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Kabbalah and the Power of Dreaming

“Many cultures believe that during a dream the soul leaves the dreamer’s body and journeys to other worlds, possibly visiting the imaginal realm where the dreamer seems to break free of the limitations of time and space. In Kabbalah and the Power of Dreaming Catherine Shainberg not only takes us into that realm, she provides insights and a travel guide. Not since the time of Joseph and his prophetic dreams has such a well-written storytelling guidebook been offered.”

Fred Alan Wolf, Ph.D., author of Mind Into Matter

“A brilliantly articulated exploration of the elusive mystery of dreams and imagination, and how they dance both sides of the veil between fantasy and reality. Combining ancient mystical wisdom with contemporary metaphor, Catherine Shainberg not only illuminates our understanding about the phenomenon of dreaming and its impact on the waking world, but also offers us ample user-friendly exercises and meditations to experience the wisdom of both. Shainberg is a foremost disciple of one of the few and most notable women kabbalists, Colette Aboulker-Muscat, herself a descendant and student of the thirteenth-century Rabbi Yitzchak Saggei Na’hor (known as Isaac the Blind) and of his mystery school. Like her teacher Colette, Shainberg has helped innumerable people through her healing work with imagery and dream. In Kabbalah and the Power of Dreaming she has, for the first time, shared with all of us the heretofore inaccessible wisdom of dream from the rich kabbalistic tradition of her teacher and her people. This is a book that delivers everything its title promises; it is an important addition to the classical literature of Jewish spiritual wisdom.”

Rabbi Gershon Winkler, author of
 Kabbalah 365: Daily Fruit from the Tree of Life

“Catherine Shainberg contributes a fresh, creative, and innovative approach to dreaming and imagination through the practice of waking dream. In doing so she brings alive the ancient wisdom of prophetic Kabbalah in a practical and readily usable way. Kabbalah and the Power of Dreaming deserves to be read and enjoyed; its reader will be richly rewarded with the spiritual view of life it provides.”

Gerald Epstein, M.D., author of Healing Visualizations: 
Creating Health Through Imagery

“The medieval system of Jewish Kabbalah taught that a more real world than our own lies behind the common one of day-to-day experience. Through lifelong routines of meditation and visualization, kabbalists drew on the insights of that other world. Now Catherine Shainberg, psychologist, poet, and dream specialist, provides a warm, richly detailed guide to this kind of thinking for the seekers of today. Her book opens with a moving account of her own search for bearings, then spans the ocean of kabbalistic tales and models. It is a heartfelt and generous guide to the questing imagination and, inevitably, to deepened relationships with others on the same trail.”

Eleanor Munro, author of Originals: American Women Artists

“Kabbalah and the Power of Dreaming is a magnificent guide to putting soul back in the body and walking a path with heart. Catherine Shainberg is a profound spiritual teacher who reminds us that dreaming is not only about what we do when we sleep but about waking up to a deeper life by remembering and navigating from our sacred purpose. It instructs us on how to tap into our Source energy—including the images that speak to the body that can make it well—and informs us on how we can be present at the place of creation. Her book contains a panoply of practical exercises for transforming fear and anger into heart-centered energy, thereby liberating ourselves from the rule of habit and healing the wound between Earth and Sky. I highly recommend this book.”

Robert Moss, author of Dreamways of the Iroquois:
 Honoring the Secret Wishes of the Soul

“Catherine Shainberg’s book begins with an entrancing account of her personal entry into the world of dreams and images, and reveals how she discovered her own great teacher of images and dreams, the renowned kabbalist Colette Aboulker-Muscat. Shainberg draws upon many years of experience to guide us through the possibilities of inner growth through dreamwork, offering exercises along the way that are intriguing and seem likely to open the mind and heart further and further. The power of dreaming is something I’ve come to appreciate more and more in my own life, and Shainberg’s book does justice to that power. She is on a path of great beauty.”

Rodger Kamenetz, author of The Jew in the Lotus
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In Memoriam
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The author with Colette, in her garden in Jerusalem, 1979



To my teacher Colette Simhah Aboulker-Muscat I dedicate this book, a book that she never got to read. Colette passed away in the afternoon of November 25, 2003, at her home in Jerusalem. She was 94. The night before she died, she was still receiving visitors and dispensing wisdom and exercises. I had just arrived from the States. We spent the morning together reconnecting. Then she sent me away and she died.

