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Dreamways of the Iroquois

“Moss’s book reminds us of the spiritual magic awaiting each of us tonight when we cross the dreamgate to personal discovery. On the wings of his shamanic adventure, we follow Red-tailed Hawk, Dancing Bear, Silver Wolf, Wounded Stag, and his other guides to encounter the Ancient Mother who teaches him, and us, the ‘way of the heart.’ His practical tools help today’s readers reclaim these ancient Dreamways for our own paths to healing and soul remembering.”

PATRICIA GARFIELD, PH.D., author of Creative Dreaming and co-founder
of The Association for the Study of Dreams

“In this remarkable book Robert Moss participates in Native American cultural knowledge directly—via his own dreams. His experiences delving into the Iroquois spiritual world along with his use of fascinating historical materials combine to make a rich literary feast. Dreamways of the Iroquois suggests that we profoundly coexist with those who live, or have lived, in our landscapes. It also offers valuable dreamwork techniques for understanding ourselves.”

CHARLES STEWART, PH.D., Department of Anthropology,
University College of London

“Before the European invasion of North America, advanced systems of knowledge had been amassed over the centuries by indigenous people. One of the most remarkable aspects of the Iroquois tradition was the process by which they worked with dreams. In this entertaining and informative book, Robert Moss has made these ‘dreamways’ available to contemporary readers, who will be inspired by the spiritual insight and practical advice that is still applicable today.”

STANLEY KRIPPNER, PH.D., co-author of Extraordinary 
Dreams and How to Work With Them
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For Island Woman and her Sisters
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The dreamworld is the Real World.

SENECA IROQUOIS SAYING

The soul has the ability to conform to her character the destiny that is allotted to her.

PLOTINUS

Magicam operare non est aliud quam maritare mundum

The work of the magus is none other than to marry the worlds.

PICO DELLA MIRANDOLA, CONCLUSIONES MAGICAE

Tohsa sasa nikon’hren—Do not let your mind fall; do not forget.

MOHAWK IROQUOIS SAYING
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An adequate return of thanks to all of those who have encouraged, inspired, and supported me over the years since I started dreaming in Mohawk and embarked on the path of a dream teacher could easily occupy half the pages of this book. But I will keep this very short, in thanking four overlapping groups of friends and helpers: the Iroquois, the scholars, the dreamers, and the life supporters.

I begin by giving thanks to the Onkwehonwe, the Real People. I would never have presumed to write some of the most important passages in this book unless I had been given very strong reasons to believe that I had received blessing and direction from some of the “great ones”—above all, the arendiwanen I have identified as Island Woman. In my journeys among the Iroquois today, I was greatly helped and inspired by Ray Gonyea, Tom Porter, Peter Jemison, Hazel Dean-John, the late Chief Jake Thomas and Jan Longboat, among many others. I owe a great debt of gratitude to David R. Maracle of the Bay of Quinte band of the Mohawks for his pioneer Mohawk Language Dictionary, which helped me to decipher some of my dreams. At every turning, I have been conscious of the tremendous legacy—and sometimes the presence—of the great Tuscarora scholar of the Iroquois, J. N. B. Hewitt.

As I have noted in the book, the Iroquois have attracted the attention of some marvelously gifted scholars. I have benefited greatly from the generosity of William N. Fenton, Dean R. Snow, and George Hamell in sharing the fruits of their dedicated research over many decades. (None of them, of course, is to be held accountable for the use I have made of it!)

How can I begin to thank the dreamers? Over the years since I first encountered Island Woman, many thousands of dreamers have attended my workshops and shared their experiences with me, sometimes in shared adventures inside the dreamworlds. They are all my teachers. I was blessed, early on, to discover in Wanda Easter Burch a dream sister who was also a scholar of William Johnson and the Iroquois. I found a second dream sister in Carol Davis, and a wonderfully creative dream friend in Elizabeth Dimarco. For many years, I have benefitted greatly from the friendship and shared experience of a circle of Active Dreamers who gather with me twice a year on a mountain in Mohawk country in the Adirondacks where the Deer energy is strong (and Dragons are sometimes seen). At our private retreats we test-fly new techniques and embark on group dream travel, sacred drama, and spontaneous ritual.

I have gained many insights on contrasting approaches to dreaming and dreamwork from many delightful encounters with dream researchers and fellow-explorers in the International Association for the Study of Dreams, including Rita Dwyer, Stanley Krippner, Iain Edgar, Steve and Wewer Keohane, Robert Bosnack, Deirdre Barrett, Patricia Garfield, Wendy Pannier, Edward Bruce Bynum, Aad van Ouwerkerk, Alan Worsley, Richard Russo, and Bob and Lynn Hoss.

My understanding of how to adapt core shamanic techniques to modern society was enhanced by early trainings with Michael Harner, Sandra Ingerman, and the late Jessica Allen.

In my appreciation of how conscious dreaming techniques can facilitate imaginal healing, I was greatly inspired by the splendid work of Larry Dossey, Jean Achterberg, and Mary Watkins.

In the category of life supporters, I give thanks to the centers, sponsors and facilitators who have provided or created homes for my dream workshops over the years. The centers include the Kripalu Center for Yoga and Health in western Massachusetts, the Esalen Institute in Big Sur, the Still Point retreat center (near Saratoga, New York), East-West in Seattle, and the Ursuline Sophie Center in Cleveland. Among the hosts for the dreaming, my deepest debt is to my endlessly generous and dedicated volunteer Dream School facilitators, including Irene D’Alessio (who made good on her promise to create a modern “dream temple” in Connecticut), Karen Silverstein, Donna Katsuranis, Susan Koenig, Elizabeth Dimarco, Susan Morgan, Liza Glazer and Ted Stefan, Karen Nell McKean, Carol Dombrose, Claire McKay, Lynda Jones, Josée DiSario and Joe Pincin, and Suzette Rios-Scheurer.

In my literary and historical research, I was supported by the dedicated staff of many libraries, museums and historic sites, including Johnson Hall, Fort Johnson, Ganondagan State Historic Site, Fort William Henry, Fort Ticonderoga, the Iroquois Indian Museum, the Albany Institute of History and Art, the New York State Library, the New York Historical Society, the New York State Historical Association, the Rochester Museum and Science Center, the Field Museum of Natural History, the National Museum of Man in Ottawa, the Woodland Indian Cultural Center in Brantford, Ontario, and the Albany Public Library.

In my quest for the Celtic ancestors who came stalking me in my dreams, I was inspired and guided by the excellent work of Count Nikolai Tolstoy (who put me on the trail of a Scottish Merlin in the landscape of my father’s people), John and Caitlin Matthews, Miranda Green, Nigel Pennick, and Frank Henderson MacEowen.

