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There is a Spirit who is awake in our sleep and creates the wonder of dreams. He is the Spirit of Light, who in truth is called the Immortal. All the worlds rest on that Spirit and beyond him no one can go.

UPANISHADS, C. 800 B.C.E

Let us learn to dream, gentlemen, and then we may perhaps find the truth.

FRIEDRICH A. VON KEKULE,

FOUNDER OF MODERN ORGANIC CHEMISTRY, 1890
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INTRODUCTION: MEETING THE DREAMER

To dream is to see the truth at night. If a man says something and you dream about it at night and see it differently at night, then you know that the man is misleading you. It is the dream that shows the truth, because the shades never deceive their children.

ZULU MAN

IN THE BEGINNING WAS THE DREAM

All that we see and feel around us—the mountains, the valleys, the streams—was dreamed. The stars, the sun and men, the moon, the earth and women, laughter, tears and children—all began with a dream. That’s what the native peoples of Australia have experienced. We are dreamed.

And we dream—each and every one of us. There is nothing more universal than dreams. Nightly, throughout the world, people close their eyes, drop their daytime minds, and are carried away into a different land.

Can we fly? Can we leap across the chasm of time and visit long ago? Can we change our shape in the blink of a thought or melt into an ocean or a mountain? Can we meet and speak with those who have died and those who have yet to be born? Of course we can. We do these things all the time in our dreams. We can build skyscrapers on a bed of clouds. We can travel beyond warp speed to the end of the galaxy. We can dance in the court of Queen Elizabeth or swim in a depthless sea. All this and infinitely more we can do in our dreams.

But dreaming is dreaming and waking is waking—right? We have, from the time we were little, kept these two very separate. Even in our language we recognize the difference between the two: A dream is “just a dream”; “You must be dreaming”; “Well, that’s a nice dream”; “Dream on”; “What a dreamer you are!”; “It’s only a pipe dream.”

We in the West, in the culture of the industrialized world, have been taught that dreams are not actually real.a We have learned that they are projections of the waking mind, wish fulfillment, subconscious, unconscious, preconscious—definitely not conscious. But in this belief we are a distinct minority. Most of humanity has seen dreams differently.

In order to change our thinking, we first have to change our language a little bit. This is not about consciousness and unconsciousness. Nor is it about consciousness and subconsciousness. In either case there is a kind of implied judgment. Most of us believe that consciousness is related to the state of being awake. Similarly, we tend to see unconsciousness or subconsciousness as characterizing the dream state.

Think about it. Which is more evolved, human or subhuman? The prefix sub means “beneath,” “below,” “inferior,” or “subordinate.” Or how about awareness and unawareness? The prefix un simply means “not.” So unconscious means “not conscious.” By referring to dreams as either subconscious or unconscious, we’re stating that dreams are either lower than consciousness or are without any consciousness at all. This is a distinctly modern and Western notion of dreams, an idea that, despite its scientific trappings, has its roots planted firmly in the Middle Ages, when the dominant view was that dreams were the work of the devil.

We are taught to believe that dreams are either bad or unreal. But a belief is not necessarily truth. Beliefs are things we are taught. Truths are things we discover. Somehow we believe fervently that our eyes tell us what’s real. “Open your eyes” is another way of saying “Look at reality”; telling someone to “wake up” is another way of saying “Accept reality.” While our language indicates a strong belief that dreams are unreal, other languages do not, reflecting that other cultures believe something different. In fact, some people hold that the waking state is illusion and the dream state reflects reality. Imagine that!

For most of the human race, the line between dream consciousness and waking consciousness is very thin and ever-shifting. For the Blackfoot Indians, as for many Native American cultures, dream consciousness is reality. For the Nyakyusa of Tanzania, reality is revealed to men in dreams by prophets who “go down thinking like the roots of a tree” to the world of the shades. The ancient Celts believed dreams took us to the places where we could discover the essence of reality—those places visited by the deities.