“The Tzaddikim (sages) who have died are present in this world to a greater extent than when they were alive.”

ZOHAR III, 70B.

Colette’s teachings live on in what you are about to read.


About the School of Images

The School of Images (SOI) is a Kabbalah school founded to advance awareness of imagination as the foremost language for instantaneous insight and transformation. The school, founded by Catherine Shainberg in 1982, teaches the techniques of dreaming, visualization, and revelation to gain access to the forgotten source of the imagination within, to cleanse, revivify, and motivate the individual.

The School of Images derives its methods from early Jewish, Sephardic, and Mediterranean sources. The lineage dates back to two kabbalists, Isaac the Blind of Provence and Rabbi Jacob Ben Sheshet of Gerona, Spain, who lived and practiced Kabbalah in the thirteenth century. The last lineage holder, Madame Colette Aboulker-Muscat, adapted these ancient methods to meet the needs of a contemporary, global society.

In line with her teacher, Catherine Shainberg’s work is experiential. Some of the exercises are based on text but, in contrast to other Kabbalistic ways, in this method there is no direct study or analysis of text and no permutation of letters (the technique known as gematria). The work is pure Kabbalah (kabbalah means “receiving”), in that one “receives” from their inner gazing. Thus, SOI’s brand of Kabbalah is not a difficult system to access, but rather an exploration of the imaginal field whose language is common to people of all denominations. Each imagery exercise is a peerless tool for instantaneous vision, transformation, and healing.

The mission of the school is to teach the use of the imagination for creative, healing, and transformational purposes. Its goal is for people of all languages and creeds to practice imagery. Its belief is that this global language has the power to unite all peoples while allowing each of us to follow our own unique path.

To receive more information about SOI or to contact us:

Go to www.schoolofimages.com
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Prologue

“I sleep but my heart is awake.”

SONG OF SONGS 5:2

All my life I have been a dreamer. As a child when I heard music, I’d see images in Technicolor. I lived with fairies and angels. I entered into other people’s dreams. I “saw” these people and helped them in my dreaming. My mother said I was dreaming my life away. She wanted me to be practical. I thought I was practical.

For instance, I knew that dreaming would not be an acceptable substitute for regular schoolwork. So I had this system where I listened with one ear and imagined that what the teacher said went into a pocket in my mind, like a camel’s second stomach. I had learned that if I visualized this pocket, I could always recall the information later on when it came time to answer questions.

Meanwhile, my real life went on in another world. Sitting in class I would let my gaze go up to a corner of the ceiling and proceed to dream all day long and no one was the wiser. As a young girl, when I thought about going to college, I couldn’t imagine what I could study that would be as interesting to me as the beautiful images and sounds I found in my dreams. Then, as I grew up, the beautiful images and music of the inner worlds that belong to artists became real to me. I decided to study art.

* * *

Paris is filled with churches, palaces, gardens, statues, fountains. At every street corner there is something to feast one’s eyes on. As an art student I would wander into the Louvre to look at paintings. Often, after studying a painting, I would have to go home to calm down. Everything felt so intense.

I wondered why some colors and shapes moved me so much while others had no effect on me. In the abundance of visual delights and possibilities that were all around me, I began playing with shapes and colors.

For instance, I’d blot out a lemon in a painting by Matisse and everything would go dead in the picture. When I viewed a photograph of The Blind Leading the Blind by Bruegel, printed reversed, the blind men in the painting, instead of tumbling inexorably to the picture’s right as in the original, turned instead to the left where they awkwardly looked at a hole in the ground: a completely different effect.

I wanted to know if there were laws describing how shapes, colors, and spatial directions affect our emotions. I knew that certain colors in my dreams frightened me, while others made me very happy.

I knew that whenever I entered Notre Dame de Paris, the gothic cathedral that soars above the Seine, my body would feel lighter and grow tall, serene. If I stood with my back to a painting by Cézanne, not knowing it was in the room, the skin on my back would start to tingle. I was able to identify the painter without even turning to look.

Were other people this sensitive? Were they possibly as sensitive but didn’t know it? I was aware that people often said that some places made them feel good while other places oppressed them. Where could I find out more about this kind of experience? And what would I do with the knowledge once I gained it?

I wanted to write my doctoral dissertation about these issues but my teachers were unimpressed and they steered me towards more tangible subjects. I quit.