On the way to turning many dreams and drafts into the present book, I was greatly helped and encouraged by Timothy White, the scholarly—as well as visionary—editor of Shaman’s Drum, who goaded and guided me in shaping my early research into two articles that provide the meat for the chapter titled “Meeting the Dream People.”

I have described in the introduction how Hawk guided me to a publisher whose nickname is “Hawk.” I felt blessed to have found a new family in the extraordinary community of “farmers of the imagination” at Inner Traditions. I am especially grateful to Jon Graham, who knew at once that the old ones of the land were calling, to Jeanie Levitan, to my dedicated project editor, Vickie Trihy, to Susannah Noel, and of course to Ehud Sperling, a visionary publisher who sees (as the Iroquois say) “many looks away.”

My work is sustained and strengthened every day by the loving support of my dream family and my home family. I am grateful, as always, for the love and understanding of my wife Marcia and my daughters.

My deepest debt is to my guides and teachers in the Real World, those who kept calling me to “remember the Sky” and follow the path with heart even when my little self found this risky or inconvenient. This is something all dreamers will understand.


 


INTRODUCTION
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Dreaming in Hawk

CALLED BY AN ANCIENT DREAMER

In the mid-1980s, I moved to a farm outside Chatham, in upstate New York, to get away from the hurry of big cities and the commercial fast track I had been on. I bought the farm because of an old white oak behind the house that had survived being struck by lightning. I felt an ancient kinship with this oak. When I first visited the property, I sat under her canopy, with my back against her broad trunk, and I let my awareness drift. I found myself watching scenes that might have been played out on this land in the centuries the oak had stood here. I felt I could slip deep into the earth through her roots. A deep earth energy rose up, strong and juicy, through the soles of my feet, through the base of my spine and my lower energy centers. I let my awareness float up, and I drank in the sunlight, like the tree. I flowed into the deep dream of the heartwood.

I opened my eyes and looked skyward. A red-tailed hawk hovered directly overhead, turning in slow circles. Its underfeathers flashed silver-bright, its wedge-shaped tail a deep russet red. It cried out several times, a sharp, slurring call. Krrrrr, krrrr, krrrr. As I walked back to the farmhouse, I found that the hawk had left me a wing feather. I took it as confirmation of what I had felt, sitting with the oak. I was being called to this land.

After I moved to the farm, the red-tailed hawk often appeared when I was walking the land, circling low over my head, speaking with gathering insistence in a language I felt I could understand, if only I could speak Hawk.

One night, the hawk lent me her wings. As the lightning bugs danced over the fields, I drifted in the twilight zone between waking and sleep. One of the images that rose spontaneously on my mental screen was a double spiral. I had studied one like it, carved in rock thousands of years ago, on a guardian stone at the great megalithic tomb at Newgrange during a recent trip to Ireland. I thought of it as the Eyes of the Goddess, containing the whirling patterns of creation and destruction. I was drawn into the double spiral. The shapes swirled and pulled me through. I found myself lifting effortlessly out of my body. I flowed toward a window, and its texture stretched like toffee to let me pass. I reveled in the sense of flight as I lifted above the tree line, traveling north over the villages in the direction of Lake George. The sense of flying was vividly physical, and, as I enjoyed it, I realized I was neither disembodied nor confined to my regular form. I had sprouted wings. They were those of a hawk, but scaled to my human proportions. I enjoyed the sensation of riding a thermal, and of swooping down to inspect the shoreline of the lake—and then the small stab of discomfort as one of my wings scraped the needles of an old dried-up spruce.

I noticed that the scenes below me seemed to be those of another time. There was no development around the lake, no modern roads, few signs of settlement. I flew over primal forests. I felt a tug of intention drawing me ever north. I chose to follow it, without any sense of compulsion. I was drawn down to a cabin in the woods, and I felt I might be somewhere near Montreal, though in this reality the modern city of Montreal did not exist.

I was welcomed by an ancient woman of great beauty and power. She held a wide, beaded belt. One end was draped over her shoulder. She stroked the belt as she spoke in a musical cadenced voice, wave after wave of sound lapping like lake water. I noticed that the beads were cylindrical and were mostly shining white, so bright they cast a glow between us. Human and animal figures—the silhouettes of a man and a woman holding hands, and a wolf—had been outlined in darker beads.

I was thrilled by this encounter, but mystified. The ancient woman’s language was more foreign to me than the hawk’s. In subsequent dreams and visions, I was drawn deeper into the world of the ancient woman. Though she spoke in a language I did not know, she spoke— like the hawk—as if I should understand her. I wrote down bits and pieces of her monologues, transcribing the words phonetically as best I could. Then, I sought out people in the ordinary world who might be able to decipher them for me. Native speakers eventually identified my dream language as an archaic form of the Mohawk Iroquois language—“the way we might have spoken three hundred years ago”— laced with some Huron words.

In time, I was helped to understand that the ancient woman who had called me was an arendiwanen, or woman of power, an atetshents, or dream shaman, and a clan mother of the Wolf Clan of the Mohawk nation, and that she was speaking to me from another time as well as another dimension. I came to call her Island Woman, partly because she was born among the Hurons, whom the Mohawks called the Island People.*

In contact with her, I became vividly aware of the possibility of time travel in dreaming. We can travel into the future to scout out challenges and opportunities that lie ahead on the road of life. We can also reach into the future—as Island Woman seemed to be doing—for solutions to problems that cannot be resolved with the tools available in our own time. Most exciting, as conscious dream travelers we can enter the now time of people living in other eras, past or future, and bring one another mutual support, guidance, and healing. The people we can visit through timefolding in this way may include our own younger or older selves.

THROUGH THE MOONGATE

These awakenings were thrilling, but not altogether exotic for me. I should explain that the dreamworld is my home base. While I was fascinated that the Iroquois say matter-of-factly that the dreamworld is the Real World (they call our waking existence the Shadow World or surface world), this is something I had known since my early childhood in Australia. Let me share a story about that by way of personal introduction. This episode is also an example of timefolding and transtemporal guidance and healing.
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When I was nine years old, I was rushed to a hospital in Melbourne, Australia, after complaining of a pain in my lower-right abdomen. The doctors found that my appendix was about to burst. They were worried about my ability to survive the operation, because I had just barely made it through the latest of many bouts of pneumonia. “You’d better give up on this one,” one of the doctors told my mother. “He’s never going to make it.”