Of course, it would be silly to say that only dream consciousness is reality. You might jump off a skyscraper in a dream, but you wouldn’t quite be in your right mind if, believing you could fly, you jumped off a skyscraper while awake. It’s equally absurd, though, to assert that only waking consciousness is real. Both states are real. Each is truth in its own way. We don’t have to choose—we can have our cake and eat it too. Yummy!

We all have two forms of consciousness. Our waking consciousness carries us from day to day, allowing us to drive cars and replace lightbulbs without killing ourselves. It allows us to accomplish tasks, learn from mistakes, and plan for the next day. Without our waking consciousness, we wouldn’t survive a trip across the street.

But it is our dream consciousness that helps us see beyond our waking mind. It dissolves all the rules of logic and bends and twists time. It allows all our career programs and presumed talents to morph into something else. We become poets, singers, dancers. We are beyond boundaries. Without our dream consciousness, there would be no imagination.

Dreams, in part, are about imagination. Imagination isn’t a luxury—it’s the very essence of being human, enabling us to go beyond what we already know. Without imagination we wouldn’t exist. It is what takes us into the unknown and into discovery. Without our imagination, we simply are not human, for it is what takes us beyond the limits of our experience. Without it we would go nowhere except where we have already gone.

Fire. Agriculture. The wheel. Think of where we would be without them. In the dark forests farther back than memory or even legend, fire was our enemy. Either through story or through experience, humans knew the deadly dangers of flames. And yet in fire lay our salvation: Someone had to see the power of the flame, to realize that fire could be tamed. Some person had to see the divine in a burning bush thousands of years before Moses, and then go beyond what people knew to a place where people had not yet been. It’s hard to fathom now how frightened the little group of humans must have been when one of them held the first burning branch. But the fire has been burning ever since. Maybe the idea came in a dream. It certainly came from a place no one had visited before. That’s imagination.

So important are dreams to imagination that they are its handmaidens. At night, when the waking mind relaxes and falls asleep, the dreaming consciousness arises. The visions we see then and carry with us into day—without them we would be dead. Albert Einstein stated it clearly when he said, “I am enough of an artist to draw freely upon my imagination. Imagination is more important than knowledge. Knowledge is limited. Imagination encircles the world.” By definition, knowledge is limited to that which is known. Imagination penetrates the unknown. And dreams are the mother, sister, and child of imagination. Einstein himself traced the genesis of his theory of relativity to a dream he had at the age of fourteen. He took the world to the frontiers of space and time because he was willing to cross them—and to believe his dream was real.

Within each of us is an Einstein, a Mozart, an O’Keefe, an Edison. Our creative genius lies in the unexplored, in the land between waking and sleeping—in the world of imagination. And that can be reached through dreams.

Yet we in the West have downplayed imagination as much as we have downplayed dreams. How many times have adults responded to children who share their visions and dreams, “It’s all in your imagination—it’s only your imagination.” Only? The conventional wisdom is that imagination, like a dream, is at best curious and at worst illusory and destructive. Of course, neither dreams nor imagination can be tested. But testing is surely not the only criterion for reality.

Every night we pioneers enter into the unknown, exploring new territory. No matter how many times we fly in our dreams, the experience will always be new. The dream journey is always a trip into the unknown. In our waking life, our mind likes to experience what it already knows, and so it tries constantly to put experience into familiar packages. While this may be comfortable, it’s extremely limiting. Dreams and imagination smash this routine. They are eternally new.

A young child thinks that his small world is the entire world—but growing means seeing beyond this belief. To grow as a human means to expand our idea of the world, to know that there are unknown places, and to discover them.

A KALEIDOSCOPE OF REALITY

The West is not the world—what we here learn and see, what we think and feel do not define the world or the universe. In dreams there is a kaleidoscope of human experience. All people dream, and since the dawn of time all peoples have worked and played with their dreams.

