face in the West is the over-identiﬁcation with either the
angelic or the demonic. Jung warned repeatedly of the danger of identify
ing with the one pole to the exclusion of the other (CW 5:186-187, CW
9ii: 447, CW 13:¶50), and suggested that to do so virtually guarantees
the “hiving-off” and parallel development of the other in the depths of
the unconscious. At the same time, the conscious ego then denies the
reality of that half of our human nature. In the Jungian view—a view that
describes my own experiences thus far at age 74—failure of a person to
acknowledge both the angelic and demonic aspects of their nature thwarts
the advancement of individuation and the development of a well-rounded
unitary self.
The merging of human and animal archetypes in angelic and demonic
dream imagery is found worldwide. Angels are commonly depicted either
as a human with wings or as an eagle or other bird. They manifest as
messengers, guides for the dead or familiars (protectors, spirit-helpers).
Animals that routinely live in two or three of the Earthly levels—under
ground (underworld, underwater, “hell”), surface (ground or ocean) and
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sky (overworld, “heaven”)—are often given sacred signiﬁcance. For
example, the serpent and other reptiles, scary creatures that inhabit above
and below ground, are commonly associated with forces that bridge the
underworld and surface world, e.g., the serpent climbing up the Tree of
Life. Dragons are sacred reptilian images that, with the addition of wings,
are able to master all three realms (in a cave hoarding treasure, on land
with four feet and in ﬂight in the air). Birds such as the eagle or raven
are masters of both the surface and the sky and pufﬁns seen as “earth
divers” among certain arctic cultures are at home in the sky as well as in
the depths of the ocean. Likewise, turtles can live below the water and
on the land, as can certain spiders.
In dreams these creatures can provide potential integrative images and
link aspects of our inner nature (unconscious, ego-awareness and sublim
ity). When images of half human-half beast (common across cultures)
arise in dreams they may be interpreted in Jungian terms as symbolizing
the interconnection of surface (consciousness) and “underground” (un
conscious) domains. My ﬁrst spirit helper appeared in a dream and was
a “human bear” (Laughlin 2011:41-42). I associated it with hibernation
in caves (the unconscious), with the bestial aspect of my being and with
developing wisdom.
Likewise, the angel with wings symbolizes—just like the eagle and
pufﬁn—a spiritual entity or force that mediates the surface and the overworld (and with the inclusion of the “fallen” angel, the overworld, surface
and the underworld altogether), the conscious ego and the spirit world. In
latter-day alchemy, the notion of meditation is sometimes conceived as a
conversation between the ego and its “good angel,” thus making possible
a “constructive dialogue” with the unconscious (CW 12: ¶390). “Man,”
as Paracelsus tells us, “is also an angel and has all the latter’s qualities”
(CW 132:115). Dreamwork as well as active imagination may function
to facilitate growth in this same way for the process is one of integrating
the down-to-earth with the luminous sublime.
Looking at angels through the lens of Jungian depth psychology allows
anthropologists to explore angels in cultures that do not experience them
as we do. Non-Western people may not see angels at the foot of their bed,
sitting atop a tree or on their shoulder, but the archetype that produces
such imagery is alive and well in all spiritual life. For example, one of
the great spirits of the Navajo is called Big Fly (do’tsoh). Big Fly is at
times a mentor, a deliverer of messages from the Sun, a mediator and
many other roles that require spiritual-level communication. A huge ﬂy
as an angel? Keep in mind the root meaning of “angel” for ancient Greeks
was “messenger.”
After spending years working with Tibetan lamas learning Tantric medita
tion techniques (Laughlin 2011: Chapter 13), I discovered certain of their
“deities” or spirit-helpers (Skt: ishtadevata, Tib: yidam) are depicted with
wings. There is Dorje Purba who appears as a ﬁerce blue male ﬁgure,
on occasion with wings, dancing in ﬂames and wielding the three-bladed
purba knife used for the destruction of hindrances to spiritual develop
ment. When one meditates upon such a ﬁgure with intensity, the image
eventually “comes alive” and takes on a life of its own. Whether dancing
or ﬂying, the Dorje Purba is available to help the practitioner in spiritu
ally trying situations and may appear with some regularity in dreams and
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visions. Far-fetched as an angel? Consider the Archangel Michael (of
Hebrew, Christian and Islamic fame) who, like Dorje Purba, is the protec
tor of the faithful and usually shown with wings and a very, VERY sharp
sword leading the army of God against the inﬁdels and minions of Satan.
Probably the most common manifestation of the angel archetype across
cultures is the “ancestor” spirit. A large percentage of indigenous people
consider death to be a transition from life to ancestor status. They consider
dreams as another domain of reality and when deceased loved ones appear
in a dream, they can take the role of a messenger from the spirit world;
they can warn the dreamer and/or his community of potential dangers or
act as a mediator between the living and the realm of the gods. Ancestors
are rarely encountered with wings or swords, but they are considered to
be protectors who must be propitiated and listened to. They ﬂy from the
Land of the Dead to visit the living in their dreams, just as shamans do
when they guide the dead to their new home or as the Norse Valkyrie does
when transporting the dead warrior to Valhalla.
Since I am thoroughly Jungian in my understanding of spiritual imagery,
the angelic demons I have encountered have been messengers. However,
they are messengers of my own unconscious psyche. Dreams are what
Douglas Hollan calls “selfscapes.” They are a dynamic representation of
what is going on from moment to moment in my psyche. As a consequence
I take angels and demons as metaphors for the tensions that exist in my
unfolding. There is no longer any temptation to identify with either angels
or demons and I allow the pesky things to come and go, transform from one
to the other and make my dreams lively and interesting. Bring ‘em on! ∞
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DREAMS IN THE NEWS

Dreams as

A n gels
Part Two
by Russell Arthur Lockhart, Ph.D.

(Note. At the end of Part One of this piece on “dreams as angels,”
my authorial intention was clear. But as the deadline for Part Two ap
proached, I seem to have collected only puzzle pieces that I couldn’t
quite ﬁt together. Before I could cobble this cluster into a clear nar
rative, I was visited by a dream. In the dream, I came upon a set of
small rough stones. As I picked each one up I could see writing on
the various surfaces but I could not make out the words. Yet, in some
mysterious way, I seemed to comprehend something of what was being expressed. When I woke, I had the sense that I must give up my
initial clear authorial intention and write from this place of stones. I’ve
resisted the effort to force the “stones” into coherence, into too deﬁnite
a shape, wondering if the rough edges might catch your imagination or
your breath and lead you into wrestling anew with your own dreams as
angels as I have wrestled with this one.)

T

he man asking the question was George Mackey,
professor of mathematics at Harvard. “How could you, a mathematician,
a man devoted to reason and logical proof ... believe that extraterrestrials
are sending you messages? How could you believe that you are being
recruited by aliens from outer space to save the world?”
It was May 1959. The man about to answer was already one of the great
mathematical minds of the twentieth century, but at this moment, he was
a patient at McLean Psychiatric Hospital. The answer John Nash gave to
Professor Mackey did not win the Nobel Prize, which would come later
in 1994, for Nash’s contributions to economics. But his answer is prizeworthy. John Nash replied: “Because the ideas I had about supernatural
beings came to me the same way that my mathematical ideas did. So I
took them seriously.”
In his mathematical visions, he saw the vision ﬁrst and whole, and only
later and laboriously did he work it out. Nash was a loner, having no
mentors, no followers. Well, not quite. His mind was his mentor and for
all its madness and genius he followed what his mind presented to him.

He took the contents of his mind seriously, no matter what. He bore wit
ness, he hosted. This is rare.1
What and where is the “place” from which these ideas arise? How shall
we name it? In part one of this piece, I referenced this place as some
“unknown, uncertain, elsewhere.” I’m happy with that for now.
Where does one learn to “take seriously” the full contents of one’s mind?
Not in school. (Just try to imagine a school where each child’s mind would
be taken seriously from the beginning.) Not in the workplace. (Just try to
imagine a workplace ... ) Not in relationships or in entertainments. (Just
try ... ) Not in therapy or treatment, where medication or other means are
used to quell, quiet, still, silence, stop, or eliminate such experiences and
any taking seriously one’s ideas about them. Old and primitive cultures
may have (hence mythologies and folklore and tales), but we moderns,
except in rare cases, do not. What is the cost of not taking the fullness
of our mind seriously?
Another who took his dreams, visions, delusions and hallucinations
seriously was Philip K. Dick, the novelist and short-story writer who
experienced a series of revelations in the period February-March, 1974.
He would later refer to this as his “2-3-74,” which he spent the rest of his
life trying to understand. His way of doing this was through an unparal
leled exploration of his mental processes. This exploration became the
basis of much of his ﬁction2 as well as the unprecedented written account
of his experiences (more than 18,000 pages), which he called Exegesis.3
This prodigious effort was not for his psyche, or for the salvation of
mankind. Rather, as he said, these two things were one and the same. In
view of my considering dreams as not about the past, but about the future,
one idea in particular that interests me that Dick developed was that the
future communicates backward to our mind and does so through dreams,
imagination, and stories. Imagine that!
This stuff of imagination, dreams, and, yes, madness, if taken seriously,
can be a great teacher. True listening to the voices of psychosis, as Jung
discovered, “reveals the foundation of our own being.” Extending this
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idea, Dick says, “What has got to be gotten over is the false idea that an
hallucination is a private matter.” The implications of this are astonishing.4
What these men were dealing with (and others before them and after
them of course) was what I call the ﬁctive mind, the mind that at its
roots engages in the spontaneous production of ﬁctions. By their very
nature these ﬁctions are different than what we call reality and should
not be judged by what we call reality. Fictions are not false. All ﬁctions
create “new worlds” that are stories, whether these be dreams, visions,
hallucinations, memories, novels, or our identity stories we create about
who we are. This process is inescapable, but how it is regarded is crucial.
What professor Mackey was saying might have been said by Newton, but
Nash’s answer would have set Goethe’s hands to clapping and his face
smiling. The secret is in taking your actual experience seriously—no mat
ter what the content, and this leads on to Goethean stories not Newtonian
stories—yet, stories all.
Kids take their own minds quite seriously by nature, resulting in their
learning language, learning play, learning art, learning story—none of
which have to be “taught” in the usual sense. But when we reach school
age, then our being taught in the ways we are taught fractures our relation
to the natural mind and we begin to lose our capacity to take our own
mind seriously. As we grow, we are complicit in deadening the child’s
storymind in ourselves and in others. This leaves us totally unprepared
to deal with the reality of the natural mind as it cyclically insists on itself
at various points in our growth. Separation from the story aspect of the
natural mind might be one way of characterizing the origin of the many
dysfunctions that begin to take control of most people’s lives. People’s
lives are still stories, still narratively structured, but then our stories are
more and more populated with demons.
Robert Olen Butler has been characterized as “the best living American
writer, period.” Arguable, of course, but certainly someone to listen to
when he reﬂects on the process of writing ﬁction. The 1993 Pulitzer Prize
winner asserts: “Art does not come from ideas. Art does not come from
the mind. Art comes from the place where you dream. Art comes from
your unconscious; it comes from the white-hot center of you.”5
While at ﬁrst seeming to be saying something different from John Nash, I
think Butler, Dick and Nash are all referring to the same general percep
tion: that the white-hot center from which “creation” springs is some place
other than what we usually think of as our conscious, rational, logical,
linear mind. The creation place, being other and elsewhere, is why we
need messengers and messages from there. We can’t just “go there” in
the same way we can go to the various habitats of our conscious mind.
Most moderns are desperately cut off from this white-hot center, or are
consumed by the ﬁery demons that result from its utter neglect. Primitive
man was immersed in contents thrown up into their experience from the
white-hot center. The story nature of these contents, and the storymind
that dominated man’s early experience, no doubt played a signiﬁcant role
in human evolution. The many scenarios played out in stories and dreams
and imaginings and cave paintings served to prepare the mind and body
for whatever would be encountered in so called “real” life.
This evolutionary signiﬁcance of story and what Butler calls the story
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space, is being brought more and more to light in contemporary brain
research in general and in sleep and dream research in particular. What is
now being discovered is that structures at all levels of brain function are
imposing narrative structure. Because of this I like to think of the brain
as a story engine, whether awake or asleep. While we are used to think
ing of dreams as occurring only in sleep, it now seems clear that we are
dreaming all the time, generating stories all the time. We become more
aware of this when we do sleep, when our conscious brain turns itself
off, and the body goes into paralysis.6 We are defenseless when we sleep,
but what we are experiencing then is more crucial to our lives than most
people ever know. There is a cost to taking the full range of our experience
seriously. But we pay an enormous price if we do not.
As I noted in Part One, “The courier awaits my reply.” What can I “send
back” with the messenger to that elsewhere aside from these skeletal
observations? And what about the “presence” the messenger and the
message engendered in me? My responses to these questions will be
taken up in Part Three. ∞