Under anesthesia on the operating table, I stepped out of my body, decided I did not care to watch the bloody work with the scalpel, and flowed through the door—which seemed to stretch before letting my energy body through—and along the corridor to where my mother sat hunched and weeping, my father’s strong arm about her shoulders.

I moved to a window, to the brightness outside, to the colors of spring and the laughter of young lovers seated at a sidewalk table, drinking in each other’s smiles. I felt the pull of the ocean. I could not see the beach from the hospital window, so I floated through the glass and out onto a ledge where a blackbird squalled at me and shot straight up into the air. I followed the bird and sailed over the rooftops.

Soaring over the city, I saw a huge moon face, its mouth opened wide to form the gateway to Luna Park, a popular amusement park on the water. I swooped down through the moongate—and plunged into darkness. I tried to reverse direction, but something sucked me downward. It was like tumbling into a mine shaft, miles beneath the surface of the earth.

I fell into a different world. It was hard to make out anything clearly because of smoke from a huge fire pit. A giant with skin the color of fine white ash lifted me high above the ground, singing. The people of this world welcomed me. They were tall and elongated and very pale, and they did not look like anyone I had seen in my nine years in the surface world. They told me they had dreamed my coming.

Years passed. These people raised me as their own. For the greater part of my schooling, I was required to dream—to dream alone, in an incubation cave, or to dream with others, lying around the banked ashes of the fire in the council house.

In the highest festival of the year, when the bonfires rose higher than the bird-headed finials of the council house, I was ritually joined to the favorite niece of the shaman-king of this people. As I grew older, my recollection of my life in the surface world faded and flickered out. I became a father and grandfather, a shaman and elder. When my body was played out, the people placed it on a funeral pyre.

As the smoke rose from the pyre, I traveled with it, looking for the path among the stars where the fires of the galaxies flow together like milk. As I spiraled upward out of my home below the earth’s surface, I was entranced by the beauty of growing things. I plunged into the intoxication of green and burst through the earth’s crust into a world of hot asphalt and cars and trains—and found myself shooting back into the tormented body of a nine-year-old boy in a Melbourne hospital bed.
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From this and other experiences in early childhood, I have known, for as long as I can remember, that there are worlds beyond physical reality. But growing up in a military family in a conservative era, I found there were few people in waking life with whom I could safely share experiences of this kind. The first person I met who confirmed and validated my experiences was an Aboriginal boy, raised in a tradition that values dreaming and teaches that the dreamworld is a real world.

I met Jacko when I was living with my family in a rough suburb of Brisbane. We rode the trains and walked in the bush and told each other our dreams. Jacko confirmed that dreaming is traveling: we routinely get out of our bodies and can travel into the future, or into other dimensions, including realms of the ancestors and spiritual guides. Jacko’s uncle, a popular artist, got the ideas for his most important work—the sacred paintings that were not for the tourists—by going into the Dreamtime.

In my dreams, other guides came to me. One of them was a radiant young Greek who insisted on using the difficult vocabulary of the neo-Platonic philosophers; he taught me that true knowledge comes through anamnesis, “remembering” the knowledge that belonged to us, on the level of soul and spirit, before we entered our current lives. One of my dream visitors was a dashing Royal Air Force pilot from the era of World War II. Another of my dream friends was a large man with white hair who seemed like a benign uncle. During my successive illnesses, he would turn up to promise me that despite everything, I was going to make it through. He would say, “This may seem strange, but a day will come when people will not only listen to your dreams, but will be eager to hear them.” This avuncular man had an odd request. He wanted me to put salt and pepper on my crumpets when my mother took me to the café in Myer’s department store for afternoon tea during her shopping expeditions. This was noted by my family as just one more of my boyhood oddities.

My Greek visitor showed me a serpent of living gold, wrapped around a staff, and told me that this sign would heal me. Walking home from school one day, I saw a stormy sky open to reveal the same image blown up to colossal proportions. After this, my series of life-threatening illnesses ceased.

As I followed my dreams in adult life, I found that it was possible to journey into multidimensional reality without undergoing the ordeals of my boyhood—that every night, in our dreams, gateways open into realms of limitless adventure and possibility. Many decades later, I returned to Australia from my new home in upstate New York to teach dreamwork techniques to large audiences. At an exhibition of Aboriginal art in a Sydney museum, I saw a wall of paintings that depicted, rather exactly, the beings I had encountered when I went flying through the moongate of Luna Park. They were the work of an Arnhem Land artist who called the pale elongated forms “mimi spirits.” He said that when he gets sick, he goes to live among these spirits, and when he gets well, he returns to his regular world.

In Melbourne, I went to Myer’s department store to eat crumpets with salt and pepper in the café. I discovered that crumpets were no longer on the menu. But as I glanced at myself in a mirror, I saw the big man with white hair who had visited me in my childhood. It was my adult self. I realized he had kept his promise.

HAWK GIVES ME THE GREEN LIGHT

After several years at the farm where I started dreaming in Island Woman’s language, I was guided by a new cycle of dreams to move on, to places where I could pursue the big dream of midwifing the birth of a dreaming society in our times. On the day I drove away, I suddenly felt an urgent need to go back inside the house. There was no rational reason for doing this; I had checked and rechecked it repeatedly prior to leaving. But as I stepped into the kitchen, I heard an odd scuffling sound coming from the family room. I went in and saw something moving behind the screen of the huge fireplace. I found that a fledgling redtailed hawk had somehow come down the chimney and was trapped. My last action—at the farm where Hawk had summoned me to explore new worlds—was to gently carry the fledgling outside, holding it near my heart, and release it. I watched joyously as it rose on shining wings and glided toward the old white oak that had shared my dreaming.

I continued to dream of Island Woman, and characters from her time, and Hawk continued to guide me. This brings me to the story of how I came to write and publish this book. I kept dreaming I had a new publisher, located in a pleasant rural setting far from the big city. I noticed around the same time that I had an increasing number of wonderful books on my shelves with logos of either Anubis, the Egyptian guide to the Otherworld, or Bear, the great Native American medicine animal. These were symbols of two imprints of Inner Traditions, an independent publishing house that, I now saw, was located in the village of Rochester, Vermont. They also happened to be important and favorite figures in the bestiary of my own visionary travels.

I decided to write to Ehud Sperling, the founder and publisher of Inner Traditions. He responded very quickly with a warm and spirited letter. We agreed that I would come to Rochester to meet the people at the company and see what dreams we might grow together.

Driving north from my new home on the Mohawk side of the Hudson River, I was alert for a signal from Hawk. I felt quite sure, given the genesis of my Iroquois connection, that if Inner Traditions was the right publisher for a book on that theme, Hawk would give me another sign.