Imagine a dreamer alone in Paris, no job, no purpose. What does she do? Well, dream of course! I dreamt and the dreams told me what to do. However, I did not receive this guidance without the price of some psychological pain, as I hadn’t yet learned to fully trust my dreams. The result was that I couldn’t do what I was guided to do without feeling a lot of trepidation and fear about my future.

Facing each day in a state of uncertainty about basic life decisions is difficult even when we are accomplished dreamers. I took a job in publishing and met a young man, a Jew from North Africa.

Listening to his ideas, meeting his friends, all Mediterranean Jews, and talking with them, I was overwhelmed by the fluidity of their thinking, the strength of their imagination, and their kindness. I wanted to immerse myself in their world. I went to Egypt. I went back four times, and then I visited Lebanon, Syria, and Jordan. I couldn’t get enough of these countries. They felt like home.

I come from an old aristocratic French family from the Dordogne. At the time, one of my explanations for my newly discovered passion for the Middle East was that some gene from an ancestor who had gone to the Crusades had been stirred.

Then outside circumstances, together with more dreaming, led me to my next move, Israel. I went to a kibbutz in the desert. Now I really didn’t know what I was doing! Instead of attending the Ivy League college in the States where I had been offered a scholarship, I was picking fruit in the Negev.

I had no profession, no money, no prospects, and I didn’t speak Hebrew. I stayed two years. They were the worst years of my life. The dreams stopped. I was in the dark, desperate and friendless. Going home wasn’t an option. I became a recluse.

There was a group of young French Jews on the kibbutz. One Sabbath, friends of theirs came to visit from Jerusalem. Although I was in my usual funk that day, hearing them speak French acted on me like a magnet and I found myself mingling with them on the lawn.

I asked a man named Eli about the French community in Jerusalem. He told me it revolved around a woman by the name of Colette. As I heard the name, C_O_L_E_T_T_E, my mind exploded into white light. I saw a huge brilliant star and knew, without a doubt, that I had to meet this lady.

I knew nothing about her and Eli could tell me nothing more than that he had once met her. But on hearing her name, my dreaming had started again! I took Eli’s phone number and the next chance I had I went to Jerusalem.

Well, nothing is easy, and we are tested all along the way. Eli didn’t show up for our appointment. I journeyed six times to Jerusalem, the Yom Kippur War came and went, and still he would not take me to meet her. It took me a long time to figure out he was afraid that when he did take me to Colette, she might ignore us both.

Meanwhile, my desire to meet her increased. With only pennies in my pocket, I left the kibbutz and moved to Jerusalem. Now Eli had no choice. He had to face the fact that I was the crazy girl who insisted on being introduced to this charismatic woman, no matter how he felt about it. He finally took me to meet Colette.

The street was very quiet. Wisteria and bougainvillea blossomed everywhere. The entrance to her house was half-hidden by wild roses and jasmine. The gate was blue. There were stone steps leading down into her garden. The door was ajar.

We passed into semi-darkness where a tall mirror greeted us with our own reflections. We moved on into a small salon filled with cushions and oriental rugs, with a beautiful Arabic copper chandelier hanging overhead.

A voice called us into the room that served as Colette’s bedroom but looked more like the reception room of a queen. Colette lay on her bed, propped up by more pillows. The room was decorated with rich, sixteenth-century Algerian wood paneling worthy of a museum. She waved us to chairs set by her bed. “What do you want?” she said to me.

Without missing a beat, my dreaming voice spoke up, “Teach me how images move people!”

Colette laughed. “I have waited for you a long time!”

Who was Colette? I didn’t even bother to ask; she was so completely familiar to me. At our first appointment she didn’t seem very interested in my story either, but rather in the images I saw in my mind’s eye: “Close your eyes, breathe out slowly three times, imagine . . . and then tell me what it is you see.”

I realized later that my images told her all she needed to know about me and where I was headed. My images were like a map to her, a book she could read from to guide me. With her feedback I felt sup-ported; comfortable in allowing myself to be led by what I “saw.” A great adventure had begun! This exploration of myself would bring me further than I had ever thought possible, even to the exploration of universal structures and concepts.

Colette forbade me to ask questions or to read anything having to do with imagery, dreams, or myth. The images elicited by my reading would get mixed up with my inside images, she told me, and I would never know my true self. I was the book, and the text was in me.