Endnotes
1
For an exquisite biography of John Nash and the story of his
self-treatment when all else failed, see Sylvia Nash, A Beautiful Mind.
New York: Simon & Schuster, 1998.
2
Dick lived much of his creative period in poverty and obscurity.
Recognition of his genius is increasing and especially as an inspiration
for more cinematic features of importance (e.g., “Blade Runner”) than
any other science ﬁction writer.
3
The Exegesis of Philip K. Dick, edited by Pamela Jackson and
Jonathan Lethem (New York: Houghton Mifﬂin Harcourt, 2011), fol
lows the publication of Jung’s Red Book by two years. Mining these two
exemplars of “taking seriously” will prove a boon to anyone who studies
them together.
4
The interested reader might consider the work of Marius
Romme, the Dutch psychiatrist and founder of the Hearing Voices
Movement.
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Robert Olen Butler, From Where You Dream: The Process of
Writing Fiction. New York: Grove Press, 2005.
6
For a brilliant account of this new research and its implications,
see Jonathan Gottschall, The Storytelling Animal: How Stories Make Us
Human. New York: Houghton Mifﬂin Harcourt, 2012.
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DREAM DUST MEMORIES

Kissed by an Angel
by Lorraine Grassano

M

any years ago, I had a brush with angels when
I was brashly and rather naively experimenting with techniques revealed
in The Art of Dreaming by Carlos Castaneda.
I wrote in my journal: I’m about a week into my dream work inﬂuenced
by Castaneda’s book. I realize the power, the danger of all this and I am
scared. I need a teacher! I feel like I’m tampering with something dangerous. The following morning, I recorded this dream:
I practice my “dream attention” on all these antiques in a library
that is in ruins from the earthquake (that occurred earlier in the
dream). Then I see a strange ﬁgure, a gnomish creature dressed
as a clown. I immediately recognize it as “alien energy” and
before I can listen to my fears, yell out loud, “YES!” I barely have
time to worry about this “scout” misinterpreting my “yes” to
mean that I “consent to stay” rather than merely go with it, when
I am whisked away to a huge yellow dome, criss-crossed with
thin, silver beams and inhabited by blonde women and girls; they
are dressed in yellow satin gowns and swinging on trapezes. All
these angelic-like women resemble my eighth grade math teacher,
but are different ages. Everything is a brilliant yellow and the
ambiance is sweet and peaceful. The gnome-clown is gone.
One of the women holds me in her arms as we swing on the trapeze and I watch, as well as become part of, a glorious rhythm,
a show with hundreds of other trapezes, swinging unattached
in the air at a multitude of levels, bathed in the golden light.
Shadows mingling with yellow satin. A vision so extraordinary
and indescribable that I believe it to be beyond the power of
my imagination. Then I remember again to practice my “dream
attention”(although this time I fail to use the tongue on the roof

of my mouth technique); I glance at the dome and shadows, but
suddenly my focus shifts to right in front of me—on the yellow
satin gown of the “angel” holding me. I vividly feel the satin
fabric with my ﬁngers, and then attempt to initiate my olfactory
sense. Her hair does not seem to have an odor, but then she kisses
me and I smell the subtle aroma of her lips and skin.
Then I am leaving the dome, walking down a hallway, wondering
how to wake up. Suddenly, two “angels”(they also are garbed in
yellow satin robes)— a little girl and a young adult male—call
out my name. I quicken my pace, recalling in The Art of Dreaming
how the “inorganic beings” will tempt me to stay in their world,
and I must not speak out loud my desire to do so. They follow
me. I tell them, “I cannot stay.” Then I feel bad and sad and say,
“Maybe . . . perhaps I will return.” I remember that Castaneda
visited the “Sponge-cave” world many times. I continue to walk.
Another angel— a tall, thin and ominous-looking male with a
faded yellow glow— appears way down the hall, back by the
dome door. I rush up the stairs, starting to panic because I am
unable to wake up. I know I am dreaming; yet it feels different
than simple lucidity. I’m aware of my eyes being open—I had
made an effort to open them in the dome, as if I was “waking
up into another dream”—a pre-requisite to entering the Second
Gate of dreaming. I decide not to focus on worrying about getting
back to my sleeping body. When I I reach the top of the stairs
and re-enter the destroyed library, I practice my “dream attention” on various books and shelves and walls, but realize that
the place is totally devoid of humans; it does not feel the same
as before at all, rather like a long time has passed or something.
All at once, I bolt awake with my heart pounding!
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At the time, I was recovering from knee surgery and had all the time
in the world to indulge in my lucid dreaming practices. Also, I was in
psychotherapy, struggling with anxiety, depression and acute feelings of
worthlessness and attempting to recover repressed memories of sexual
abuse. I had this rather misguided and arrogant notion that I could quickly
master the Second Gate of dreaming, contact an inorganic being, and make
a deal to remain in its world for awhile in exchange for direct evidence
of what had actually befell me in childhood.
Fortunately, where this fool rushed in, angels DID dare tread—although
I discovered, just as in Catholic dogma, that not all angels are necessarily
good. The angel in the dome who held me, however, was deﬁnitely look
ing after my best interests. I believe she re-guided my attempt to practice
my dream attention and led me to focus on what was right in front of
me—a gentle reminder to maintain awareness of the here and now, and to
be cautious in proceeding ahead with my experiments. The fact that she
took on the appearance of my junior high math teacher is important for
two reasons: not only because I had expressed a need for a teacher before
going to sleep that night, but speciﬁcally because her subject was math:
the logical part of my brain needed reinforcement to keep my psyche in
balance. I had entered an unknown realm where traditional knowledge was
no longer available—signiﬁed by the ruined library. My angel kissed me
and sent me on my way. She knew I was not yet ready to stay longer or
wander farther into the world of inorganic beings. But then I encountered
three more angels: two that called my name and I assumed were trying to
tempt me to stay (but maybe not). The third angel was no doubt up to no
good; his glow was fading and he was beckoning to where “my” angel/
teacher had just sent me away.
A few weeks later, I had one more ex
traordinary and terrifying dream before
deciding to give up on these experiments
until a shaman appeared in my life to
instruct me, or at least until my psychospiritual state was more stable and
evolved. Unfortunately, I have been
unable to ﬁnd the paper on which I re
corded this dream in meticulous detail.
The following account is merely what I
recall from memory:
I attain lucidity and practice my
dream attention by glancing at
objects in my dream room that also
exist in my “real” room. Then, I
will myself to fall asleep again in
the same position as my sleeping
body. When I open my dream-body
eyes a second time, I am laying in
a bed that does not at all resemble
the other two beds involved in my
journey so far, nor am I any longer
in my room or the dream version of
it. This bed is on the ﬂoor of a loft
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in a large, wooden warehouse. I believe that I have crossed over
into the Second Gate, as Castaneda described. Three strange
beings approach me. I ﬁgure they are scouts. One is a fabulously
garbed wizard at least 7 feet tall, who ﬂoats rather than walks. It
offers me what I want most in the world: access to full memories of
childhood—if I follow them into the realm of the inorganic beings
and express aloud my intent to remain there. The point of no return
apparently involves stepping off a loading dock. There are three
such platforms ahead of us; I am ushered to the center one. They
beckon me to jump— the wizard levitating above the abyss and
extending its hand to me and smiling. I’m not sure what happens
after that. I do remember hearing myself shout out my consent as
I ﬂy off the dock; and noticing that the wizard’s smile contains a
glint of wickedness. Then someone intervenes and shows me why
and how to change my mind. (The details of this scene are lost
to me). I manage to scramble back to the bed in the warehouse,
fall asleep and, after experiencing two false awakenings, regain
consciousness in my original reality. From my peripheral vision,
I sense a tiny, dark form, but it instantaneously dematerializes
into a leaf of my ﬁccus tree. For a long time to come, I am fear
ful that something malevolent may have followed me out of the
dream world.
Is there a reason that I cannot remember clearly the “angel” that rescued
me? Or locate that particular journal entry? (I am extremely organized, so
it seems odd that this dream is not with the others I recorded during my
experiments, and kept inside the front cover of The Art of Dreaming.) Was
the angel purposely remaining surrepti
tious in order to make a point? Perhaps
that is the lesson in all this. How im
portant really is it to retrieve all of our
memories? Is it not healthier to let go
of the ego’s lust for total control and
trust that another part of us—a higher
power— will help us to remember what
we need to and when, instead of forcing
the issue at all costs?
Perhaps the greatest angel of all is Wis
dom and she acted as my muse when,
after dreaming that I was kissed by an
angel, I noted the following:
I have a long road ahead to perfect my
dream attention and ﬁght my fear. I
must strengthen my will to choose life
in this world (develop my self-esteem),
or else I will be a goner in another
world. My dreams still carry a lot of
scary baggage. The purer my life gets,
the purer my dreams will get. This is a
life-long project.
Questions? Comments? Write to
Letters-to-the Editor % DNJ. ∞

DREAMTIMES: DREAM EXCHANGE
.

Light as a Feather
©2012 by Marlene King, M.A.

U

nassuming dream images, feelings or impres
sions can often be dismissed as insigniﬁcant in our high-tech world
of complexities and left-brained machinations. Morton Kelsey (Episco
palian theologian and Jungian therapist) uncovered a huge life-dream
from what was merely a “peach pit” image that led to profound healing
insights. Even more so than a dream fragment, a pervasive symbol can
be profoundly laden with layers of meaning for the dreamer—in the
waking or sleeping realm.

As birds were considered creatures of the sky and therefore closer to the
gods, feathers in North American cultures enabled communication with
Spirit, thus empowering chiefs to deliver the wisdom of the deities. The
Celts wore feather-covered robes to invoke sky gods and allow the wearer
to rise above the earthly arena. In Christianity, feathers represented vir
tue—in fact, three feathers were used to make signet rings that symbolized
Faith, Hope and Charity. Other symbolic meanings of feathers include
truth, speed, lightness, ﬂight and ascension.