On that glorious fall day, I saw not a single hawk along the drive. But as I approached the village, I noticed a beautiful sign with a painting of a red-tailed hawk with its wings outspread. The text on the sign read GREAT HAWK COLONY. Of course I made a sharp left, following the sign, looking for hawks. The side road wound up a hill. Handsome houses were set back among the trees on winding streets that had the names of raptors: Sparrowhawk Road, Osprey Road, Great Hawk Road. It took me a little time to realize that the Great Hawk Colony is an upscale development, not a bird sanctuary.

I stopped to ask a couple of workmen, through my car window, “Are there hawks here, or just people?”

“Mostly just people,” one of them said, waving back. “Unfortunately.”

I drove into the charming, quirky village of Rochester, Vermont, still hoping for a sign. Inner Traditions occupies a rambling Victorian Gothic with a steep gabled roof, right on the village green. Jon Graham, the scholarly and highly intuitive acquisitions editor, greeted me and led me through the building, introducing me to everyone. I was struck by how happy and alive the people seemed to be. There was magic crackling in the air.

As we walked around, I heard frequent references to the hawk. “Send it to Hawk.” “Call Hawk.” “I’m going to Hawk.”

Jon answered my obvious question. Ehud Sperling, the publisher, lived on Great Hawk Road, and his home was referred to as “Hawk” by his coworkers. When he received me in his office, I saw that Ehud himself had the sharp, farsighted look of a desert hawk. He told me a dream from his boyhood in which he moved north to a community of artists, writers, creators—“farmers of the imagination,” as he called them. He said he was happy to be living his dream now. I commented that, if it were my dream, I might reflect that it not only showed me a future path, but gave me the power of manifestation. We talked for a while about just that: how, as dreamers, we can be cocreators of our world.

When I told Ehud how I had been looking for a sign from Hawk, he said, “That was my nickname even before I moved to Great Hawk Road. People used to call me Hawk.”

I guess Hawk did give me the green light.

FOUR ROADS OF DREAMING

Four is the sacred number of indigenous America. Accordingly, I’ve divided the book into four parts and four modes.

Journey to the Heart of Ancient Mother

Part 1 relates the personal odyssey that began when Island Woman called me. It reports on my forays—through books and colonial documents, through travel in Indian country today, and, above all, through dream travel to the ancient shamans and teachers—along the dreamways of the ancient Iroquois.

This section describes a tradition of shamanic dreaming that goes much deeper than Western psychology, deeper than the ordinary world. The Iroquois understand that dreams may be both experiences of the soul, and revelations of the soul’s wishes and of our life’s sacred purpose. In dreams, we routinely travel outside the body and the limits of time and space, and we receive visitations from other travelers who are also unbounded by physical laws. Our dreams also reveal what Island Woman’s people called the ondinnonk, the secret wish of the soul. It is important to recognize what the soul wants, what the heart yearns for, as opposed to the petty agendas of our daily trivial mind, or the expectations we internalize from other people who constantly tell us who we are and what we can and cannot do. The Iroquois teach that it is the responsibility of caring people in a caring society to gather around dreamers and help them unfold their dreams and search them to identify the wishes of the soul and the soul’s purpose—and then to take action to honor the soul’s intent. This goes to the heart of healing, because if we are not living from our souls, our lives lose magic and vitality. Part of our soul may even go away, leaving a hole in our being.

The Iroquois believe that dreaming is one of the most important ways to acquire and accumulate authentic power. The Iroquoian term for this power is orenda. Those with unusual access to orenda—those who have the ability to harness and channel it—can accomplish extraordinary things as healers, creators, and leaders, because they can shape-shift the world.

The Iroquois also believe that beings from the spirit world are constantly seeking to communicate with us in the dreamspace, which offers an open frontier for contact between humans and the more than human, including the god/goddess we can talk to. Whether we are even comfortable with the word spirits, my own experiences suggest that— whatever we call them—there are two kinds of spirits we will encounter: the spirits of the place where we live, and our ancestral spirits going all the way back through the bloodlines to wherever our stock originated (Africa for sure, and maybe places before Africa).

The easiest and often the most comfortable way to interact with spirits is in dreaming. The connection between dreaming and visits with the departed is actually embedded in the English language. The English word dream, like the German Traum, the Dutch droom, and the corresponding Scandinavian terms, all preserve the Old Germanic root word draugr, which signifies one who is dead and returns to visit or haunt the living.1

We may discover, as we awaken to the deeper reality, that in addition to a connection with ancestral spirits and the spirits of the land, we are related to a spiritual family that transcends bloodlines and is not confined to linear time or three-dimensional space. Although this book focuses on a particular tradition, we are going to find that the great dream shamans of that way are in contact with the great ones of other traditions, and that any authentic way of knowing can take us back to the wells of memory that belong to all of us who are fully alive and ensouled.

The Iroquois Dream a World

Part 2 revisions and retells the great Iroquois Dreamtime stories of how a world is created and can be renewed.

The secret wisdom of the Iroquois, like that of so many ancient people, is encoded in sacred stories. The greatest of these stories belong to the Dreamtime, to a realm beyond linear time from which the events and situations of physical life are manifested. These stories describe the origin of our world and define the web of relationship between humans and the animate universe. They offer a detailed geography of multidimensional reality and paths for reclaiming the knowledge of higher worlds. In their dramas, we can find courage and moral purpose for our own journeys. We can also find practical guidance for healing ourselves and our world.

In the Iroquoian languages, to forget is to let your mind fall. Tohsa sasa nikon’hren, “do not forget,” means literally “do not let your mind fall.” The consequences of forgetting the origins and purpose of human existence are dramatized in the great Dreamtime stories of the Iroquois.

The Teachings of Island Woman

Part 3 enters the time and voice of Island Woman, the Iroquois dream shaman who called me on the wings of the hawk. It tells the story of the making of a great Iroquois woman of power and her extraordinary—and ultimately successful—attempt to reach across time and space, through dreaming, to find ways for her people to survive the irruption of the Europeans and their imported diseases, and the warfare generated by their greed and rivalries.

Just as Island Woman called to me across time, she has called, and continues to call, to others. I have come to believe she has sisters in other times and cultures who communicate with one another in dreaming, and who call selected men, as well as women, to champion their efforts to find a path for humanity through the Dark Times, to defend the Earth, and to open (or close, when necessary) gates between the worlds.

