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To Sleep, Perchance To Dream




My journey into Dreamland started with a dream of incredible intensity. The colors were vibrant. I could feel the air currents around me. I could hear the conversation. It was as if I had awakened in my dream.  

I am in a room. The walls are bright white. There was a huge screen on one wall, like a window but more like a TV or an incredibly large computer monitor. The lighting was strange. It was almost as if there is no distinct source. The light seemed to be a part of the air. The place reminded me of a spaceship but I couldn't say why.

A picture of the Earth appears in the window as if I am looking at a live picture from space. A series of white symbols alternating with some kind of writing flashes in front of the Earth . . .

As I watched the screen, Juno Lucina and Hermes joined me. Somehow I was the only one who could read the symbols and understand the words. I started to translate them. It was almost as if I was chanting. 'Symbol name' then 'writings'. Followed by 'symbol-name' and then 'writings'. 

I knew that I must complete the translation, but what held my attention was the way the symbols flashed on the screen for a few seconds only to be replaced by the writing. Only to be replaced by more writing or another symbol.  It was like the pattern of a heartbeat.

I heard our daughter on the baby monitor, and the dream shredded in that movement. As I checked on her, I realized that the dream was different from any dream I'd had before. The symbols seemed so familiar. The writing had been so otherworldly. 

Early the next morning, I logged into my computer and tried to capture the dream before it could fade. The problem was the harder I tried to remember the symbols and the words, the less I seemed to remember. Very frustrating.

I kept journaling. Some of these dreams were so intense that I shared them with a small circle of friends. Later, I decided it was time to share it more widely. 

Each dream was a story; a piece of the puzzle that makes up my inner world. As you explore my dreams, you may find that some are intense and somewhat unsettling. I've flagged the more intense dreams with a trigger warning to help more sensitive readers avoid them.

The names of people who appeared in these dreams have been changed to protect everyone's privacy. I've included a short guide at the end of the book that may help you understand the personalities of those involved.

Dreams are a powerful tool for self-discovery and personal growth. By paying attention to our dreams, we can gain a deeper understanding of ourselves and our lives. 

I hope this journal inspires you to pay closer attention to your own dreams and the messages they hold. For now, though, sit back, relax, and let my dreams take you on a journey. Enjoy the adventure!
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A Never-Ending Kaleidoscope




I feel like I dreamed all night. So many different impressions, it was almost as if my dreams overlapped. I’ve had dreams within dreams before but nothing like this. It was almost as if the point of view kept randomly changing. And when it changed, the dream morphed into a new dream. 

It was difficult to capture them all, but here's one of them:

I was at a party. It was sweltering hot, so hot that I could feel myself sweating. I walked home to grab a different shirt. On the way, I ran into Bastet and somehow it became her story. She walked away from my house into another neighborhood. The police were helping a family with young children and cats escape from some kind of disaster. Bastet had a camera with her and started taking pictures. The cop told her/us to stop, but when we checked the camera, it had queued up pictures of what was going to happen next in the dream. It was almost as if the camera had deja vu.  

My point of view jumped to the mother of the family as she worried about her home and her family. Then, it jumped to a coworker of mine who was friends with the mother.  Fussy was very upset about an event that was happening at the company that we work for. She was angry at me and I could feel this smoldering rage radiating from her/us.  Amazing feeling. 

The point of view jumped back to me. Only to keep jumping. Many times it was people I knew but hadn't seen in a few weeks. A very strange start to my day.
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