What a rich tapestry we weave! The dream fabric of the human race is deeply textured and multicolored. For this reason, the exploration of the dream experiences of other cultures is an adventure for all of us. My own exploration has been a labor of love.

I am an amateur enthralled by the subject of dreams. My training is as a historian, not an anthropologist, but the work of anthropologists has been invaluable. It has allowed me to look through the eyes of those who have sought to understand the indigenous peoples of America, Asia, the Arctic, and Africa. The fascinating thing about seeing other peoples in this way is witnessing just how creative a species we humans are. Dreams are one thing that unites all of us over time, place, and culture. A young woman on the Irish coast two hundred years ago, a Mohave boy in the sands of the Southwest a hundred years ago, every man, woman, boy, and girl today—all of us dream.

We differ distinctly, however, in how we look at and deal with our dreams. In the beginning of my work in preparation for this book, I vowed to remain a detached observer studying exactly how different peoples viewed their dreams, but somewhere along the way I decided I could no longer be detached. At some point I was discovering for myself some new truths. My study of soul travel comes to mind: I found, much to my surprise, that I had recorded over one hundred different cultures that felt that the soul travels in dreams. My first impulse was to think of this as an interesting confluence of superstition. The idea of the soul traveling was a bit over-the-edge for me. Oh yes, I did have a dream once in which I visited a fancy party set in 1937. And when I woke up, I was aware that I’d attended the party—but it was just a dream.

Then I tried to see, for the sake of argument, just how soul travel could occur. After all, the peoples that believed in it were quite disparate—they hailed from all over the world and were not united in any religious way with regard to their beliefs about the soul. Some saw the soul as a spirit; some saw it as the life force; some saw it as one of the two identities that all humans have—there were a multitude of descriptions of the soul. But they all seemed to agree that, whatever it was, it left the body at night and traveled, experiencing all kinds of adventures.

I began to think that maybe all these peoples—most of whom have been around for a long time—knew something that I didn’t know, and I figured if I was open long enough to what they were talking about, I might get to know it too. My notions of superstitions were shifting.

We are such materialists in this age. Most of us believe that if something can’t be seen, it doesn’t exist. If this isn’t a superstition—a blind faith—I don’t know what is. Because we fear the unknown, we explain it away. But not everything—including the magic of dreams—can be explained. A few days ago, I found the e-mail address of Bria, whom I have known since she was nine. I was one of her teachers back then. Bria is Irish and one of the most independent human beings I have ever met. She was the first person to get me thinking honestly about fairies. She knew them. She described them and told me what they did and what they were like and where they lived in the mountains. Because Bria never lied, I trusted her truth—and, for the first time in my life, I actually acknowledged the possibility of fairies.

Bria is now almost thirty and lives somewhere in Ireland. I haven’t seen her since she was a teenager. When a mutual friend sent me an e-mail message, there, among the others who received the message, was Bria. So I wrote to her. She wrote back: “That was strange! I haven’t thought about you in a long time, but last night you were in my dream, and when I got to work this morning, there was an e-mail from you.”

There is a magic in dreams that can’t be explained. Everyone knows that we fly in our dreams. Lots of us have done it. Meeting departed people in dreams is also common, as is soaring through space and time in an instant. We can do things in our sleeping state that we can’t do in our waking state, and although they can’t be explained, they are no less real.

Today’s beliefs are tomorrow’s superstitions. Conversely, today’s absurdities are tomorrow’s truths. For example, European physicians of the fourteenth century thought that wearing long black robes helped them resist the bubonic plague. It took another four hundred years before scientists discovered that the plague was carried on the saliva of fleas that lived on rats—and that the color black repels fleas. A superstition had stumbled upon a truth.

Our greatest superstitions are the ones we can’t see, filtered through lenses in glasses we forget we are wearing. We think we are seeing what is—but we are looking through these forgotten lenses. Superstition is blind belief, conditioning, what we are told. And perhaps the greatest of them all is the one insisting that there is only one truth in every situation. This is so deep and seamless a part of the Judaic-Islamic-Christian cultures as to be invisible to the naked eye.