I was close to completing this book when Island Woman astonished me by stepping into my mind and telling me she belonged to a sisterhood of seers and priestesses who operate in various times and places— and who were taking an interest in me. The story of the Sisters of the Stones, as she refers to them, must be reserved for another book, but the sisters are introduced here because that is what Island Woman tells me she wants.

Reclaiming the Ancient Dreamways

Part 4 provides tools for reclaiming the ancient dreamways. For Island Woman, and for other messengers from the Dreamtime introduced in this book, this is a matter of supreme urgency. You will read why in the epilogue.

I must confess that I have a burning agenda: I want to do everything possible to help rebirth a dreaming culture, a society in which dreams are shared and celebrated everywhere, every when—in the workplace, in our families and schools, in our health-care facilities, in the line at the supermarket checkout, in a quiet moment in bed with a partner. If we honor dreams in our society as Island Woman honored dreams, we can heal and reenchant our world. Our relationships will be richer, more intimate and creative. Partners will remember how to honor and pleasure the god and goddess in each other. Parents will wake up to what their children really need and aspire to, and we will learn from our kids—who are wonderful dreamers until the “grown-up” world crushes their dreaming—what it truly means to dream.

In our dreaming culture, dream groups will be a vital part of every clinic, hospital, and treatment center, and doctors will begin their patient interviews by asking about dreams as well as physical symptoms. Health costs will plummet, because when we listen to our dreams, we receive keys to self-healing and we can detect—and sometimes avert—unwanted symptoms long before they manifest in the body. As a dreaming culture, we will remember that the sources of wellness and dis-ease are spiritual as well as physical. We will use dreams to monitor and rectify energy loss, psychic intrusions, and unhealthy relations between the living and the departed.

Like the ancient Iroquois dream scouts, we will track possible futures through dreaming and learn to tame the futures we do not want. We will help one another—and our leaders—to recognize the consequences of their actions, looking far beyond the pressures of current events and the calculations of expediency and profit-and-loss to the seventh generation beyond ourselves. We will reawaken to our obligations to the ancient ones and those (as the Iroquois say) whose “faces are still under the earth,” and to all that shares life in our fragile bubble of oxygenated air.

In our dreaming society, we will heal our relationship with death and the departed. We will remember that our identity and destiny are not confined to our present personalities in a single lifetime.

The rebirth of a dreaming culture is not science fiction. It is a possible future that all dreamers can help bring into manifestation, because we all dream and because there are times when dreams will push through even the most hardened carapace of skepticism or materialism. We will need many dream teachers and dream ambassadors, but we do not need to preach or argue. Quietly, gently, all of us who value dreams and have mastered core techniques like the Lightning Dreamwork process (presented here in book form for the first time; see part 4, chapter 16, “The Shaman at the Breakfast Table”) can give others a safe space in which to start sharing and honoring their sleep dreams and their life dreams. These encounters may come at a bus stop, in a supermarket, in line at the post office, or around the kitchen table, with a total stranger or a close relative who is opening up for the first time.

We can give those who are just beginning to share their dreams the gift of validation: confirmation that they are not alone, that they are not going crazy, that their dreams are not “only” dreams. We can be teachers at every turn of everyday life. We can encourage all dreamers to claim their own power, by recognizing them as the final authority on their own dreams. Without setting ourselves up as experts, we can offer the insights of frequent fliers. We can share what real dreamers know: we are born to fly, and in dreams we remember the soul has wings.

[image: image]

A brief note: Epigraphs and poems for which no source is indicated were written by me.

 

* The Jesuit missionary who compiled the first Mohawk lexicon reported in the seventeenth century that the Mohawks called the Hurons “Island People”—a term he rendered as Hati’endogerha—“because they used to live on an island.” Jacques Bruyas, Radices verborum iroquaeorum [Root Words of the Iroquois], New York: Cramoisy Press, 1863, 22, 55, 69
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The Spirits Fall in Love

A state of thoroughly conscious ignorance is the prelude to any real advance of knowledge.

JAMES CLERK MAXWELL

Go looking for the spirit world of the Indians, said an early traveler, and you will find you are already inside it. I was not looking for that world—not in my everyday understanding, at any rate—but I soon found, after moving to the farm in Chatham, that I was deep inside it.

I cannot say that I had not been forewarned. Several years earlier, in 1981, I had started looking quite intently for a path of soul, a path beyond despair and the confusion of the daily trivial mind. I had just achieved what for many people might have been a dream fulfilled, with the precocious success of my first novel, a best-selling cold war thriller. I was able to say good-bye to employers and buy a plane ticket to anywhere on the planet, and wherever I went people wanted to stroke me and get my autograph. And I was miserably depressed. The Iroquois term for my condition is down-minded, but I did not know that yet.

My dreams and my heart were telling me that I was wasting my gifts, and when I watched myself showing off in front of studio audiences and head waiters, I did not like what I saw. I was filling my bank account, but not a void I felt within. I was propelled by a rage for life, but I rushed at everything as if I hoped that by moving at the speed of a shooting star, I could avoid ever having to consider the choices I made or remember a deeper order of things.

Yet my dreams kept after me, mocking the agendas of my ravening ego, calling me back to a truer life. In one series of dreams—after my thrillers rose to the top of the New York Times Best Seller List—I found myself working in a forced-labor camp, presided over by strutting Kapos in comic-opera uniforms. I could walk out the gate at any time, but I chose to stay there because the camp commandant had given me the key to a private canteen where the refrigerators were stuffed with vast amounts of “American hamburger.”

And I dreamed of the lion. He has been with me, in dreaming, since I was very small, though there have been phases in my life when I have not always been able to see him, like the children in the Chronicles of Narnia who can no longer see Aslan as they succumb to “grown-up” ways of looking at things. In this dream, I am watching a crowd of people who are gawking and jeering at a magnificent white lion through the bars of a cage. They are behaving like any crowd of careless Sunday idlers at a zoo, dropping trash on the ground, pulling silly faces. They think it is safe to mock the lion—until someone screams that the gate of his cage is open. The humans freak out and run for their lives. I walk, quite calmly, through the open gate. I feel no fear as the lion lopes toward me. He jumps up and rests his paws against my shoulders, like a huge and friendly dog. The lion wants me to look back, to understand the situation here. When I turn around, I see that it is the humans, not the lions, who are in a cage. The place of the lion is a place of nature, freedom, and limitless possibility. The white lion says to me in his deep, gravelly voice, “You see, humans are the only animals who choose to live in cages.”

So I began looking for the way out of the cages I had constructed for myself for the sake of “American hamburger” and other self-limiting causes, back to the place of the lion.