Who was Colette? My eyes told me that she was a grande dame. This I recognized by her queenly posture and imperious manner, and also by her grace and attention to others that reminded me of my great-aunts and great-uncles. After the 1967 Six-Day War, Colette didn’t once leave her house or her street, in order to be available to all those who might need her.

For me she was a powerful magnet, both motherly and terrifying. In her presence I felt totally naked and exposed. I was fascinated and head over heels in love. Colette gave me her dead daughter’s clothing and took me into her heart and her life. I soon learned that Colette came from an ancient and famous Jewish family of doctors from Algiers. Her father, a neurosurgeon known throughout all of North Africa, had been nicknamed “le grand Marabou” (the great holy man), by the Arabs. Colette had been her father’s personal assistant for fourteen years, during which time he trained her to observe his patients and then diagnose them. In all the years I spent with Colette, I never knew her to err when making a diagnosis.

Before deciding to consecrate her life to helping people, Colette had become an accomplished dancer, musician, and sculptress. Later, she studied in Paris with Dr. Desoille who had developed le reve éveillé dirigé (“Directed Waking Dream Therapy”). After obtaining her psychology degree, Colette worked in the psychiatric ward of the Algiers Hospital.

Because Colette felt that the Desoille techniques were limited, she went on to develop her own methods, which were informed by her family’s ancestral imagery practices as well as by her own creative genius. Thus, she crafted the coherent and powerful overarching system that I will be describing to you in this book.

Colette holds lineage descent, on both her mother and father’s side, from an ancient line of Sephardic kabbalists. Rabbis Isaac the Blind of Provence, the first recorded medieval kabbalist, and Jacob ben Sheshet, one of the leading lights of the Gerona circle of kabbalists and a follower of Isaac the Blind, are her direct ancestors. They are best-known for their fearless exploration of the mysteries which they plumbed through mystical exercises whose origins probably date back to the Merkavah Kabbalah.

This most ancient form of Kabbalah, traces of which can be found in Midrashic and Talmudic texts as well as in the Heikhalot and Merkavah literature, and in numerous Apocrypha manuscripts such as the Hebrew Book of Enoch, was practiced during the first and second centuries by commoners and Talmudic sages alike, among them Rabbi Akiba, the foremost scholar of his time. The practitioner’s task was to visualize ascending through the heavenly spheres, often seen as different palaces (the Heikhalot), to the chariot-throne (Merkavah) upon which the practitioner, if he reached that stage, “saw” the Image of the Lord (sometimes called the Kavod) in “the likeness as the appearance of a man above it” (Ezekiel 1:26).

In their literature, the kabbalists describe an unbroken chain of transmission (for instance, the Zohar, the most influential of all kabbalistic texts, was attributed by its author Moses de Leon to the secondcentury sage, Simeon Bar Yochai) dating back to Talmudic and Biblical times. Certainly the Hebrew Bible abounds in revelations, from the visions of prophets such as Ezekiel, Elija, and Enoch to the dreams of the patriarchs Abraham, Jacob, and Joseph, and the visionary experiences of a Moses, Samuel, or Jonah. It is clear, from perusing the Bible text, that the most prevalent form of communication with the Divine, in Biblical times, was the visionary process.

Thus, in line with her ancestors’ practices, Colette’s work is experiential. Some of her exercises are based on text but, in contrast to other kabbalistic methods, in her method there is no direct study or analysis of text, no permutation of letters (the technique known as “Gematria”), no study of the “Tree of Life” with its ten spheres of energy.

Colette’s work is pure Kabbalah; (Kabbalah means “receiving”), in that one “receives” from one’s inner gazing. Therefore, her brand of Kabbalah is not an arcane, difficult to access system, but an exploration of the imaginal field whose language is common to people of all denominations.

I wasn’t a Jew when I met Colette, and she never spoke to me of Judaism. It was only when my images told me to look at Judaism that she opened some books and showed me kabbalistic texts. What I read there confirmed all that I had been discovering in myself through my imagery practice. At that point I converted to Judaism because, clearly, I was a Jew. Other students discovered that they were Buddhists or Sufis or Christians. Our souls spoke to us through our images and we were led to our true destinies.

Jewish Kabbalah is traditionally transmitted only to the men. However, as is sometimes the case in Sephardic families, the women in Colette’s family were also encouraged to learn and to play active roles. Colette’s illustrious family also included Dona Gracia Mendoza, the greatest Jewish woman figure of the Renaissance, in its lineage. More recently, Colette’s grandmother was a famous teacher who held court, in her gardens, with the rabbis and important men of Algiers.