No matter what religious faith you follow—Christian, Jewish, Islamic, atheist—the main religion of the West is rationalism, the state church is the waking mind. But in other cultures, the world of spirits and dreams is as alive as the waking world. Very often we treat these other worldviews much the same way as we treat our own dreams. We try to impose on them our scientific, empirical “truth.” We try to analyze our dreams and make sense of them. We try to put them in a rational framework that we can understand.

Believing that there is only one truth is an old habit, and old habits die hard. All of this is very understandable. We’ve been taught that venturing into the unknown is scary. Accepting the Mbuti pygmies’ ideas of spirits and souls seems unlikely for many of us. Yet perhaps they know something we don’t. There is no question that the technology of a nation like the United States can take us faster and farther in this world than anything that the Mbuti pygmies have created. But, perhaps, when it comes to the fall of night, we are the less advanced. As we step into the world of dreams with receptive minds, we find that there are many truths.

The study of dream consciousness is never ending. We will begin to know only if we first recognize that we don’t know. Someday maybe technology will catch up. Perhaps in some future neurophysiology laboratory a machine will record something leaving the dreaming sleeper and returning upon the sleeper’s awakening. Perhaps a Nobel Prize awaits the scientist who first measures the flight of the soul at night. At that time, the shades, shadows, and spirits of all those who have been will probably murmur an amused assent.

What we need is a gentle meeting of our waking consciousness and our dreaming mind. What we need is a respectful collaboration between the two parts of our being. Similarly, we need a gentle meeting of the experiences of other cultures with our own. In the history of the human race, so many societies—so many peoples—have embraced the gift of dreams. We can learn from those who respect dreams and allow themselves to be guided by them.

Last April, just as I was finishing the research for this book, I learned a powerful lesson from someone who had been dead for seventeen hundred years. Now if that sounds eerie, it really isn’t. The lesson I learned was in a story.

In the fourth century in Babylon there lived a teacher named Rabbi Hisda. He started out in life relatively poor but worked his way up the rungs of Babylonian society to become a successful wine merchant. Then he dropped it and became a rabbi. Talk about going into the unknown.

One night Rabbi Hisda had a dream, which he took to various interpreters. Apparently everybody was interested in dreams in those days, and apparently there were a lot of dream interpreters hanging out their shingles on the streets of Babylon. Rabbi Hisda wrote that he took his dream to twenty-five different interpreters. Altogether he received twenty-five different interpretations—and, he wrote, they were all right.

When I read this story a little voice inside of me cheered, “YES!” Twentyfive different interpretations and they were all correct—it made such good sense. For much of my life I, like so many of us, had been concerned with finding out what’s right and what’s wrong, but gradually I was discovering that it was a pain in the neck having to be right all the time. A little more flexibility made life less stressful. It was a relief to find that I wasn’t as all-knowing as I used to think I was.

Rabbi Hisda, however, reached across seventeen centuries to teach me something more: There are many right “answers,” many truths—maybe even as many as twenty-five, or a hundred, or a thousand. Rabbi Hisda taught me that we can we experience many truths about dreams. And that’s the point of his story and this book. Human beings can teach one another about dreams. My question, then, and the question of this book is, “What can I learn about dreams from other peoples in this world?”

There is so much to learn and there are so many teachers. In this book I have tried to provide a sampling of dream teachings from around the world and across time. At best this can be only a taste—a nibble here and a sip there. The Crow people will sacrifice a part of their finger if it means that they might receive a powerful dream. In this they teach the importance of the dream and the essence of commitment. The gentle Temiar of Malaysia encourage their children to face the beasts in their nightmares and in this way teach the importance of using our dreams to go through fear. The Naskapi hunters of Labrador follow their dreams to find caribou. In this they teach that our dreams can help us sustain our lives.