On a muggy day when the rain came down as if someone at an upstairs window was emptying buckets at random intervals, my quest brought me to the house of an African divination priest in Old San Juan. In my earlier travels, I had come across practitioners of Santeria, the syncretic New World religion in which the spirits of Africa are worshipped under the masks of the Catholic saints. In Brazil, I had danced all night to the bata drums in Candomble ceremonies in which the masks of the saints were discarded and the orishas of the Yoruba and the ancestral spirits were invited to “ride” the celebrants and speak and heal through them. I had read that there was a higher path in the Yoruba tradition, a path involving the command of an immense body of knowledge encoded in poetic verses, and the cultivation of a direct relationship with a Higher Self. Though the talking drums excited me, it was this higher path that intrigued me most. In Puerto Rico, researching one of my novels, I learned that a Yoruba babalao, or “father of the mysteries” who was a master of the higher path of Ifa, was living in the capital and would be willing to talk with me.

Ade received me informally, in the midst of his family. A diploma on his wall revealed that he had a Ph.D. in electrical engineering. “I am a student of power in two senses,” he quipped with gentle humor, “as a witch doctor and a doctor of philosophy.”

He led me into his sacred space, into a profusion of colors and smells. We sat together on the floor on a rush mat, and he cast a set of bronze medallions, linked by a chain, to manifest the odu—the sacred patterns of Ifa divination. Each odu evoked a flow of poetic lore from a deep well of memory. From the babalao’s lips spilled the names of gods and heroes. He spoke of the drama of an ancient king, depressed by the effects of his reckless actions and the constant strife between his women, who went to hang himself in a tree. But instead of killing himself, the ancient king became a god. In some way this story was relevant to my life. Ade explained that, according to his reading, I was the “son” of two West African deities (an unusual circumstance) who gifted me with their protection and their strongly contrasting personalities. It seemed there were rivalries and jealousies among the orishas, as among other gods. “The two defend you before the orishas,” Ade told me.

Something was working with the babalao, I decided, as he proceeded to give me a highly accurate and specific description of my current circumstances and prospects—health, family, money, emotional life—that included a good deal of information that was not available to me at that time but checked out later. He told me, “Dreams will be very important in your life, more important than you understand. You must always follow your dreams, and the day will come when the world will hear them.”

Ade’s pace slowed as he sought guidance on my big question, about my life path. He frowned over the fall of the medallions, murmuring, “You were born with a box of mysteries.” He cast again and closed his eyes, tracking forward and back through the forests of poetic memory.

Finally he stared at me and announced, with seeming reluctance, “Your path is the same as mine.”

“What does that mean?” I demanded. Then it hit me. “You mean I am supposed to become an African witch doctor?”

This was no longer a joking matter. Ade reminded me that we were dealing with a universal tradition, though the path he was offering is specifically African. It would lead to a holy city of the Yoruba in Nigeria where I would be trained and eventually ordained as a high divination priest of Ifa, if I accepted the calling. The babalao was willing that day to admit me to two preliminary grades of initiation, and to make the initial contacts to speed my passage to Africa.

If the proposition had been less outrageous—and if Ade had been less evidently reluctant to voice it—my scam detector might now have been beeping, telling me something like, “Right, this guy knows I’ve got some money, and that I’m desperate for some kind of spiritual fix, and he’s out to rip me off big-time.” But my scam detector remained silent because what was going on was wholly authentic, and it was taking me deeper than the world I had been lost in.

I agreed to take the first grade of initiation on the path of Ifa that day, but I declined another initiation that would have carried ritual obligations. As a meat eater, I have no moral objection to animal sacrifice, but in practical terms killing chickens or goats can be messy and is likely to trouble the neighbors in many parts of the world. I was relieved when Ade told me that, to his further surprise, the African powers did not require me to have any sacrifice performed on my behalf.

“The only sacrifice the orishas require of you is your love.”

I promised they would have it. As for the invitation to Africa, I felt I would have to think it over.

“Go home and dream on it,” Ade suggested. “There will be signs.” He specified several. This is the one that is burned indelibly in my mind: “There is a fire growing close to you. You have not yet seen it, but very soon you will feel the heat of its flames.”

I considered that prediction as I flew back to New York. I assumed that Ade was speaking metaphorically, sketching some new blowup in my life, perhaps an emotional storm in my love life. I did not yet fully appreciate how specific an earth-centered tradition can be.

Ten minutes after I walked into my seventh-floor apartment on East Eightieth Street, I heard a strange whoosh from outside the living room, whose windows faced a courtyard and a building on the other side. I rushed to the windows and saw a horizontal sheet of flame that had burst from the building opposite. The fire was licking at my windows; I could feel its heat through the glass.

Sirens, fire engines, cops, paramedics. I was told there was some kind of chemical explosion in an apartment in the building across the courtyard, and that the occupant was found dead on arrival by the emergency services.

This was the first sign. There were several more over the extraordinary days and nights that ensued, when I saw colors that have no names in our languages because they go beyond the spectrum of human color perception. I felt a deep soul connection with Africa, and the lion roamed with me there in my dreams. I was so hungry for a deeper life that it was not hard for me to contemplate leaving my Manhattan apartment, donating my fancy suits to the Salvation Army, and tearing up my lucrative publishing contracts and movie options. But the suggestion of such a radical life change was dismaying, even terrifying, to some of those I loved. And the thought also weighed on me that presumably I had been born a white Australian, with a lifelong connection to the Western mystery traditions, for a reason, and that perhaps this would not best be served by wedding myself to a culturally specific tradition from Africa, even if it was one my soul knew well.

I called the santero friend who had introduced me to Ade and told him my decision. I was not going to follow the path of a Yoruba priest, at least not in terms of formal training. The friend said to me, “Robert, there is something you should know. The spirits are like people. They fall in love. And because the spirits are in love with you, they are going to keep calling you. They will go on putting on different masks and costumes until you accept your relationship with them.”
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When the Ancestors Cross Into the Realm of the Living

The distance between the living and the dead is exactly as wide as the edge of a maple leaf.

HANDSOME LAKE, SENECA IROQUOIS PROPHET

ANUBIS IN THE BACKYARD

With one of the castings of the oracle of Ifa, the diviner may say, “The ancestors are crossing into the realm of the living.” This is a time of danger and magic, when death is close and the veil of the spirit world thins or disappears. I entered this time when I moved to the farm where I met the white oak and the red-tailed hawk in 1986, and the spirits came in different masks.