The following dream symbol (and the circumstances surrounding it) was
submitted for discussion by Sandy, UT:

But the most common association to feathers is that they are a form of
communication from angels. Alice Landry (in her Signs of Angels) states,
“If you have prayed to the angels for guidance or for a sign that every
thing’s going to be okay, be sure to notice feathers, especially white ones.
They can appear as tangible objects on the ground
or ﬂoating from the air. Moreover, you may notice
a random image of a feather, such as on television
or on the side of a moving truck. The angels use
various means to get your attention and let you
know they’re here to help.”

“I had a dream about a feather, but didn’t recall it until my friend
mentioned the word, “feather,” during a phone
call the following day. When the word was
uttered, the visuals of the dream ﬂashed and
I could see the feather clearly. It /was lightcolored, not very big with a few brown accents.
I mentioned the feather dream to the person on
the phone, then the conversation went in other
directions. Later that day, I received an e-mail
from the person I had the conversation with
informing me that after our call, on her way
to a parking garage, she found a feather. I later
inquired as to what the feather looked like and
was told it was between 3” to 4” long, mostly
light-colored with some brown marks.”

To examine the layers of meaning indicated by this symbol, the dreamer
might consider a feather’s many universal qualities, in addition to its
attributes of color, size and what associations she has to it. In European
folklore, feathers were used to construct charms such as the “witches
ladder;” the colors of yarn that wove them together, in addition to the
feather’s color, determined the type of “spell” to be cast. For example,
brown feathers consistently symbolize stability, respect, home, grounding
and a virtuous soul.
You may contact Marlene marlene@chatlink.com

And when feathers appear in dreams, they can
signify the ability to move through life easily by
achieving a goal or overcoming challenges. Some
believe that feathers in dreams remind us we are
connected to our higher source and afﬁrm that we
are spiritual beings.
Was the brown feather in Sandy’s dream for herself or for her friend?
Since the dreamer reported that the friend in the phone conversation was
a special anam cara (soul friend), I suspect the friend was the catalyst
that enabled the dreamer to call up this suppressed or forgotten symbol. I
would suggest the dreamer actually obtain the feather her friend found— a
concrete symbol— and observe what thoughts, feelings, ideas or associa
tions surface, then explore them further. As with most dream symbols,
there is nothing simple or unassuming about them. They are rich with
layers of gold ready for us to mine. ∞
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BACK TO BAS ICS

Are Angels like
Santa Claus?
©2012 by Arthur Strock, Ph.D.

W

hat a disappointment at age seven to find out
that there was no Santa Claus!- When I realized that Santa
couldn’t cover his tracks in the snow, my dad made a valiant attempt to
keep up the deception by saying that the Lone Ranger and Tonto could
cover their tracks, so why not Santa? It didn’t work. So, Santa had just
been a big lie. I never had believed in the Easter Bunny, so that wasn’t a
problem. I had heard about angels, but never gave them much thought.
As I grew older, angels were vaguely moved into a recessed category of
my mind that included Santa, the Easter Bunny and characters from fairy
tales. They just didn’t exist.
Fast forward a few decades and I found my neighbor telling me about
how her son with Down’s Syndrome had come out of his bedroom one
day and noticed a magazine on the coffee table open to a picture of the
Archangel Michael. Pointing to the picture, he said, “Oh, there’s Mikey,
see his fork.” Bobby was severely cognitively delayed and didn’t know
the word for sword, or possibly didn’t even know what a sword was.

with arms extended high, was miraculously lifted straight up and then
draped forward over the top of the dining room table. When Lois told
Bobby what had happened, he responded casually, “That was Mikey.”
Bobby needed a healthy mother during the last couple of years of life when
his own health problems necessitated considerable care and monitoring.
Michael had prevented an accident and made sure Lois would be available
for Bobby. When Lois told me about the incident, she mentioned that she
even had big bruises on her upper arms.
Knowing that I would be writing about angels and dreams, I wondered
how you, while reading this article, might beneﬁt from knowing about
angels. I’ve had only one dream that included angels: one in which tiny
angels of light came out of the ground. I really needed more information
about angels. So, as usual, I requested information through my dreams...
... and I dreamt:

Bobby’s mother, Lois, had often heard him talking to someone when alone
in his room, and had previously asked Bobby to whom he was talking; he
had always been evasive. But now when she asked about Mikey, Bobby
told her that Mikey was the friend who came to his room and even danced
with him. Lois had no trouble believing him. Bobby didn’t know what
a lie was and didn’t make up stories. Archangel Michael was a presence
in their home.

My visual ﬁeld is ﬁlled with very small squares, each with the
same cartoon-like face. All of them are repeatedly saying a
word, as if synchronized. It isn’t quite clear what the word is
although it might be “yes.” The effect is positively delightful.
Although it seems that the dream is in color, it also seems to
be monochromatic. The same morning, I heard inner music
while waking up. The words to the music were, “Ho, ho, ho,
the wind blows free.”

One Sunday afternoon, while reading the Sunday paper, Lois started to
get up from her chair at the dining room table and slipped on a section
of the newspaper that was on the ﬂoor next to her. Having just recovered
from a fall resulting in a broken wrist, another fall might have proved
disastrous. The fall was prevented as she felt strong hands grab her upper
arms. Her husband John watched in awe from the living room as his wife

These results were certainly not the overly ambitious, all inclusive state
ment that would have meaning for all. Possibly the point of the dream of
many faces was that angels must be very personal for each individual. A
“one size ﬁts all” statement might have very little meaning at all. Another
possibility, however, might be that the word “yes” was simply an abbrevia
tion for a statement that might mean, “Yes, angels exist.”
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The “Ho, ho, ho…” embedded in music was delightful and a reminder
of my belief that musical dream messages come from a higher source,
possibly angels. Still searching for more from my dreams, another night
culminated with what might be considered dream music in the form of
a song entitled “Cecilia.” For many, Cecilia is the patron saint of music.
The dream was still another reminder that dream music can come from
a higher source.
The day that I recalled the dream about Cecilia, I had brought out my
metal detector and headed over to a nearby playing ﬁeld to ﬁnd what I
lightheartedly call “buried treasure.” While listening to the intermittent
buzz tones through the headphones of my metal detector and enjoying
the vibrant colors of a clear spring day, Michael and the angels were far
from my mind. To my surprise, as I bent down to check a buzzing that
might have signaled a lost coin, I was rewarded by ﬁnding a very large
feather. Doreen Virtue, in her writings about the Archangel Michael, has
stated that feathers are Michael’s calling card. In the past, calling on help
from Michael has often resulted in feathers showing up in my life in a
most unexpected and synchronous way. Once again, a feather had shown
up—this time the largest feather I’ve ever found.

“Because angels are such
high frequency beings,
very few people ever
see or hear them.
So they make their
presence known in other ways. Little white
feathers are their symbols, so if an angel
wants to draw your attention to the fact that
it is there, it will leave a little white feather in
an unexpected place.”
“Acknowledge the angels when you see a little
white feather. If you see a cluster of them or
several in a line, take special notice.
The angels are around
you in force.”
~ Diana Cooper

Messages from angels are not always the more focused and direct com
munications that individuals like Lois have experienced multiple times.
Most likely the appearance of angels is based on one’s known or unknown
need to accomplish a positive life mission.
Returning to thoughts of Santa and the Easter Bunny, they are with us
too, although in quite different ways. Whatever the case, the large feather
was an important reminder that angels are in fact with us—and not simply
imaginary, like Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny. ∞
You may contact Arthur at arthurstrock@comcast.net

Communing
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charles d. laughlin, ph.d.
topics covered
t
t
t
t
t
t

Dreaming
Shamanism
Neuroanthropology
Jungian Theory
Paranormal Dreams
Neuroscience

Communing with the Gods presents the most com
prehensive account of culture and dreaming avail
able in the anthropology of dreaming, and is written
by an anthropologist who is also trained in neurosci
ence, and who is himself a lucid dreamer and Tibetan
Tantric dream yoga practitioner. The book touches on
shamanism and anthropological theories of dream
ing, ‘paranormal dreams’, lucid dreaming, and what we
know about how the brain produces dreams and why.

ISBN: 978-0-9807111-6-5
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Dream Inspired Poetry by Susan Finch Stevens

Shade-stone
My dream
encircles
the deep
thought
of trees.
I unclothe
the fragrant
shade-damp
loam,
gather leafrot
to stitch
a cloak
for hiding
beneath,
bearing
its weight
like stone.
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Touch Drawing by Deborah Koff Chapin

DNJ/ Summer 2012 23

A Path to Soul
by Sandy Steckling

I

nitially, I started to journal this dream in order
to bring the love and joy the dream contained closer, down to earth, to
imprint upon myself how vivid and uplifting it was. As I look back, I see
the experience of the dream was an illustration of qualities of the soul, but
I didn’t have the message of the dream until I wrote it down and opened
to the dream, in my waking state.
Some months before the
dream, close loved ones
had died, I had to have sev
eral surgeries and I found
myself faced with ﬁnancial
challenges. When the dream
came, I had just turned the
corner and I was gaining
relatively stable emotional
and ﬁnancial stability… but
I was feeling worn out.
An added context for un
derstanding the dream’s
meaning is an event that
occurred some time prior to
the dream. Months earlier, I met with a man to whom a close friend, and
spiritual teacher, had referred me. In this man’s life perspective, we evolve
through lifetimes, progressively achieving degrees of union with the soul
until we have complete union (viewed as not the ﬁnal destination, but an
important event). He felt, in terms of this full union, that I was half way
there. This man had been so accurate and insightful about many aspects
of my life that I remained open to his perception.

I am outdoors. I am in Spokane, WA., the town where I grew up.
I have just turned the corner and I am walking down the street.
I notice that any feeling I might have had of worry, guilt, fear
or stress falls away and I am free of them. I feel good that I feel
good. It is here that the dream begins to change. A feeling of being uplifted comes over me. At ﬁrst subtle, then becoming more
pronounced as I walk, I
know something intimate
and familiar is happening but I don’t know what
it is, except that joy has
entered me and is lifting
me up. I am happy. Very
happy.
I notice I am walking
down a sidewalk. There
are big old trees on each
side of the sidewalk.
Their big leafy branches form an arch over
my head. I am walking
under the arch of the
branches. Sunlight is coming through the branches in places, so
I know the sun is out, but I am in the cool shade of the trees. The
air feels warm with a hint of crispness. It feels wonderful. The
trees are big and caressing and encompassing. The leaves on the
trees are continuously moving as a breeze rustles through them.
I feel this same breeze moving through my hair.

I had two extremes of response to this; ﬁrst, if I—with all my limitations
and deﬁcits—was halfway there, it didn’t say much for being there. My
second response was; if all I am, or have ever been—now, or in any life,
here or anywhere, in all my potentials and possibilities—if all this, the
whole universe within me, is only halfway there, how much is required
to be all the way there? And how would I ever even do it?

What I would call the presence of the sacred begins to inform the
dream. The energy within all the forms in the dream is either waking up with a vividness, vitality, and immediacy, or I am waking
up to it. I experience what is outside of me is also inside of me.
The energy expressing from and through everything, is the same
one presence. Experiencing this presence makes me triumphantly
joyful and I know this is a wonderful gift.

So, it was in the context of being very worn out and pondering this soul
union, that I had this dream.