THE MEDIUM IS THE MESSAGE

If nothing else, writing this book has become an exercise in humility. I could spend the rest of my life—I could spend two more lives—working on a dream book and it would barely touch the surface. It is such a vast territory, such a mystery. I have come to realize that there can never be a definitive work on dreams. Perhaps any work on dreams must, of necessity, be a work in progress, as this is. The only certain assertion that I can make is that people can take back their own dreams—that we are all able to use our sleeping giant.

I have devoted much of this book to bringing together the two parts of our being—our waking consciousness and our dreaming mind. Like a true Gemini, I have been struggling within myself to make these two halves into one whole, so much so that I think I have written two books, as my perceptive aunt Charlotte has commented—here is the academic discussing the role of dreams in various cultures, and here is the intuitive playing with dreams. Marshall McLuhan wrote a book entitled The Medium Is the Message. In the case of this book, perhaps it is.

A whole number in mathematics is an integer, from which comes the word integrity. What is integrity but being wholly oneself? For me, bridging the gap between my dream consciousness and my waking consciousness—between my dream reality and my waking reality—is part of becoming whole, getting it together, respecting me in my entirety. It is integrity in the deepest sense. And getting there is more than half the fun.

This book is constructed to help you get there too. We in the West have created thick walls between our waking consciousness and our dream consciousness. In other cultures the border between these two is much more permeable. In the first chapter, “The Veil between the Worlds,” we move back and forth between these two states to help blur the border between them.

Because we erect such strong walls between our waking and dream states, we often forget our dreams. Our waking consciousness takes over from the time we open our eyes. Our dream consciousness shyly retreats into the background. It was striking to me to learn that few cultures have techniques for remembering dreams. On the other hand, people all over the world have been interested in entering and inducing the dream state. In the second chapter, “Purging the River Lethe,” we explore the rich cultural experience of inducing dream consciousness and some techniques for remembering our dreams.

Creativity, imagination, and dreams are sisters. In our dreams we are playwrights, artists, musicians, and inventors—our dream consciousness is a wellspring of creativity. We can access our dream creativity as countless people have. The third chapter, “Song and Dance, Mask and Lance,” touches on the fountain source of dream creativity.

In the novel Dune, by Frank Herbert, there is a group of women who have faced their unconscious fears and turned them into power. Their motto is “Fear is the mind killer.” Fear contracts us, blocks us. We humans have experienced fear in our dreams probably for as long as we have dreamed. Nightmares haunt many of us. Yet, as many cultures have found, we can transform the power of our nightmares. We can use our dreams to move through our fears. In the fourth chapter, “Saddling the Night’s Mare,” we join our ancestors in facing the darkness of our dreams.

Hundreds of cultures feel that the soul wanders during sleep. This nocturnal journey brings us in contact with other wanderers, with departed ancestors, with spirits invisible to the waking eye. In the fifth chapter, “On the Wings of the Night,” we discover the adventure in this nightly travel.

Healers, shamans, and dreamers have been inseparable since the dawn of time. For many generations, people have been tapping dream consciousness to achieve health and healing. From ancient Greece to the top of the Andes Mountains today, healers and visionaries have recognized the healing power of our dream awareness. In the sixth chapter, “Dreaming Wholeness,” we travel with these visionaries

To see the world with new eyes is the role of the diviner, the psychic, the intuitive—the dreamer. The vistas of dream consciousness pay no heed to waking rules of space and time. In our sleep we can see far and clearly. The seventh chapter, “Remembering the Future,” helps us to realize the intuitive power of our dreams.

We are an impatient people today. We like to make sense of things right away. In fact, the phrase “to make sense” says it all. We make cars, videos, clothes, buildings . . . and sense. We are makers. We are doers. But dream consciousness is less aggressive. When we try to wrest meaning from a dream, we are violating a very gentle part of ourselves.

There is no one true school of dream interpretation. In the final chapter, “Making Love to Your Psyche,” we learn that all of them carry a seed of truth that cannot be wrenched out of our dreams, but rather must be gathered gently and patiently.