We drove from Sag Harbor to the farm with two very large black dogs. They were Sag Harbor mutts, a cross between German shepherds and Labrador retrievers, but much bigger than the contributing breeds. I had named the elder dog Kipling in honor of the black dog owned by a boozy KGB philosopher in my thriller Moscow Rules. Kipling loved his human family with fierce devotion, and I loved him more than any other dog who had shared my life. When his ears stood up, he was a dead ringer for Anubis, the canine-headed Egyptian guardian of the roads to the Otherworld, an escort for the departing and a guide for all dream travelers. My fondest memories of the years at Sag Harbor were of splashing around with Kipling in summer, and of walking with him on snow-covered, deserted beaches at midwinter.

He loved our long walks through the wildwood near our new home. Often Kipling and his chubby sister Brandy and I would roam the property for hours. Kipling loved to chase woodchucks, and I let him catch them when he could, since the meat is clean and woodchuck holes are a peril for horses. But I never allowed him to chase the white-tailed deer who often drifted through the trees in great herds once I established a de facto wildlife sanctuary, or the family of red foxes whose earth was hidden under a stand of staghorn sumac.

The night before Halloween, that first year at the farm, Kipling got out on Route 66 and was struck and killed by a neighbor’s car. Shaking with grief, I wrapped his huge body in an old blanket, got him into the back of the battered Jeep—where he had loved to ride—and drove, with a spade and mattock, up to the top of the hill on the north side of the house. I had often come here at night with Kipling to watch the rising of the moon. Sobbing, I dug a grave for my black dog just outside the bounds of the human burial ground where the headstones of the first white settlers leaned at crazy angles.

I felt as if something had been cut out of my heart.

But I soon noticed that although his body was in the ground, Kipling was still very much with us. Driving in the Jeep he loved, I once looked in the rearview mirror and saw him standing up, eager to see where we were. “Sit down, Kipling,” I growled, before I realized that, in physical terms, my dog could not be there.

Others saw him, too. His presence was so palpable that when my elderly mother-in-law moved to a downtown street-level apartment, I asked Kipling to watch over her for the first few days, until we were able to get her a watchdog of her own. Late the first night, she heard people she considered to be ne’er-do-wells muttering on the sidewalk in front of her door. Then she heard a dog’s deep-chested growl, rising to booming barks. Someone outside said, “Forget it, there’s a dog.” The curious thing, according to Mary, was that the barking seemed to come from inside the apartment.

My black dog’s energy was with me in other ways, too, long after his death. I finally realized I needed to tell him it was okay to move on. I did this with an impromptu ceremony, barbecuing a steak for him on the deck, near the old loganberry tree. When I spoke words of love and releasing, the wind turned as quick as a kid on Rollerblades, and it sent the smoke skirring straight up the hill to Kipling’s burial place.

Then my black dog started coming in my dreams. He appeared to me, running and hunting, on a mysterious island across a river. When I called to him, he turned but appeared not to be able to see me, as if he and his world were covered by some kind of shrink-wrap that was translucent only from my side.

Things moved along. His role in my dreams became one of a guide and ally, showing me things I needed to see but might not have noticed without his keen senses. Sometimes he came out of a hollow tree, slicked with something sticky, like honey or amniotic fluid. He escorted me on journeys across perilous country, sometimes into realms of the human dead. I began to understand why the Egyptians chose a black dog or jackal as a psychopomp, or guide of the soul on the roads between the worlds. Garbed in black, he moves easily through the dark places. His keen senses make him an excellent tracker and enable him to sniff out, and dispose of, dead meat and dead energy that the spirit is meant to leave behind. And of all animals the canids are those who are friendliest to humans.

TIMEGATE TO A CELTIC LION
ON THE MOHAWK FRONTIER

By this point, I was dreaming of many other dead souls—mostly human, mostly people I knew nothing about, except for the dreams. I will now drop the misleading term dead and substitute departed. I am not much for theology, but one thing I know—something that anyone who truly dreams will learn very quickly—is that life continues after physical death, in other dimensions and in other vehicles of consciousness. One of the cruelest things our mainstream psychology—and often our mainstream Western religion—has done is to obfuscate or deny the simple fact that in dreams, we have natural access to our departed. Sometimes they come visiting us. Sometimes we travel into their realms. Sometimes they are in our dreams because they are in our space, having never moved on.

In sleep dreams, and in waking impressions—especially when I sat with the white oak or hiked through the woods up to the waterfalls—I often encountered people of an earlier time, both whites and Native Americans. I assumed these were the holographic residue, and maybe the lingering energies, of people who had lived and loved and suffered on that land, no doubt including the family of Moses Son, the first white landholder, whose sons had fought in the American Revolution and were buried on the hill just above Kipling’s grave site.

I began to research the history of the area, and I discovered that this land was the first real American frontier, the border where many world-historical issues were decided, including how deep into the continent Europeans would be allowed to go, and whether France or Britain would be the dominant imperial power, and whether the colonies would continue to be ruled by a distant king or would gain independence under a constitution that would set fire to the imagination of people all over the world. I learned that the nearby city of Albany had been a kind of Casablanca in its heyday, with agents and undercover operatives vying for influence. I started to toy with the idea of writing another spy thriller in colonial drag.

I had not gotten very far with this plan when we decided to take a winter break with old friends, flying off to Cancun, which interested me less for the tan-and-margarita scene than for its access to the Mayan sites. On foreign soil, I found myself inside the first of the big dreams that were to bring me into the heart of the Iroquois story.
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Below me, a shadow skims a primal landscape, mostly water, like an arrowhead. I come down in a clearing in a dense forest. I slip in and out of the perspective of an ancient speaker, dressed in skins. The scene shifts, and I seem to be in a Greek amphitheater. I move in and out of the minds and bodies of many players, spanning century after century. Now I am in the body of a powerful, broad-shouldered man in colonial garb. Sometimes he is dressed like a redcoat general, or a wealthy landowner; at other times, he wears skins and feathers and shells, like a woodland American Indian.

I wake from this last scene with a line like blank verse echoing through my mind:

I am from such as those by whom the worlds are shaken

[image: image]

The sonorous words hung in the air. I blinked in the bright sunlight that spilled through the window of the hotel room, struggling to recall the details of my dream and to make sense of it. My dream took me into the thick of some ancient drama, played out across many centuries in many landscapes and many costumes. I felt that the scenes were all connected, and that the words reverberating in the room related to whatever was at the heart of this drama.