I begin to skip. I am accentuating the skips, making each skip as
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Dream Drawing by Sandy Steckling

big as I can, the way I used to do. I am so pleased with
everything! I couldn’t be happier. I even notice/see inside
my right knee, the metal piece that is there from my knee
replacement (actually did have one and I am happy that it
works alright for me to skip).
Simultaneously, in the background, there is a melody I am
hearing. Very soft, I scarcely notice it at ﬁrst because it
resonates so well with everything I am experiencing. I am
humming the melody, or it is humming me. I begin to differentiate the words to the melody. The song is “Somewhere.”
And the words come, “somewhere a place for us, peace
and quiet and open air, wait for us, somewhere.” And the
humming continues, in myself and in the dream. I am humming. The dream is humming. More words come, “someday
a time for us, time together, time to share.”
This wonderful melody softly carries and lifts me up while
I am skipping. I am so happy and contented. I am fulﬁlled
with everything my heart desires. Then, I awaken.
The full thrust of the dream—and I believe the message too—came
only after I had awakened and was journaling the dream. I was in
my practice, after the dream, of entering the dream, opening to it
and I realized that not all of the words to the song had been expe
rienced in the dream. I had a sense that I was missing something
and that it was important to write down all the words to the song.

take you there.” I am understanding these words literally. Only the soul
can get me to the future in some respects. The soul must lead the way; I
must become more as soul, and not the other way around.
As I think about it, in this partnership I can take the soul, not there, but
here. I can connect to soul here, right in the here and now. The soul is
both here, now, and there… in my future. In the esoteric tradition, points
along the way are called initiations and mark the path toward the soul.
A mountain often symbolizes initiation; the disciple must ascend the
mountain of initiation, often on his or her knees, with humility. I see the
mountain and I see the divine coming through too, that part of us most
connected to soul. Only the soul can “take me there.” Indeed, it indicates
the way I will get there, with the help of the soul.
My life includes the soul, but certainly not all of the soul. Although, I
believe the soul includes all of me. What is here of soul brings joy, well
being, meaning, and compassion. How lucky I am that the soul comes to
me and reveals itself to me, as it did in this dream. What will the hand
of the soul be like to hold? What will the hand of the soul impart on this
journey? It thrills me to imagine. And it humbles me in gratitude, for the
blessings bestowed on all of us dream lovers, who are lucky enough to
be visited by Soul. ∞

For some reason, I believe I had to be both completely awake, and
simultaneously opened to the dream, for those ﬁnal words to come
through, as if the dream didn’t want me to miss the words, and
was holding them until it got my full conscious attention. When
the last words came through they had a tremendous weight and
gravity to them that was not present anywhere else in the dream.
Each word felt like it weighed as much as the world, as I birthed
each word into consciousness one by one.
The rest of the words that came were, “Hold my hand and we’re
halfway there,” “hold my hand and I will take you there.” I knew
this was the message of the dream. I mentioned earlier, in the
context of my life, I had been pondering complete union with the
soul and being half way there. I was told this was the case for me
and I remained open to the possibility of it being true.
And here it was, “Hold my hand and we’re halfway there.” This
message was coming from the source behind the dream, the same
sacred presence that infused the dream with joy and brought it
to life. In my view, this source, this sacred presence, is the soul.
I wonder if the soul longs for us, as we do for it. In the words
“hold my hand,” I feel the soul is reaching for me, too. I am not
alone. There is a partnership we have. It is not just me striving to
go forward, to reach a destination. And the words “and I will take
you there,” speaks to what I believe is true, that the soul has and
should have the ﬁnal word. “There” refers to the future. “I will
You may contact Sandy at ssteckling@msn.com

“Abundance” by Artist: Robin Maynard-Dobbs
DNJ/ Summer 2012
robin@awareeating.com ~ http://www.awareeating.com
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Book Reviews by Rene Wadlow & Bambi Corso

One of the

Best-Selling
Dream Books
of all time

The Mystical
Magical
Marvelous
World of
Dreams
Over 200,000
copies in print
Wilda Tanner’s
dream classic offers the spiritual
seeker proven methods for using dreams
as guidance to heal, resolve problems,
and create health, wealth, and enlighten
ment. Fascinating information on dream
research, where we go when we dream,
recalling dreams, lucid dreams, and more!
$22.95 QP, 380 pages, ISBN 978-0974700601
Distributed by Sparrow Hawk Press,
New Leaf, Partners West,
and The Distributors

Discover the

Power of Your True
Spiritual Self
Mystical
Magical You
Tanner’s latest
book guides you
along a fabulous
journey of selfdiscovery and
exploration of
your spiritual
powers.The mysteries of how past
lives influence your present existence
and the power of that knowledge are
revealed through meditation, journaling,
and mindful creation. Learn how to
fulfill your highest potential!
$16.95 QP, 328 pages, ISBN 9780974700618
Distributed by Sparrow Hawk Press

Wild Comet
Publishing llc
TO ORDER: 800.386.7161
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The Way of the
Green Troubadour
by David Sparenberg
(2011, 127pp. Only $6)
Ordering information
from David’s email address
earthartsturtleisland@yahoo.com)
Reviewed by Rene Wadlow

As David Sparenberg notes in his intro
duction to these poems on nature themes,
“True poets are troubadours, that is, makers
of love songs. True poems are love songs.
If they are not, they are protests against the
denials and abuses of love which is, after
all, only the negative way of indicating the
primary and primordial scandal: deﬁcit,
and the need to increase love in this hardedged world.”
His poems and short prose texts are dedi
cated to the development of a green culture
and a sustainable civilization by a new
awareness of our relations to Nature, as in
“The Texture of Dirt:”
If a man handles
soil, wood or stone
he may consider
the nature of the human hand
construction of creation
and possibilities
to survive
and even ﬂourish…
then contemplate
please,
the feeling of stone
nesting in your palm
the dexterity necessary
to mend a fractured branch
the texture
of dirt between your ﬁngers.

This need for a new awareness of Nature
comes at a time when we must make critical
choices with a sense of urgency “of mountains and rivers, of forests and coastlines,
of lands and waters. Of gulls blown inland
on high winds and of the feeling sense of
coming rain and coming changes.”
Humans have responsibilities. “We are
eyes looking at creation’s wonders and
at ourselves. We are ears listening to the
diversity of life forms and to one another…
We are Earth’s communication network…
What happens with belonging and to peace
of mind when I am one with wild wind
talking through lofty trees or scented with
the pulse beat of the ocean?”
The Green Troubadour is related to the
shaman. “The shaman did face to face
combat with the spirits of disease and
choreographed dances of ecstasy with the
spirits of healing.”
The shaman is a watcher of the patterns
of birds, one who touches the Earth and
feels the Sky and prays for the seasons, the
grandfather redwoods, the glaciers and the
spirit of life.
David Sparenberg weaves selections of his
poems into a one-man performance — an
In House Theatre event, “Dreamtime on the
Ecozoic Threshold.” The Ecozoic Era (or
Ecological Age), a term coined by the eco
theologian Thomas Berry, is the present
Earth time in which the human species is
challenged to become a human community,
attain species maturity and live according
to an ecosophic responsibility for planetary
diversity, integrity, sanity and survival,
engaged in long term healing behaviors
through green culture, sustainable civiliza
tion, voluntary simplicity and spontaneous
acts of beauty.

In “Each Miracle Tremulant,” he writes:
Teach me the emotions of
Thunderstorms.
Instead of greed
Instruct me in the industries
Of butterﬂies and bees.

Some of David Sparenberg’s poems are
published in the Transnational Perspec
tives section of “Another Life Force.” He is
frequently published in the Dream Network
Journal and serves as one of DNJ’s book
review editor. ∞

Dreaming
The Soul Back Home:
Shamanic Dreaming for Healing
and Becoming Whole
by Robert Moss
New World Library, June 2012
Reviewed by Bambi Corso

BECOME THE SHAMAN
OF YOUR SOUL
“Robert Moss reveals a powerful map of how to
recover our soul through shamanic dreaming. This
is an inspiring and important book!”

We suffer pain or trauma or abuse.

We
are compelled to make a painful life choice,
such as leaving a partner or a job or a home,
and part of us resists that choice and still
clings to the old relationship or the old
place. Sometimes the choice is not even
ours and we experience a deep sense of
loss. We fall into depression or addiction
or make compromises with the world as
we understand it, thus giving up on our
big dreams of life and leaving a piece of
us behind.
We all know the pain of needing to let
go, while continuing to hold on for dear
life. We ebb and we ﬂow, we gain and we
lose, we love and we long for. Meanwhile
our dreams remind us that we have left
something behind, a part of our self, a part
of our soul.
Bestselling author and world-renowned
dream explorer, Robert Moss, addresses
this subject in his newest book, Dreaming
The Soul Back Home: Shamanic Dreaming
for Healing and Becoming Whole. Moss
understands that these challenging
situations often create a loss of our vital
life energy and identity, and he adroitly
speaks to the healing affects that dreams
have on recovering the lost aspects of our
souls.
Dreaming the Soul Back Home, my
favorite of Moss’ books, is a practical tool
and experiential guide in soul recovery.
“Dreams not only show us what the soul
wants, they also show us where it has
gone,” writes Moss. He teaches us about
soul loss, what it is, how it happens, and
how dreams come to us to assist in the
healing process. He shares presentations
of dream imagery that we can all relate to
when some aspect of soul loss has affected

— Sandra Ingerman, MA, author of Soul Retrieval
“Since reading Robert Moss’s powerhouse of a book,
my dreams have been speaking to me in completely
new and startling ways. I have no idea how he imbues
each page with shamanic truth that actually changes
you as you read it, but he does. If you have any
interest in your dream life, you will be enthralled and
forever changed by this work.”
— Jennifer Louden, author of
The Life Organizer and The Woman’s Comfort Book

also available as an ebook | www.newworldlibrary.com

us. “We dream again and again of the old
place, or Grandma’s house, or high school,
or the house we shared with a former
partner. These dreams may be telling us
that we left part of our vital energy and
identity in that phase of our lives. Or,
we may dream of a younger same-sex
companion and ﬁnd we are dreaming of
a younger aspect of ourselves that went
missing at her age because of bad things
that were happening… Again and again in
dreams, our higher or Greater Self comes
stalking us, giving us the chance to forge
a connection that may bring more of soul
or spirit into the body than was with us
before.”
Infused with an indigenous quality in
approach, this is a breakthrough book on
a subject that deserves deep attention and
care because we all experience this type of
soul loss at some point in our lives.
Dreaming the Soul Back Home consists

of 15 chapters, including Dreamers as
Shamans, Understanding Soul Loss,
Dream Roads to Wholeness, The Royal
Road to Soul Recovery, House of Healing
and Ancestral Healing and Spiritual
Release. Numerous exercises are given
throughout the book allowing the reader to
work with various techniques ﬁrst-hand.
In addition, Moss shares many examples
of the ways in which soul speaks to us
through dreams.
I found myself fascinated by every chapter
and experienced epiphanies throughout
the entire reading. Moss shared new
ways of working with dreams that I had
not considered and I embraced the idea
of becoming my own shaman so that I
could help promote my own healing and
wholeness. This book is an exquisite
addition to the dreaming community and
I recommend it to everyone who enjoys
working with dreams for personal growth,
development and healing. ∞
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Who Are the Strangers
in the Night?
by Mary Patricia Scanlon