While still very young, Colette received, through a laying on of hands by her grandfather, the family’s blessing to carry on the teachings of their lineage. She had three distinct beauty marks (one on her third eye, one on her left palm, and one on her heart) which, according to family tradition, were physical signs preordaining that she was born to save the Jews and the world.

And indeed, together with her teenage brother Jose Aboulker, Colette would go on to organize the resistance movement in North Africa, which led to the landing of American troops near Algiers, subsequently contributing to the end of World War II. Colette was the “Voice of Freedom” on Algerian Radio during the war. She was a decorated war hero; you can read her story in the history books of that epoch.

Colette later became the president of WIZO (Women’s International Zionist Organization) in North Africa. She was sought out by Jews, Muslims, and Christians alike, and was named the official exorcist of the Catholic Church. The Rosicrucians awarded her their Medal of Honor, which only four women, among them Eleanor Roosevelt, had received before her.

With her husband Arie Muscat, a shaliach (a roaming ambassador for the State of Israel) and later, state controller for the city of Jerusalem, Colette worked diligently for the cause of Israel. Every Saturday night at their home in Jerusalem, she and Arie held an open house to celebrate the ending of the Sabbath.

People traveled from all over the world to sit in Colette’s presence and receive her teachings. Toward the end of her life, she made her work with terminally ill patients a priority. Many of them, having done her exercises, are still among us today. On the three-thousand-year jubilee celebrating King David’s reign, the city of Jerusalem honored her unique contributions and accomplishments by awarding her the prestigious Medal of the Beloved.

These are only the bare bones of Colette’s life. It would take me a book to tell you all that she accomplished in her lifetime. She changed my life, for one thing, as she did the lives of countless other people. As she had been known to say, we, her students, were her true medals.

Before long, Colette was sending me out as her ambassador, to bring her exercises and comforting words to sick people, wounded soldiers, and mentally ill patients in the hospitals of Jerusalem. On a little scrap of paper, she would write out an exercise, an idea, or a direction which I was to work from. Soon, with her blessing, I began teaching a form of bodywork based on the study of movement in the Hebrew Bible stories. To respond to my students’ needs, I developed imagery for all forms of physiological difficulties and disorders.

Whether I was sitting in Colette’s garden or branching out to serve the community, I blossomed and thrived. I had found, both within myself and outside of myself, my Garden of Eden.

Colette once said to me: “Walk before me, you must become greater than I!”

Who can match such generosity?

To Colette the beloved I dedicate this book. She is my mother and I am her daughter. We are forever linked by Spirit. She taught me to trust what I already knew, and she taught me far more, some of which you will read in the pages of this book.

Colette loved to tell stories about her ancestors. These stories are parables and sources of inspiration to her students around the world who are “as numerous as the grains of sand and the stars in the sky.” I believe of a great teacher that, for every student they teach in person, there are a thousand more who they counsel in the dream time.

The most amazing part of the story to me is that Colette was my dream come true!

Later details came out that only reinforced our connection. Colette’s family home in Oran, Algeria, where she grew up during part of her childhood, was across the street from my mother’s home! Colette had gone to the same school as my mother and my aunts, she knew them all.

And how does one explain the fact that I look so much like someone from Colette’s family? A dream-transferred gene must have hopped from Colette’s house into my mother. Journeys spiral back to their origins, with something added at each turn on the way. Dreaming is often more mysterious than we may even dream it to be!


INTRODUCTION

Wake Up and Dream

“Whenever you wish that Elijah becomes visible to you, concentrate on him. . . . There are three ways of seeing him: in a dream; while awake and greeting him; while awake, greeting him, and being greeted in return.”

JOSEPH CARO

There are many books about dreams. Why another? Because this book is not about dreams, it is about the act of dreaming. We may not be aware of it at every moment, but at every moment we are dreaming. You are dreaming as you read these lines, or when you stand waiting for the bus, or speak to a friend in a cafe, or when you work or cook, talk, or just do nothing.

Dreaming emanates from our right brain which, along with the rest of our brain, never stops emitting nerve impulses. This is a natural result of being alive. Like breathing, it goes on day and night.

Our night dreams are only one particular form of dreaming, one which we recognize easily because dreams which arise when we are asleep are a socially acceptable part of our subconscious. If we pay attention to our dreams, they will help to make us aware of the dreaming that goes on at all times.