As soon as I got back to the United States, I confirmed a hunch about the identity of the man in colonial dress. Shortly before leaving for Cancun, my hand had fallen on a fat, blue-bound book in the local history section of a used bookstore in Albany. Opening it at random, I had been struck by the familiarity of the eighteenth-century voice that spoke to me from the pages, as he reported on a council with the Iroquois Indians. Checking the spine, I found I was holding a volume of the Sir William Johnson Papers. I had never heard of Johnson, but my curiosity led me to purchase the book.

When I studied portraits of Johnson, I became convinced he was the man in my dream who was and was not me. When I started reading his papers, and quickly expanded my reading to include a number of biographies, I learned that William Johnson (1715–74) was a giant of the first frontier who once ruled in Mohawk country like a tribal king, and—sharing his life and his bed with the Mohawks, becoming deeply versed in their language and customs—he probably came to know them better than any other white man in American history. As the King’s Superintendent of Indians and an adopted Mohawk warchief, his influence with the Iroquois was the decisive factor in England’s victory over France in the so-called French and Indian War, which paved the way for the American Revolution by removing the colonists’ need to have one European army to defend them against another. He led a force of colonial militia and Iroquois warriors into victory over a professional French army led by one of Europe’s most experienced generals in the Battle of Lake George in 1755.

The political history was interesting, but what was fascinating was the man, and his rage for life. He was credited with having fathered more than a hundred children by his numerous “temporary wives.” The only woman who ever came close to taming him was Mohawk, known to history as Molly Brant—we will learn more about her in part 3. Johnson’s expansive, generous style was reminiscent of the high kings of Ireland. His flair for “going Native”—immersing himself in the culture of the American Indians—was all his own.

A shrewd French observer, Louis Antoine de Bougainville, described Johnson in his heyday as “raising the Celtic lion.” Bougainville related a “fine scene” in which Johnson confronted a torpid British general near Lake George, a year or so after the Irishman’s victory at the same site. Johnson appeared at the head of a Mohawk war party decorated in war paint and carrying a tomahawk, and he demanded that General Webb should march at once against the French who were then besieging Fort William Henry, the fort on the lake constructed by Johnson himself. When General Webb refused to move, Johnson “called up the Celtic lion,” tore off one of his leggings, and flung it at the general’s feet. “You won’t do it?” “No.” Johnson tore off the other legging. “You won’t?” “No.” This went on until Johnson had stripped himself virtually naked. Then, reports Bougainville, Johnson “galloped off with his troop who had imitated his actions entirely. Where is Homer to paint such scenes more than Greek?”1

This was colorful stuff, maybe the stuff of a lively novel. However, my initial research did not explain the huge reverberation from the dream, the sense of a transtemporal drama surpassing Johnson’s story, or my own. There were things I needed to know, things that were not in the history books. For one, there was the personal question. Why was I confused, in my dream, about which player was Johnson and which was me? Why was I dreaming about Johnson at all?

The first time I drove out to Johnson Hall, an elegant manse flanked by stone blockhouses that was Sir William’s last home in the Mohawk Valley, I went there without maps or directions, as if I were going home. I met a shy southern woman called Wanda Burch who had lived with the legacy of Johnson and his Iroquois friends, as curator of what was now a state historic site, for some twenty years. I soon discovered that she, too, was a powerful dreamer, and that we might have been connected in our dream lives long before a dream of Johnson brought me to his last home.

When I was nine years old, I slipped off the gangway of a boat on which I had gone fishing with my father and his friends. The water was pretty shallow, and I was a strong swimmer—most Australians are born with gills—so nobody could understand that I was drowning until most of my short life had flashed before my eyes and someone fished me out and thumped the water out of me. At around the same time, Wanda had dreamed of a boy her age with a round, freckly face who was drowning, inexplicably, in shallow waters. In her dream, she stuck in an arm and helped him out. We shared these experiences fairly early in what was to become a deep and extraordinary dream friendship. We had both grown up as only children, and had both longed for a sibling. As we grew our friendship, we decided we had found in each other the sister and brother that each had lacked during childhood.

So my dream of William Johnson had already brought me a precious gift: the gift of a soul sister. Wanda and I were soon sharing dreams almost daily, and we often found that our dreams overlapped. Together, we developed the practice of shared interactive dreaming, and we scouted the future, tracking forward to explore and choose among possible futures.

But the mystery of my connection with Johnson remained. He was born and bred in County Meath, Ireland, like my mother’s family, and I soon decided I must go there to discover whether there were answers in our common roots.

EYES OF THE GODDESS

I flew to Dublin, on my dream quest, in 1987. On Easter Sunday, with two of my daughters, I sampled two masses on a cold, blowy, drizzling morning: the Anglican service in an almost deserted old church of St. Ann, where a plump vicar droned through the liturgy to empty pews, thrusting his hands against the sides of his nose to check his sneezing, and the Roman mass at St. Mary’s pro-Cathedral. The pro-Cathedral is beautiful, classically Georgian—a perfect foil for the bustle and excitement on this great day of the Christian year, the day of the risen godman. The sign at the door read: LADIES—WATCH YOUR HANDBAGS. There was some juice here—in the wild swoop of the organ music, the choir lifting the alleluias, the bouncing walk of the priests—and it was possible to imagine how pagans could be drawn to a vision of a dying god reborn, the world renewed through symbolic cannibalism. I admired the pretty Irish girls with their swinging gait, flopping black or red hair, determined jaws, quick dark eyes, and rounded hips crowding in beside derelicts and drunks, the whole place astir with sibilants like the wind through rushes.

The next day, looking for Johnson (who was born in 1715), I began to enter an Ireland that was older than St. Patrick, let alone my dream alter ego, a time of turbulence belied by the surface placidity of the manicured lawns and neat hedgerows of the “West Britons” of Meath. We drove down a fierce back country road to Smithstown House, Johnson’s birthplace. A bluff, rock-solid horse farmer showed me around the estate. The bluebells were just coming out, and I thrilled to my favorite combination of colors in nature: dreamy blues among soft greens. I walked through a fine stable with stone stalls, an apple orchard behind stone walls. And knew that what I was seeking was not here.
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The distinction between past, present and future is only an
illusion, even if a stubborn one.
ALBERT EINSTEIN

In the end the only events of my life worth telling are those
when the imperishable world irrupted into this transitory
one. That is why I speak chiefly of inner experiences,
amongst which I include my dreams and visions.

C. G. JUNG, MEMORIES, DREAMS, REFLECTIONS

*

When a person has an inborn genius for certain emotions,
bis life differs strangely from that of ordinary people, for
none of their ordinary deterrents check him.

WILLIAM JAMES

*

The gods drink at the heart like a deer in a river.
MARTIN PRECHTEL, SECRETS OF THE TALKING JAGUAR
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