M

y dreams have entertained and interested
me ever since I can remember. They have also frightened me,
repulsed me and confused me. I have interacted and run away from a
number of strangers, ugly and beautiful, kind and menacing, who tell me
things that sound sometimes profound,
more often downright odd. Jungian
psychology has altered my whole idea
of the dreams that are given to me each
night while I sleep. In his book, Dreams
and Healing, John Sanford wrote,
“dreams originate from the center of
the personality, as if there is a ‘Casting
Director’ within us who plans the
drama, selects the actors, and directs
the story. Furthermore, every detail
in the dream is there for a purpose,
and there is always a reason why the
‘Casting Director’ chooses a particular
ﬁgure rather than another.”
When I read that passage, I immediately
recalled a dream that my sister had
told me 45 years ago. As she relayed
the dream, I felt a twist of fear in my
gut for no apparent reason. Thinking
about it always gave me an uneasy
feeling that there was something afoot
in my dreams that I had no control over.
In her dream, my sister had a conversation with a man who “looked
familiar.” She mentioned this to him and he responded, “I am one of the
dream ﬁgures that live inside you. My purpose is to play different roles
in your dreams, but you aren’t supposed to recognize us so we wear
different disguises and play different parts. I was a policeman in your
dream last week and I shouldn’t have appeared so soon again, but I am
substituting for someone who is sick.” My sister noted that he seemed
embarrassed by this situation and she also remembered him appearing
as a policeman in the dream he mentioned. Interestingly enough, this
dream conversation took place underwater in a swimming pool after the
man bumped his head.
Author John Sanford describes the human personality as being like a
village of people. He describes the ego as an important person in this
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village, but by no means dominant, so that the ﬁgures of our dreams
are, so to speak, the villagers who make up the community of the Self.
What a revelation it was to me to learn that every person in my dream is
an aspect of myself! Among this cast of characters in our dreams where
we are involved in the action is the
dreamer herself, called the dream ego.
Often we can ﬁnd a similarity between
our waking life and the dream, but
just as often, we act in ways that seem
beyond our understanding. Not only
are our dreams ﬁlled with strange
people, they are full of animals and
objects that are also partial aspects
of our total personality. According to
author Jeremy Taylor, “dream ﬁgures
are living entities in various guises,
animated and alive, to be recognized,
related to, and honored. The strangers
who meet us in dreams do not like to
be analyzed or treated like an object of
scrutiny, dissected or pulled apart like
a laboratory animal.” I have personally
discovered that the strangers I meet in
my dreams do not want to do the work
for me. One aspect of my personality
that I have come to see clearly is my
wanting to ﬁnd the “quick and easy”
way of doing things. When I ﬁrst gathered up the courage to speak to
one of the strangers in my dream, I was under the impression that he
would be more than happy to supply me with insights about my true self,
a fast track toward transformation. Fortunately, with his irritated retort
that “this dream isn’t just about you,” I was quickly put in my place and
reminded that dreamwork is slow, hard work without short cuts. I have
a growing respect for all of the strangers I meet in my dreams; toward
many of them I also feel protective and affectionate. I am trying to train
myself to ask them the two questions recommended by Jeremy Taylor:
“Who are you? For what purpose have you come to me?”
Taylor states that the stranger the dream image, the greater the potential
for our continuing transformation, because images that come from the
deep layers of the archetypal consciousness will likely be more “ego
alien.” At a time of my life when I was ﬁnding the courage to claim my

“Collective Soul Search” by Orna Ben-Shoshan

gifts as a lay pastoral minister, I met a series of weirdly strange dream
ﬁgures. The very ﬁrst time I faced down a nightmare ﬁgure (rather than
screaming to wake myself up), it was a little alien baby that I had given
birth to. I watched from my prone position on a hospital gurney as he
walked and talked, thinking to myself that I didn’t remember having
sexual relations with an alien, but this is not a human baby. This alien
creature hopped onto my chest saying he could kill me, and I circled my
hands around his neck and responded, “Yes, and I can kill you, too.”
When I remember this dream, I can still get in touch with the powerful
energy I felt on awakening and know that I was in the process of gaining
courage to do the things I felt called to do.
The dream theory of the Senoi Indians closely resembles many of the
ideas of Jungian psychology. For instance, the idea that a person should
make peace with the ﬁgures of her dreams and come to terms with them
parallels the Jungian idea that the unconscious reﬂects the face we turn
toward it. Like the Senoi, Jung also sees the dream as a guide for the
soul and a way to preserve and maintain health. The Senoi morning
ritual reminded me of breakfast in my own house when my sister and
I shared our dreams each morning. I can still remember the energy and
emotional connection I felt on those days when my mother or my aunt
shared dreams with us. Unfortunately, our family didn’t carry this ritual
any further than the telling of a dream, unlike the Senoi, who believed
that dreams were the natural way in which their inner spiritual forces
contacted them. They knew that dreams were meant to be recognized,
discussed and understood. In Sanford’s book Dreams and Healing he
writes, “to the Senoi, dream characters were ‘bad’ only as long as one
refused to come to grips with them. The dream ﬁgures represented real
spiritual forces that came for a purpose and to which a person could
relate. In their culture it was always possible for a person to change her
dream environment by properly relating to her dream ﬁgures. Unless the
hostile dream ﬁgures were related to, the negative dream environment
would be reproduced in outer society and life, or a person would become
separate from her own Self.”
The most distinctive feature of Jungian psychology in dream work is
the idea of the collective unconscious. It is in this dimension, deeper
than the personal unconscious, where the strangest dream ﬁgures,
the archetypes, live and the place where all of us are connected. The
collective unconscious is the inherited experience of the entire human
race, the realm that contains patterns for life. Research has shown that
the dreams of disabled people are no different than the dreams of those
without a handicap! Even a person who has never walked, does so in
his dreams. There are archetypal images that are part of our basic given
psychic nature and do not come from personal experience. The human
psyche is the same all over the world; it is the inner experience of the
human body, which is essentially the same in all human beings, with
the same organs, instincts, impulses, conﬂicts and fears. Etched into our
soul is the memory of all life and the whole realm of human experience,
even that which existed before humans became conscious.
As a student nurse, I stood in amazement and wonder the ﬁrst time I
witnessed a beating heart during surgery. This same feeling of awe came
to me with learning about the inner, invisible world of archetypes and
the collective unconscious. Dreams are above all an invitation from the

“I have a growing respect for
all of the strangers I meet in
my dreams; toward many of
them I also feel protective
and affectionate.
I am trying to train myself
to ask them the two questions
suggested by Jeremy Taylor:
“Who are you?
For what purpose
have you come to me?”
archetypal self for relationship. I had such an invitation from a dream 46
years ago when I met the most frightening dream ﬁgure out of all the cast
of characters I have ever met. In the dream I am searching for the perfect
room, going through rooms in a house, opening and closing doors; none
of the rooms are what I am searching for. As I open the attic door, I see
before me, a room of perfection and beauty, with gauzy curtains blowing
in a soft breeze. I am ﬁlled with delight as I look around. Finally I have
found the perfect room. It is a bedroom and ahead I see the back of
a beautiful woman dressed in a gown of ﬂowing pastel colors. She is
looking in a mirror and brushing her long hair. As I approach her, she
turns and says, “Where have you been, I have been waiting for you.”
I scream in terror... she looks exactly like me... and I awaken with a
pounding heart, afraid and trembling.
As I continue to study and work with my personal dreams, I hope that
“one enchanted evening” I will, for a second time, meet this “stranger
who looks like me” and I will engage her in conversation, regardless of
any fear. Indeed, I desire to embrace all of these inner strangers. The
invisible world of dreams is becoming as real to me as the visible outer
world. I am taking the advice of Rumi, “to work in the invisible world
at least as hard as in the visible.” My belief is that God within, who
reaches out to me in my dreams and invites me to see myself in a truer
way, is what motivates me for this work.
. Each morning as I revisit my dreams, I know that bowing to the
dream is as important as understanding it, for as Jung said, “it is not
understanding the dream that brings about transformation, but it is the
intensity with which we engage the images.” As we learn to embrace the
stranger within, as we come to a fuller realization of who we really are,
we will embrace the outer world at the same time. Someday there will
be no strangers among us. ∞
Mary Patrician Scanlon is a current student of the Haden Institute Dream
Leader Training. She is a registered nurse and retired pastoral minister.
You may contact her at larrypatscanlon@aol.com
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Close
to my Personal Angels
by Noreen Wessling in collaboration with Jim Fitzpatrick

M

um is my first ANGEL!

I remember as a wee tot that she would say this little prayer with me,
“Father, Mother, God and the ANGELS, bless us as we sleep tonight and
bless us that we may sleep tight.”
I was born in 1937 in Edinburgh, Scotland during the time surrounding
the Second World War. My Dad was drafted into the Army and sent off
to Egypt and North Africa. There, he fared much better than Mum and
I – having only to deal with being chased about the Sahara by Field
Marshall Rommel.

In 1952, my parents and I immigrated to America via one of the ﬁrst
Pan Am air ﬂights. We were immensely excited to come to a place of
sunshine instead of living in a place where the weather is gauged mostly
in shades of grey on a scale from 1 to 10; Edinburgh wasn’t called Ole
Reeky for nothing....
Our immigration to America was made possible by a ‘mean old aunt’ of
my Mother’s, who had dropped dead and left all her monetary riches to
us! She wasn’t so mean after all.

We in Scotland suffered in claustrophobic air-raid shelters amid citywide
blackouts, gagging in gas masks while bombs exploded not too far away.
Then, there was the food rationing amid all the various other unpleasant,
unexpected happenings. Certainly Dad ate better than we did during
those years!
None-the-less, even in this time of war, ANGEL blessings thrived. I felt
a strength begin growing in me—the courage, persistence and a passion
to live an artistic life, in all the meanings of the word ‘artistic.’
A powerful ANGEL experience happened to me at around age 7. We
lived in Montrose, a lovely seaside town in Scotland. One day, I ambled
quietly by myself along the dunes by the ocean. I liked to perch on rocks
and ﬁnd just the one perfect rock for the moment and so I plopped down
on one facing the sea. Gazing over the ocean as in a trance, I experienced
the whole Universe as a complete, timeless Oneness. At that moment, I
felt an amazing sensation of being surrounded by ANGELIC Beings.
But being only 7 and not knowing what or how to express this experience,
I told no one about it. Not, that is, until
decades later when on a visit to my
favorite Uncle Willie in Scotland, I
decided to share the whole story with
him. He expressed astonishment and
then told me of a similar experience
happening to him. Amazing! We
became even closer on this auspicious
day. Very fortunate for me, as he died
about 2 months later. Some things are
simply meant to be.
My Mum saved many drawings and paintings that I created in school
from as early as age 6. I call these my “Wee Kid Art” and have put them
into an Image Book for posterity.
On the front cover of this book is my favorite colored chalk drawing of
two ANGELS beside a 6-ﬁngered smiling witch and her cauldron.
Further in the same book is my illustrated “Life of Moira Shearer,”
which I drew at 9 years old. I had seen The Red Shoes and had a strong
desire to be a ballerina like Moira when I grew up. My drawings picture
Moira dancing from the age of three all the way till she died.
Each picture in this little masterpiece had a commentary. My comment
on the last picture: “Moira Shearer is DEAD... what a shame.” In my
drawing she is cross-legged on a blue cloud, smiling, with her clearly
deﬁned (and well earned) ANGEL wings extending from her back!
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We sent then, and I continue to send now, blessings to her! Even Mean
Old Mrs. M acted as an ANGEL.
The years pass and I continue to feel the ANGELS hither and thither
about me. Now I sometimes call them fairies or elves. I live in the pine
woods just outside a village in Ohio. Sometimes at night, especially
on a clear, crisp winter night, I can hear a deep rhythmic pulsation
interspersed with an echoing warble that drifts up from the valley, which
spreads out below where I live and, yes, I know this is a train, but is it
not also an ANGELIC song? And what of the sound we call the wind?
Or the sparkle of light reﬂecting through a crystal on a sunny afternoon?
And the time on my birthday when the train did not hit my car when I
became caught inside the gates of a train crossing? And when, on my
way to the chiropractor, a fellow zipped out of a drive and whacked my
car, spinning me 180 degrees and yet caused me no more than a bit of
whiplash – which my chiropractor put to rights within an hour? All of
these have solid explanations that any scientist would appreciate....
But why wouldn’t we expect our ANGELIC helpers to aid us in other
than the simplest ways possible? Do we not ﬁnd the greatest miracles
within the commonplace events of our lives? – so ubiquitous and yet
so ignored.
Today I don’t draw angels so much as when I was a child, but I sense
their possibility and presence now more than ever. ∞
View Noreenʼs website at
http://www.creativespirit.net/noreens7artsstudio/
You may contact her at NoreenFW@cinci.rr.com
Jim may be contacted at jﬁtz47@mac.com

The Dream of the Black Skull
by Greg Bogart, Ph.D.