I once received a visit from a man who was writing a book about quantum physics and dreams. He wished to ask a question. He had recently interviewed a druid, a modern day Celtic priest, for whom he had great respect. The druid had emphatically declared that there was no difference between night dreams and our daytime condition, we dream at all times. He was curious to know what I, a dream specialist and a psychologist to boot, thought about that.

At the time, I was surprised that the druid was the only person this man could find who would tell him that dreaming is an uninterrupted brain activity. Not for the first time I found myself wondering if the act of dreaming was not being treated by the world of science as a well-kept secret, bits and pieces of which exist but are never offered up as a complete system.

TWO DIFFERENT LANGUAGES

I always tell my students there are two great paths to follow in learning: the path of liberation through the verbal mind, and the path of liberation through the imaginal mind. This can be exemplified by two Buddhist ways: Zen Buddhism and Tibetan Buddhism.

Zen teaches its disciples to sit and watch, with detachment, the movements of the mind. At intervals, short paradoxical riddles called “koans” are given as subjects for meditation to test the follower’s progress. Thus, teaching is done through appealing to the verbal mind and then, through the paradoxical intensity of the koan, dissolving habitual patterns of thought.

In contrast, Tibetan Buddhism enlists the imaginal mind of its followers. It accepts the forest of images that we live in and teaches its adepts to plunge in, travel through, and eventually come out on the other side of the forest. The ultimate goal of both great paths is enlightenment by detachment from all forms, verbal or imaginal.

Our way, as you may have already guessed, emphasizes the imaginal mind. Fearlessness and detachment are attained using both approaches, and everyone in real life has to make use of both paths. Nevertheless, on the level of simple physiological functioning, different individuals almost always have a predilection for one approach or the other. We are either drawn to the left brain (verbal) or to the right brain (imaginal).

Each side of the brain is associated with specific tendencies in behavior. The left brain is abstract and talks of mind, the right brain is spatial and speaks of body. It is important, therefore, that the language we use be congruent with the type of thinking that we are addressing.

There is a lot of confusion about this. The mind-body problem has produced much verbal garbage and little clarity. Inherent in the dichotomy is the existence of two distinct worlds which interrelate but do not use the same language. It’s abundantly clear what we mean by “language” when speaking of the left brain. But what do we mean when speaking of the “language” of the right brain?

THE RIGHT BRAIN LANGUAGE

The right brain doesn’t “think,” it experiences. Its realm is the body, its language is formed with images. By images, I mean the process by which the right brain translates our sensory experiences into awareness.

For example, if someone attacks you, you might see red. This is not a metaphor, you actually do “see red.” And often the “seeing” is more elaborate than this; you might see the attacker as a fiery monster. However, the image is so fleeting that it often slips from our consciousness, just like a night dream tends to do, before we have had time to “know” it.

Can we speak about images? Can we take an experience that is complete in itself and turn it into the sequence of discrete parts required by language, without destroying its essence? This is the challenge all dreamers face in trying to communicate their world. I face the same challenge in writing this book. How can my words successfully begin to describe the holistic experience of dreaming?

Many mystics who live in the imaginal world describe for us how it is utterly beyond their powers to convey in words what happens in the ecstatic moment of communion with the divine. Perhaps closer to the voice we are seeking is the voice used by the poets. Shakespeare puts an almost technically detailed description of how this imaginal world works, into the mouth of Theseus, the only dispassionate, rational character in A Midsummer Night’s Dream:

The poet’s eye, in fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;

And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen

Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a name.

Poets flourish at precisely this juncture between the imaginal and the verbal. To them the dream world is primal; verbal language is the servant of the dream. For the poet, living movements of the imaginal body give rise to words as the earth gives rise to a fountain of life. The words of the imaginal body don’t necessarily follow each other in a rational sequence as they would in an intellectual argument. In poetry there are leaps, amazing juxtapositions, shocking associations.

Closer still to the imaginal world are ancient languages such as Hebrew and Sanskrit. Unlike modern languages which are a step removed from direct experiencing, Hebrew and Sanskrit have stayed close to the primal sounds and movements of what they are trying to convey. Their words and signs (alphabets such as the ancient Egyptian hieroglyphic) are transliterations of recurring, and therefore recognizable, body experiences.