D

reams often arise synchronistically at the time
of significant events. The day after I learned that my father was
gravely ill in the hospital, ten weeks before he passed away, I dreamed:
I’m with my wife, Diana, digging next to our house. I unearthed
a black skull, with prominent jaw and teeth. It could have been
the skull of a wolf or wolverine.
The skull of death emerged within my unconscious. The skull reminded
me of a mask, like the carved and painted masks that ﬁlled my father’s
study, and heightened my awareness that he would soon be joining the
world of the beloved ancestors.
The skull’s prominent jaw and teeth alluded to biting aggression and anger,
ﬁerce oral craving, and the way Diana and I, like many couples, sometimes
argue. It was unclear in the dream whether this was a fossilized skull, or
whether it was carved in stone, a carved stone skull mask. It occurred
to me that the skull was a philosopher’s stone, comprising the union of
opposites of love and hate. This dream image evoked the insight that a
loving relationship with Diana also sometimes awakens ﬁery aggression.
The prominent teeth also reminded me of going to see B. B. King at the
Apollo Theatre in Harlem when I was thirteen years old. I went with Ruth
McGhee, my beloved black nanny. Ruth was the person who ﬁrst sug
gested I learn to play the guitar. That night I was the only white kid in the
audience, which mainly consisted of African Americans, and I remember
how warmly welcomed I felt. I recall that while he played his solos, B.
B’s face lit up in a beautiful smile with the bright spotlight reﬂecting off
his sparkling white teeth. Because Ruth was an old friend of B. B. King
(she was the sister of Brownie McGhee, another great Blues musician),
we got to go backstage where I saw Big Mama Thornton (author of “Ball
and Chain” and other Blues hits) stumbling around backstage with her
bottle of whiskey. Frisky-looking women in tight dresses were fussing

over their makeup. One of B. B.’s managers walked into the room and
opened up an enormous briefcase stuffed with pornographic magazines.
He made a point of showing them to me. The whole scene was dreamlike
and surreal. Then I met the warm and gracious B. B. in the ﬂesh, shook
his hand, and he let me hold his guitar, Lucille. This actually happened!
I’m not blowing steam here.
I also remember that while I held B. B. King’s guitar backstage at the
Apollo Theatre in Harlem, I was wearing a cast on my arm, because I had
broken a ﬁnger playing basketball. It was a Thursday night in February
1971, and my mother took me to the Emergency Room of Roosevelt
Hospital. I had been in the hospital before, but that was the ﬁrst time I
saw people with serious injuries and illnesses, gunshots and stab wounds.
I saw the cuts and bruises of a man who’d been beaten up in a barroom
brawl, as I sat waiting for the doctor to wind a plaster cast onto my hand.
It was the night of a New Moon in Pisces, astrological sign of hospitals,
disabilities, and the universality of suffering. My feeling of compassion
for humanity was awakened. I felt the same concern when I walked
around in Harlem among people who were visibly poorer than people in
my neighborhood. The memory of these interconnected events is resonant
with emotional meaning and depth for me. And memories of the hospital
and suffering humanity were united with awareness of my father lying
poised between life and death in a hospital bed at that moment. All of this
was contained in the condensed symbolism of the black skull. All of this
varied emotional content was joined, sealed, and uniﬁed in an ecstatic
moment, brought together by my black skull dream as a “uniting fact,”
a symbol of wholeness. ∞

Greg Bogart, Ph.D. is a Psychotherapist, Astrologer
Author of Dreamwork and Self-Healing Learn more about Greg and his
work at www.gregbogart.net and www.dawnmountain.com
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Spontaneous Resting Reverie
by Victoria A. Vlach

D

raped over a bolster in a supported, side-bending
restorative yoga position, 105° outside, cooler inside, resting
between soft doze and light sleep, I feel the sheet and ﬂoor beneath me. My
thoughts, a languid stream of consciousness, pause at a familiar, well-worn
spot – ‘where is the core of me, the source, the missing something that is
my life my purpose the ‘why’ of what am I doing here?’ The thought,
untied from worry and stress, evokes an image – a parchment-colored
surface, like a pair of double-doors. I see a ﬁnger scratch at it and can
hear the stiff ‘scritch scritch’ of the nail on the taut, dry texture of paper
pulled tight over an opening. A few more scratches and a hole tears in
the paper. I see hands, and feel them as mine, coming from a place inside
just below my sternum. The hands reach in and tear the paper. I see, and
hear, the paper tear. I tear the paper within the door-like framework to
reveal what lies behind its thin surface.
There is nothing behind the paper – the nothing of a hole, unknown
distance deep and wide. A hole I’ve been to many times, plumbing its
depths, seeking the bottom the core the source. I feel the image in my
solar plexus, my stomach. I’ve long been looking for something that I
know should be there, something I seem to have lost, something I can’t
ﬁnd no matter how deep I look.
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My thought/awareness, in familiar territory, but untied from worry and
stress, moves closer. The empty hole unfolds and unfolds in images of
multi-petal ﬂowers opening and opening and opening unfolding layers
deeper and deeper layers. The movement is soothing and hypnotic in its
unfolding. Curved dirt/earth walls slide by – is it me, or the hole, that
moves so? I feel the sensation of movement as well as the cotton sheet
on the ﬂoor beneath my hand. Untied from worry and stress, I observe
the thought the image the body-sensation that is the image.
The ‘I’ of my awareness travels along the interior of the hole. Something
changes and the ‘I’ of my awareness rises ‘up’ as well, passing through
what would be the interior wall of the hole.
My perspective has changed and I am elsewhere -- dark, vast and open,
stars and whirls of stars scattered points of light nearer and farther in
this, outer, space.
A long tube, the shape of the hole seen from outside, extends behind
and before me, a small human ﬁgure, the ‘me’ I usually know, travels
alongside the tube some distance behind the leading edge. From here
(seeing both the tube and the human me), I can see the rounded end of
the tube, which is also the bottom of the hole inside. In my gut, and the
Continued on page 36

What Do Dreams
Say About the
Nature of God?
Part IV

by Arthur Bernard, Ph.D.
Our Fundamental Nature—
Big and Little Messiahs

D

iscovering our fundamental nature seems to be the
cardinal point in grasping who and what we are in this world. Human
beings are all consecrated, and the list of anointed ones is long. Some
messiahs among us are better known than others. Oprah Winfrey is a
savior to thousands of children in her Angel Network, which is dedicated
to inspiring people to make a difference in the lives of others. The network
has funded over sixty schools in thirteen countries. Bill and Melinda Gates
are messiahs. Their foundation has announced the funding of forty-three
research projects that will receive $436 million to implement radical
proposals for confronting world health problems. Perhaps Oprah, Bill, and
Melinda have started an epidemic of charitable giving among billionaires.
In June 2007, Peter Peterson, cofounder of the Blackstone group, became
an instant billionaire when his company went public. He has chosen to
put the billion dollars and much of his remaining estate into trying to help
the US government maintain ﬁscal responsibility.
Countless other messiahs are offering portions of their wealth to treat
cancer, preserve African wildlife, create jobs, care for the environment,
support human rights, assist natural-disaster victims, found children’s
charities, and so on. When a Doctor Without Borders (DWB)
ophthalmologist restores sight to a blind child in some remote village,
that doctor has been elevated to messianic stature.
Messiahs come in all sizes, shapes, ethnicity, sexes, and ages. If we
think necessary changes in the world will come from politics we should
think again. Nicholas D. Kristof, a New York Times columnist, wrote a
stimulating article that examines the upsurge in numbers of young people
willing to do the job themselves. Nicholas calls them “social engineers,”
the twenty-ﬁrst-century counterparts to the student protestors of the
1960s. During a visit to Thailand, Andrew Klaber, a twenty-six-year-old

Harvard Business and Law School student, was appalled at the number
of teenage girls forced into prostitution because their parents had died
of AIDS. So he founded Orphans Against AIDS, an organization that
provides funding for academic scholarships. Every cent raised goes to the
children, because he and his friends pay administrative costs from their
own money. Soraya Salti, a young Jordanian woman, is attempting to
revitalize the Arab world by teaching entrepreneurship. Her organization,
Injaz, is currently training 100,000 Arab students in twelve Arab countries
to initiate businesses and sustain them. (1)
And then there are the Messiahs whose good deeds are never celebrated
but who nevertheless uplift the lives of others. The nurse who saves lives
in the emergency operating room; the neighbor you can count on to take
you shopping; soldiers who risk their lives to save their friends; people
who collect food and feed the homeless; teachers who bring light to the
mentally and physically challenged. Messiahs are everywhere all around
the globe, and more committed souls are adding their names to the list each
day. The human community doesn’t have to wait thousands of years to be
saved by some obscure Savior. Spiritual growth is not measured by how
individuals look in a holy robe or by the number of days spent fasting or
sitting in a meditative position. Spiritual progress and “Messiahship” are
granted to those who consider problems of others equally as important as
their own. And, apparently, spiritual growth may not be the only beneﬁt
bestowed upon practicing Messiahs. In The Healing Power of Doing
Good, Allan Luks describes a study he conducted regarding the positive
effects of helping strangers. He observed that dramatic improvements in
health began with a rush of good feeling and continued into a sharp stress
reduction and release of painkilling endorphins. This, in turn, resulted in
long-lasting feelings of emotional well-being. Messiahs, it seems, stay
healthier. (2)

DNJ/ Summer 2012 33

The Second Coming of the Messiah
The Jews believe their Messiah’s reign lies far
in the future and Jesus was not the true Messiah
because he did not usher in world peace. The
Jewish Messiah will be a human being without
overtones of divinity and will bring about certain
changes in the world; but he must fulﬁll many
criteria before he is acknowledged. Muslims
believe in Jesus, but their Messiah, the Mahdi,
will supplant him and transform the world into
a perfect Islamic Society. Many Christians
believe in the second coming of Jesus Christ to
fulﬁll prophecies that God made in the Bible.
He will not come as he did the ﬁrst time— as the
suffering servant of humble origin, but rather on
the clouds of the sky with power and glory. The
armies of heaven will be under his command,
and he will rule for a thousand years.
Of course no one knows when this will happen,
“not even the angels in heaven, nor the Son,
but only the Father” (Matt. 24:36). Is there any
other event in history that is more anticipated
than the Second Coming? But I don’t think we
can risk waiting around for this grand rescue to
happen when events that could lead to global
annihilation are occurring at an alarming rate.
Not to mention, that although it would be
heartening to see Jesus come thundering down
on a white horse, nonetheless, the First Coming
ended up in a cruciﬁxion and a few thousand
years of continuous religious wars.

The Second Coming Is Here
Is there another possible meaning for the Second
Coming? Before responding to this question, I
will offer two short dreams that were shared
by participants of my seminars. They will shed
light on my dream of the Great Fish and further
reinforce the idea that dreams are a powerful
source of religious experience and higher
intelligence.
The following is the dream of a nine-year-old
as retold by her mother:

You look like God

I am in church and ask the minister the
following question: Reverend, what does
God look like? And she looks right at
me and replies: Why, God looks just
like you.
Sometimes it’s unfortunate that adults can’t
see with the same simplicity and freshness
as children! This dream comes from a young
woman who was a psychotherapist.

We Are All God

I am standing outside a room that has a
sign at the door entry. It says, “God lives
here!” I open the door, and in the middle
of this large, bare room is an empty
chair. I surmise that God is not in yet, so
I leave and return later. Again I open the
door and see a similar scene and think
God has still not arrived. When I return
for a third time and open the door, I see
a written note lying on the seat. I enter,
walk to the chair, and pick up the note,
which reads, “We were waiting for you
to sit in the chair.”
The following quote of St. Francis expresses
the same idea more succinctly: “What you are
looking for is what is looking!” People are
looking for their true selves. The unconscious
of the young female dreamer refreshes her
memory with a reminder to be conscious of
her divine status. I see many people who have
dreams similar to this. The unconscious mind
is trying to bring about a collective awakening,
a sweeping shift in consciousness. Again, this
unseen life is dreaming the individual, not the
other way around.
Even the great C. G. Jung claimed that a new
religion is being built but will take hundreds of
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years to be complete. (He and his clients had
dreams about a gigantic building that was being
constructed brick by brick.) Meanwhile, just as
the Greek and Roman Gods ﬁnally left the arena,
current religions are slowly dissolving around
us. The Biblical image of religion will simply
not attract young people in the world today—nor
maintain a hold on older people either. (3)
A spiritual crisis and awakening can touch
someone of any age. The following dream
comes from a woman in her forties who was
disenchanted with the spiritual content of
her church. The pastor was controlling and
opposed to new ideas and philosophies, as was
the church board, consisting of people who
had been members for decades, who only paid
lip service to change; this in turn resulted in a
dwindling fellowship. The woman was also in
a book club studying Tao Buddhism, which she
felt contributed to her Christian spiritual growth,
rather than stiﬂing it.
Her dream illuminates an issue that many
church-going people face—how church leaders
can neglect an individual’s real spiritual needs
and be unaware they’re doing it.

My Church is Falling Apart

I am in the lobby of an unfamiliar
Church building. An older couple is
also there, and they seem familiar to me
although their faces are not clear. They
appear to be very responsible people,
the kind the church can always count
on. As I talk with them, we notice a soft
spot on the outer wall. Going closer to
inspect it, we realize the wall is soft and
ﬂaky. The scene changes, and I am in the
same church in a room adjacent to the
lobby talking with Reverend Beatrice. I
ask her if she has seen the soft spot on
the lobby wall; she responds that she
has not been aware of it. I take her into

the lobby to show her, and now there
are several soft spots. As we continue
to look, they grow larger and larger.
The wall starts to bulge, and I realize
it is going to fall on us. Horriﬁed, we
run toward the sanctuary where several
faceless people are also panicked.
There is a radiant, colored stainedglass skylight in the chapel, and bright
sunlight is shining through it. The chapel
is large and spacious with no pews. I
feel the inevitability of being killed by
these walls smashing in on us, but still
the light is there. I am just beginning to
scream when I wake up.
This dream brings to the dreamer’s attention
several points she hadn’t clearly recognized.
Her church had become unfamiliar. The type of
members she met were old timers who, though
could be counted on to assume responsible
roles, merely accepted what they were taught;
they were not deep-thinking people who would
challenge what the church was presenting to its
congregation. For them, taking an individual
path would be out of the question. The reverend
was unaware that her church was collapsing.
Walls, which supported the structure, were
getting soft, and the whole building was in
danger of collapsing. Even the sanctuary wasn’t
safe. But the one saving grace was the bright
sun, the source of light, which was outside this
church. The dreamer was in danger of a spiritual
death if she continued her membership. In the
wake of her revelation, she left and joined
another church she hoped would satisfy her
spiritual needs.

because each and every person you see is God--
is endowed with the divine force— and like you,
is instrumental in dreaming humanity’s path.
Perhaps the current chaos in the world could
be the herald of a new Age. Our way of life
has come to a crossroads that suggests radical
change. Revered symbols of traditional reli
gions, valid for generations, have lost their
meaning. Established practices that have been
respected and have withstood change for cen
turies are no longer useful in guiding us and are
signs that the old way of life is no longer in tune
with the emerging new.
For many people and especially the young, the
church has few answers. The thou shalt and shalt
nots have lost their authority over people. With
complicated psychological and social problems,
the church has a traditional response, little or no
help when people are in serious need of it. We
must discover our own new world by having
faith in the psyche to guide us in our confusion.
Our task will be to look within for answers to
repair our broken world. Our dreams have indi
cated that redemption is the collective effort of
all generations. Spiritual growth is an experience
of discovering new depths within yourself. As
dreams have stressed over and over there is no
divine intervention in the world, but only hu
man faces that are a reﬂection of God’s face. ∞
Question for Readers to respond to:
1. What are your spiritual or religious beliefs
and how have these dreams impacted them?

KEY PRESENTATIONS:
7KH+HUR¶V-RXUQH\
±Pittman McGehee

7KH3DUDGR[RI/RYH
±Pittman McGehee

0\WKDQG+RO\6FULSWXUH
±Bishop Larry Maze

:RUNLQJ/LIH5HODWLRQVKLSVLQ'UHDPV
±Jeremy Taylor

*RG¶V*UDQGHXU7KURXJKWKH(\HV
DQG3HQRI*HUDOG0DQOH\+RSNLQV
±Cathy Smith Bowers

+RZ\UVRI6'6&RQIFKDQJHGP\/LIH
±Carrie Graves

5HVHDUFK WKH1HXURORJ\RI'UHDPLQJ
±Bob Hoss

(PHUJHQFHRI6DFUHG)HPLQLQHLQ/LYHVRI
0HQ :RPHQDV:LWQHVVHGLQ'UHDPV
±Diana McKendree

24+ workshops & 4 dream groups
At Kanuga Conference Center
in the BlueRidge mountains
Hendersonville, NC

NEW DREAM WORKBOOK
"USING
BIBLICAL
DREAMS
TO UNLOCK
YOUR NIGHTLY
DREAMS"

The dream may be a manifestation of what is
happening on a much larger scale. Perhaps the
reverends, ministers, rabbis, priests and imans
really don’t know how the spiritual needs of
a more conscious population can be satisﬁed.
Humanity has broken free of the earth. Now it’s
time to break free of organized religions that
persist in claiming that God is Out There and
is going to rescue us from ourselves. The lunar
astronauts traversed 240,000 miles of space,
planetary probes and the SETI project continue
to reach out millions of miles further, and The
Supreme Being is nowhere to be found. If
divinity is discovered anywhere, it will be right
here, among the common folk. So, the next time
you take a look at a stranger—take a good look,
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Spontaneous Reverie-V Vlach, Contʼd from p. 32

gut of the body that is the physical me, I feel a solid mass at that leading
edge, a comet hurling through space in the curved end of the tube/hole.
The comet both moves through space and is separated from space by the
fabric of the tunnel/tube/hole. The hole grows ‘deeper’/the tube ‘longer’,
as the comet hurls through space.
I, once again the familiar ‘me’, knows of/feels the comet hurling through
space. I’m on the ‘outside’ of the hole, traveling beside it in an outer
space of dark and stars and I feel/know that the tube is the outside of the
hole and the ‘bottom’ of the hole is the head end of the tube. The tube
continues to lengthen as the comet hurls through space. I need to reach the
comet, so I extend my left arm in a ‘superman’ gesture, pulling my right
arm close in, elbow bent, the ﬁngers of my closed ﬁst beside my breast.
I reach the leading edge of the tube now the tail of a comet. I grab hold
of the comet, holding on upright, holding on belly pressed against it.
The comet hurls through space and is my life.
My life.
My life.
Hurling through space.
My life.
My life.
I hold on to it, straddling it.
I hold it to my belly.

I look around. Some star or color or system catches my eye and I turn
my head to look, to see more. In that moment, the comet that is my life,
the comet I am holding on to and riding as it hurls through space, changes
course and sails toward the focus of my attention.
Where I look – where my attention is drawn – that is where the comet
goes. I begin to understand who/what ‘I’ am, in relation to this comet
that is my life.
I don’t want to make a mistake. I don’t know how to choose. What if
I make a mistake?
I see a quilt with an elaborate pattern and stitching. The quilt is so big
that I see only a portion of it. Loops and curves and lines of stitching
and patterns extend beyond the frame of my vision. The voice says ‘The
pattern is larger than you can see.’
Then my question/concern about ‘making a mistake’ is answered.
A line of stitches is being sewn on the quilt and I have the impression of
a presser foot and needle as on a sewing machine, but free to move in
any fashion. The invisible presser foot moves along the quilt fabric and
the invisible needle sews visible thread into a pattern on the quilt. At
ﬁrst the stitches ﬂow gracefully and easily. But at one point, the stitching
begins to falter, becomes erratic, random, chaotic, as if the needle is lost
or confused. The stitching no longer ﬂows, and the pattern becomes more
and more chaotic, angular, tangled and overlapping as it crosses and re
crosses itself in a smaller and smaller area. I feel the needle’s frustration,
increasing despair, and sense of failure as it tries to ﬁnd a way out, until
it just seems to ‘give up’ and stop.

My life.
My life.
Perplexed. Confused. Uncertain. What do I do with my life?
Someone says: ‘You ride it’. They say: ‘You hold on and ride it.’
I don’t understand. But what do I do with it? What do I do with this
comet my life? I don’t know what to *do* with it!
“Look around you,” the voice says, with humor and surprise at the ques
tion. “Look around. You have a whole universe and you’re asking ‘What
do I do with my life’?”

For a time, nothing happens, as though it had died. I sense that something
was going on (or would go on), ‘behind the scenes’. A feeling/sense of
voices just out of earshot. After the needle stopped, in the time of nothing
happening, I had the impression that (whoever was making the stitches)
would have access to something like a ‘help desk’, as for a technical
problem, or to advising, as one would have when weighing whether or
not to re-take a particular class before going on to the next one, for a more
complete grasp of the material. From my perspective, ‘behind the scenes’
was located on the other side of the quilt (‘under cover’).
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After some ‘behind the scenes’ conversations and decisions, I knew that
other invisible needles were moving toward the tangled area. To the needle
(or to the one who was stitching that line of thread), that area looked like a
‘failure’, a ‘mistake’. The other needles came into my frame of view from
several directions, and began to stitch around the chaotic, tangled section.
Their stitches created a ﬂowing, looping design as a kind of border for
part of it, integrating the mistake/failure section into the whole design.
The tangled and erratic stitches were themselves used in the pattern being
stitched. When they were done, the invisible needles continued on their
way, still stitching their visible threads into the quilt while moving out
of the frame of what I could see. Their task was ﬁnished and I couldn’t
tell that the chaotic tangled area was a ‘mistake’ --- it looked like it was
(an intentional, or perhaps serendipitous) part of the design -- a (unique)
ﬂourish or embellishment that added to the whole of the design.

The better question is ‘What interests me?’
-- The comet goes where I look – and when I look at what interests me,
what I’m curious about and want to see more of, my life (the comet) au
tomatically turns in that direction. I do not need to make it turn, or push
it or prod it or compel it or steer it with efforting. I do not have to force
it to go a certain way or ‘make it’ ‘do’ some speciﬁc action.