THERE IS NO UNCONSCIOUS

Dreaming is a process that feeds upon itself. A person who wishes to start this process must catch the tail of the beast, the “Leviathan” from Hebrew lore that hides at the bottom of the ocean (the ocean in question being the subconscious), and “. . . makes a path to shine after him” (Job 42:24). The beast is the great body of knowledge in us that lies submerged beyond our conscious thoughts. Can we learn to tap this body of knowledge?

The word “unconscious” is a misnomer that has been bandied about for far too long, creating a false thought-form. Are we to accept that two-thirds of ourselves are forever sunk in the cold waters of the unknowable? Or can we, like the great Leviathan, come to the surface and tip over, exposing our hidden parts?

If we persevere in examining the subconscious carefully, we will see that it does reveal its secrets. If we dare to ask a question of our subconscious, we will be granted an answer. Therefore, for the sake of truth, let’s agree to ban the word “unconscious” from this book and from our vocabulary. Instead, we will use the word “subconscious.”

To inquire about the subconscious is the first step in this journey we have undertaken together. But what do we inquire about, since what we are seeking is hidden? How do we catch the tail of the beast? Where do we start?

TWO DIFFERENT REALITIES

Let’s first clear the way by getting rid of a problem that our conscious mind has constructed for us: the myth that reality, defined as measurable, verifiable, repeatable phenomena, is the only reality there is. The conscious mind, caught in its own powerful thrust to provide irrefutable proofs for the nature of all things, has thrown out the baby with the bathwater.

Disowning its twin sibling which is the imaginal mind, the conscious mind has fed upon its ability to “know” reality. For four centuries and more it has gloried in measuring, verifying, and proving what it knows. A huge cultural ego has grown around this ability to fix knowledge.

In the words of this theorizing ego: What cannot be proven is not true, what is not verifiable does not exist. The mathematical, causal, delimited world is the only certain and grounded truth, all other phenomena are phantasmagoria of our minds unless proven otherwise.

This way of thinking is very seductive, as it greatly reduces the uncertainties we face and allows us to believe that we control our environment. This way of thinking has provided the basis for extraordinary technical achievements and discoveries about the physical world, and we are not here to deny its obvious validity. But pinning down a captured butterfly, while saving it for our inspection, also kills it. Rather, we would like to make a commonsense plea for the right to describe and study the imaginal world using that world’s categories and priorities.

OTHERWORLDLY EXPERIENCES

What do we make of the countless otherworldly and elusive experiences people report that do not fit in with our verifiable world? It seems none of us are completely immune to such events, yet few of us will readily admit to having experienced them. However, when prompted, it is amazing how many people will talk of seeing ghosts, dead relatives that came back, guides, and angelic visitors.

They’ll talk of mirrors exploding for no known reason, objects disappearing and reappearing a few days later; they have had dreams that came true, double visions of the real world and another world superimposed, or an instant recognition of truths that changed their lives.

Recently, I had dinner with a neighbor who told me that several times she had seen what she described as a Rembrandt-like figure appearing at the foot of her bed. “He was real, I saw him exactly as I see you! He stood there and looked at me intently, I felt he wanted to tell me something. I was scared to death!” Are all these people having delusions? Are they projecting their fantasies onto the real world? Or are they picking up on actual phenomena out there?

Strange perceptions, fantasies, hallucinations, eerie sounds, smells or tastes, goose bumps and other kinesthetic reactions, dreams, daydreams, visions, déjà-vu, clairvoyance, telepathy, sudden unfounded intuitions and certainties, non-causal happenings: the list is bewilderingly varied, yet I can volunteer a guess that 80 percent of the population has experienced at least one such phenomenon in their lives. It is also safe to assume that, like the lady with the Rembrandt-like visitor, most of us are scared to death by these phenomena that we don’t understand.

Disbelief, embarrassment, and fear are the most common reasons why we shy away from giving permission to our minds to really examine these experiences. So let’s create a working axiom, one that for the time being will help assuage the doubts (and embarrassment) of your left brain: what cannot be proven is not necessarily untrue.

This allows us to accept what we “see” while we yet lack the simple logical tools, or a paradigm, to prove it. As for fear, is it not there to teach us courage? Confronting mysteries may lead us on fascinating adventures we would otherwise miss if we were to give in to our fear.