I had the sense that the thread of each stitching was a life – each life a
spool of thread -- and each of the stitchings coming in to help were other
lives. The thread was longer than the portion I saw, beginning outside of
my current frame and, except for the one which seemed to ‘give up’ and
stop, ending outside of my current frame. And all of these needles and
threads were connected to the ﬁrst one (the one that ‘stopped’) by virtue
of being the needles and threads of the same person, each in a different
time and place and incarnation. Each invisible needle/visible thread
represented a different life (within a single life, and across incarnations).
I could not see the whole of the quilt or the whole of the pattern, but I
saw the pattern being made in the piece I could see, and I knew that what
the voice said was true: the pattern is bigger than I could see. And what
I saw was that even mistakes were not failures – they could become part
of the design as well.

If I do nothing, the comet continues in the direction it is going. As small
as I am, I see what part I play in relation to the comet my life. My role
is to point in a direction, to turn my gaze, my attention/intention, this
way or that, and the comet moves in that direction. When I am ‘trying’
to ﬁnd the ‘right’ way to go, desperately looking around for a goal a
purpose a destination, the comet ﬂails wildly this way and that, crossing
and re-crossing its own path, leaving me disorientated and trying to ﬁnd
a way out of the tangled chaos. I do not have to know it all in order to
know what to do. I do not have to do anything speciﬁc. My curiosity,
my interest, my attention, will ‘do’ the work, the steering. I only need to
hold on and ride this comet my life.
The voice said, ‘Take (the comet)(your life) into yourself. Become (the
comet)(your life).’
I take it in. I swallow the comet, absorb it into me. I become the comet,
and I [illegible], ﬂying through space, a being with a universe to explore.
This is what to ‘do’.
I generate my own action by my interest and curiosity. And as I explore,
the spool of thread that is my life is stitched into the quilt.
I do not see the whole pattern, only a few stitches, or a small portion of
the whole.
And I can go far. I have a whole universe to explore. ∞

I rode the comet that is my life.
“What do I do with my life?” is not the question to ask – it is misleading.
‘What do I do with my life?’ is a question that comes from thinking/
believing that I should/can control what happens and that I have to know
it all so I know what to do. The question implies that my life is a ‘thing’,
an object, something to be used to do something to something else.
Machine quilted by Anne Kusilek, Galveston, TX; Quilt by Vivian Schroeder
with design assistance from Marvin Schroeder; Photos by Vivian Schroeder

You may contact Victoria @ rememberdreams@yahoo.com
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Dream Network Journal Invites You to Join

The Dream Circle

You Will Reap an Infusion of Beneﬁts In Becoming a Sustaining Member
DNJ has just expanded, having recently launched a new dimension to our Mission!
Given over 30 years of being the ﬁrst quarterly publication of its kind, we presently offer simultaneous print
and online editions. It is felt that we have more to offer you than a subscription to our Quarterly Journal or
Online Membership.
Thus, membership to an inclusive group of individuals is created and you are invited!
Here, now are some of the beneﬁts you will enjoy for joining:
* A free, business size ad once per year in DNJ, both print and online. (value $100)
* Free access to ten back issues of DNJ online/.pdf style. (value $4 each)
* Free print subscription and online membership. (value $47)
* Up to Four Gift Subscriptions each holiday season (value $25-$100)
* Free dream interpretation by Marlene King, M.A.
* Additional beneﬁts will be announced throughout the years.
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~ Join The Dream Circle ~
Sustaining Membership: $100 Annually
Your Name_________________________________________________________
Address ___________________________________________________________
City ______________________________________ ST ______ZIP____________
Your Email Address__________________________________________________
Card #____________________________________________Ex. Date_________
Name on Card/Signature ________________________________3-Digit (AmEx:4 Digit) CVV Code______
Join via PayPal (Send to Publisher@DreamNetwork.net),
Check or MO to : DNJ PO Box 1026 Moab, UT 84532
or Join on our Website or credit card: http://DreamNetwork.net
Email Questions or Comments to Publisher@DreamNetwork.net
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Dream Networkers/Regional Contact Persons
We are honored to be able to assist in making quality dream-related information and resources available to you via the willingness of these knowledgeable individuals. All are committed to the value of dreams; each has her/his own area of interest
or expertise and can help point the way to the most appropriate resources to meet your needs. Many are available to answer
questions from any caller, regardless of location. Please respect each individualʼs requests insofar as time availability.
If no speciﬁc time is indicated, assume that you can call at anytime; you may get an answering machine.
When leaving a message on a toll call, expect a collect call in return. If you would like to serve in this way, please contact us:
by Phone: 435-259-5936 via Email: Publisher@DreamNetwork.net or our website: http://DreamNetwork.net.
ALASKA
Susan Fredericks 907/983-2324
susan_skagway@hotmail.com
Intuitive interpretation-healing
Skagway, State of Alaska
Tima Priess 907/479-6553
Animals, Dreams & Trauma
Near Fairbanks
AUSTRALIA
John C. Woodcock, Ph.D.
Phone: 0401594945
E: jcw50@bigpond.net.au
Dreams as vehicles for culture
Eve & Wknd. Any State in Australia
CALIFORNIA
Bambi Corso 805/490-5059
E: bambicorso@gmail.com
DreamTending & Life Coaching
www.bambicorso.com
Southern CA/West Coast
Rev. Daniel Prechtel, DMin
510-230-0833
dprechtel@llministries
www.llministries.com
Personal or Group Dreamwork
Online Dream Groups nationwide
San Francisco East Bay Area
CANADA
Suzanne Nadon 450/229-1336 Creativity
& Lifestyle, Jung
Ontario/Native Community
COLORADO
Georgia Stout 970/328-5280
Georgia Stout, PhD, Eagle County.
Jungian-based dream groups offered
Sunday afternoons. For further information, call or
E: georgiastout@cs.com
Kat Peters-Midland 970/310-0906
Dream Groups/Resources
Rocky Mountains/West
E: dreammosaics@comcast.net
CONNECTICUT
Nancy Weston MA 203/744-6823
E: InnerKid2@aol.com
Isobel McGrath MA 203/790-1503
E: UKHypnosis@aol.com
FLORIDA
Eleonora Marinaro 727/697-2763
Jungian Dream Analysis-Spiritual
Direction. Groups-Workshops FL

40 DNJ/Summer 2012

Elizabeth Howard 352/337-2723
E: holisticliz@hotmail.com
Gestalt dreamwork, groups & individual
resources.
GERMANY
Michael Schredl 0621/793525
General info/resources, groups
Preferred language German
6pm - 7pm Mon-Fri
Germany, Austria & Switz.
HAWAII
Athena Lou
E: AthenaDreams@hawaii.rr.com
General info; Dream Retreats Hawaiian
Islands/West Coast
INDIANA
Barbara Zimny 317/577-3675
Dream Groups. General Resources
Indianapolis Area
E: BarbZimmy@yahoo.com
KANSAS
Steve Carter 316/618-0731
E: steveatpol@yahoo.com
General Resources & Groups
Dream Group meets on Friday eve.
M-Th-Fr eves. KS/No. OK
MASSACHUSETTS
Edith Gilmore 781/275-7289
Lucid, General, Sunday afternoon Group.
Boston/MetroWest
Dick McLeester 413/772-6569
General Resources
Greater New England/W.MA
Cody Sisson 413/498-5950
E: cody@dragon-heart.com
Dreamwork Certiﬁcation
MICHIGAN
Judy White 616/353-7607 Holistic
Therapies & Dream Groups-Michigan
MINNESOTA
Jaye C. Beldo 612/827-6835
heartwisdom@hotmail.som
Dream Democracy/Integrative
Dream Narration-- Evenings
MISSOURI
Rosemary Watts 314/432-7909
General resources, Creative!
St. Louis & State of MO

THE NETHERLANDS
Alma Verbunt 00 31 314 62 53 58
E: info@psycholoog-in-zelhem.nl
Belguim, Great Britain/Ireland
General dream resources, Evenings
Netherlands, Flemish speaking Belgium,
Great Briatin/Ireland
NEW MEXICO
Azima Lila Forest 575/534-0431
E: azima@zianet.com
General Info, Start Groups
NM, CO, AZ ~Tues-Fri best
Victoria Rabinowe 505/988-1086
E: victoriadreams@mac.com
Creative Dream Groups: weekly Santa Fe
Studio workshops, world wide offerings.
NEW JERSEY
Dawn Hill 908/647-3720
General Info and Groups
Evenings after 5:30p.m. EST/NJ
NEW YORK
Ira Barouch 212/259-9334
E: Ira.creativetherapy@gmail.com
Dream Groups, Severe Trauma work
NY & Phone consultation USA
Jennifer Borchers 212/683-5667
dreamjenn@rcn.com ~ Dream Groups
& Mentoring, Resource
NY/esp. Five Boroughs
Inoshi (H. Elmer) 917/536-6291
E: inoshi@a.nu
Dream Groups & Resources NY
http://u.nu/events.html
Alan Flagg 212/532-8042
E: alleneﬂagg@rcn.com
Senoi & Ullman dream groups
Information & General Resources
Ann Goelitz CSW 212/561-1633
Dream Groups & Workshops
General Information & Resources
New York City area
Pearl Natter 845/353-0511
Dream groups, General Resources NY/
No. NJ/CT
NORTH CAROLINA
Robert Gongloff 828/669-1203
Dream Groups, General Resources

OHIO
Noreen Wessling 513/248-4633
General Info & Groups: OHIO
Micki Seltzer 614/267-1341
General Info & Groups. OHIO
OREGON
E. W. Kellogg III 541/535-7187
Lucid dreaming/Dream Healing
E: DoctorStrange@msn.com
Peggy Coats/The Dream Tree
503/288-9991 pcoats@dreamtree.com
online dream resource center
PENNSYLVANIA 412/381-1188
Fa. Joseph Sedley C.P.
E: jsedley@cpprov.org
Dreams and Spiritual Growth
Pittsburgh, Pa.
SOUTH CAROLINA & GEORGIA
Justina Lasley 843/884-5139
Institute for Dream Studies
E: Justina@DreamSynergy.org
SWITZERLAND
Art Funkhouser (031) 331 6600
E: atf@alum.mit.edu * Bern, Switz.
TEXAS
Victoria Vlach 512/451-2963
E: rememberdreams@yahoo.com
Info & Resources-Austin, TX
UTAH
Roberta Ossana 435/259-5936 E:
Roberta@DreamNetwork.net
UT/Four Corner Area
VERMONT
Janis Comb 802/635-7889
E: janiscomb@earthlink.net
Dream Groups - Astrological &
Embodied Dreamwork
WASHINGTON D.C. Rita Dwyer
E: DreamRita@aol.com
General Resources, Groups
Metropolitan D.C. area (VA, MD, DC)
WISCONSIN
Margaret Plasencia 262/784-0704
E: margaretplasencia@yahoo.com
Dream Counseling,
Spontaneous Healing
M-F 9a-5p
Central Wisconson & Illinois
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Back Issues Available
Over 70 back issues (122 published!) of Dream Network are
in stock. Many issues Sold Out; Visit our website for avail
able issues, also an index of all articles published since
1982. Print copies are $7, including S&H. Numerous back
issues available as downloads: $4ea.
One complete archive of original print copies—a veritable
treasure chest & valuable collector ’s item—V1#1-V30#1—
only $1300 00 .
See the complete listing and order via PayPal or credit card
on our website: www.DreamNetwork.net
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