TWO “REAL” WORLDS

Therefore, can we agree that the messages of both the objective left brain and the subjective right brain are “real” in different ways? Driving around a curve on a small dirt road in Massachusetts, I bumped into a polar bear. He was real! I saw him! He stood in the middle of the road staring at me, but in objective reality, well, he was not there, he existed only as a vision. My left brain knew for certain there are no polar bears in Massachusetts. Did my vision of the bear have any meaning?

For my right brain it did; there was something shockingly powerful about the hulky, silent bear that I couldn’t ignore. It made me change the way I was conducting my life at that time. Otherworldly phenomena have a way of doing that. They shake us up, as surely as coming close to being run over by a truck will shake us up in real life.

Night dreams have that power, too. For instance, you have a dream that an intruder is breaking into your house, you sit up terrified, you shake your companion awake, you look all over the house to make sure no one has broken in. Is the dream real? Definitely, you really felt fear at the idea that someone had broken into your house. But is it a reality? No, in so far as you know, for you have just checked all the windows and doors and every room. Therefore, as no one actually broke into your house, does your dream mean anything?

Does it mean that someone will break in, and the dream is a warning? Or that, metaphorically speaking, you are being invaded, and therefore should examine your daily life to see who or what you are experiencing as an invasion?

Dream images can be many different things. Precisely because of this, some modern researchers have called all dream images “mind garbage.” But this is like telling you to throw out all your mail because some of it is useless to you. If you continue to read this book, you will soon realize that consigning your dream images to the garbage is seldom the wisest way to deal with them.

Suppose I put my hand on my heart and say to you, “I have a pain here.” You will not know if my pain is emotional or if I have heartburn. Only the context can tell you that or, if you don’t know the context, by asking me a direct question about my pain.

It is the same with dream images. If I dream that I put my hand on my heart and the next morning I wake up with heartburn, I know that my pain is physical and the meaning of my dream image is made clear.

On this level, assigning a meaning to a dream depends on how closely the dream images are connected to the “real” world. As long as I am able to easily verify connections between reality and my dream images by assigning a meaning to them, my waking verbal self remains comfortably in control, and therefore separate from the world of dreamers.

But what if I, like the unfortunate people in asylums, can no longer tell the difference between dreams and reality?

NIGHT DREAMS ARE MORE ACCEPTABLE

Remember the original question that came up when the scientist interviewed the druid: What is the difference between dreams that come to us when we are asleep and conscious dreaming? One answer is that night dreams are more acceptable. No one thinks it’s crazy to have a dream while asleep. Some people dream effusively and no one thinks to accuse them of being abnormal.

But the time that our dreams occur, whether night or day, does not define what dreaming is or is not; it is simply convenient for us to act as though it did. By saying that dreaming only happens at night when we are asleep we have created a clear separation between the outside world and the dream world. It helps us to feel more secure if our sleeping world doesn’t bleed into our waking world. We can hold onto what we think is stable: the outside world. We cling to our supposed ability to distinguish the separation, for we are convinced our safety depends on our being able to see reality as it is.

Of course, our many problems come from the fact that few, if any, of us are able to “see reality as it is,” simply because the boundary between the two worlds is far less well-defined than we would like to think.

The separation we create is artificial, but very potent. “This is fantasy, this is reality,” we say and, in so doing, we feel like little children swaddled against the great void. Our bodies thus shielded, we can contemplate the vast world beyond us and the vast world inside of us with a semblance of surety on both sides.

WHAT STANDS BETWEEN THE TWO WORLDS?

Understand, then, that the true juncture between the two worlds is the body. This is where you start. Trust your body. In the womb, enclosed, turned in upon itself, your body dreams. At birth, the body is thrust outward: eyes meet light, skin touches objects, and ears hear the sharp sounds of life that, in the womb, were muffled by the cushioning ocean of amniotic fluid.

In other words, your sensations are the pathways in both directions, to the concrete and to the dream world. The senses act as doors that swing in or out at will.

I was once having dinner with a new friend, an established scientist. In our conversation, I started telling him about the swinging doors of the senses when suddenly he got up and said he didn’t want to be friends with someone who believed such nonsense. But, since he has a body, what he calls nonsense is in him too.

If you have a pain and turn your eyes in to the pain, you will be able to describe it. It is hot, wet, cold, inflamed, red, dull, etc. If you continue to look at it, you might actually “see” images or hear sounds. These, too, tell you about your pain. Experience always talks to us in the language of the senses.
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