A very wise educator once said, “Play is the work of the child.” The child is parent of the dreamer. In our dreams we are like children, exposed and vulnerable, innocent and wondrous. It has been my experience that when we are allowed to play, we learn a great deal more than when we are chained to a desk and ordered to learn. As a teacher I have found that a playful lesson is one that lasts. We do not, in our dreams, work toward goals. We do that only in our waking consciousness. In our dreams there are no goals. Play is the work of the dreamer.

In this book I have created places where people can explore their dream consciousness and have provided exercises with suggestions for doing this. These Dream Explorations are sprinkled throughout every chapter. Many of them derive from the experiences of other cultures. None of them is ponderous or serious. None of them is a test having a right or wrong answer. These explorations are simply avenues for you to use to travel into the unknown and discover your own truths. They are meant to be enjoyable, interesting, even revealing.

On any given night, we have very little control over what we will dream, which is just how it needs to be. Control is the province of the waking mind and of our waking lives in which we need to determine, for instance, the direction in which our automobile turns or the time we take to get from here to there. In our dreams, this kind of control dissolves—but it does not necessarily have to. In fact, the control of our waking consciousness can meet our dreaming mind—but the goal is not a conquest of the dream state by the rational mind. The Dream Explorations help, in many cases, to achieve a meeting between waking and dreaming consciousness.

Of course, all the Dream Explorations and techniques in the world will mean but little if there is no intention. If we are committed to exploring our dreams, we will remember them and they will be helpful to us. The Crow people of the American Plains, whose lives revolved around the buffalo and the horse, felt very strongly about dream visions. Because their lives were mobile and uncertain, they needed all the insight they could get to survive their enemies and the difficulties of their environment. They would go to great lengths to bring about their dream visions. A Crow who desired one would leave his village wearing next to nothing and go to a lonely mountain peak. There he would neither drink nor eat for four days as he waited to be visited by a dream vision. Sometimes he would stick skewers into his body, or, as already mentioned, he might cut off one of his finger joints as a conciliatory gesture to the spirits. Clearly the Crow regarded dreams as more than curiosities.

We couldn’t be further from the Crow. Most of us think the reality of being awake is more important than the reality of our dream state. Certainly some of us think dreams are interesting, and some of us think they’re important because they can shed light on our waking state. But our dreams always seem to be at the service of our waking minds. It’s an amazing level of dedication that spurs a person to cut off a finger joint in order to receive a dream.

We could be closer to our dreams too. Of course, we need not cut off our finger joints—but we can commit and dedicate ourselves to seeing and recalling our dreams. Without commitment, all such explorations and techniques are worth little. We must want to remember our dreams with our waking consciousness, and then remind ourselves to do it. Intention and commitment are enough.

Now, this book is quite relaxed and comes with no rules. People are not going to be tested on what it contains. In fact, you don’t even have to read it from cover to cover. You can start in the middle and read to the end or start at the beginning and read to the middle. You can try out the explorations or you might want to stick with the narrative or the stories. It’s up to you. But there is one strong suggestion, repeated over and over in the chapters that follow: Whatever you do, keep a journal.

Something happens when we put down our thoughts and experiences on paper. We take the act of writing for granted because we have been putting little squiggles on paper since we were in first grade. But writing a story is different from telling it or merely remembering it.

The written word is magic and a journal is an essential part of any dream play or work. Sometimes I get a bit repetitive about this, and I apologize in advance. However, let me say it at the start: When we write down something we change the world . . . really, even if that change is no more than the creation of those strange squiggles, which stand for words, which represent thoughts and experience and feeling.

Life being what it is, we do forget things, and dreams are easy to forget. They slip out of our waking minds softly but completely each morning. We need to hold on to them—that’s one reason to keep a journal. Another reason to keep a journal is that it helps us play with our dreams. A dream journal becomes a meeting place for the dreaming and waking minds. Finding that meeting place is one of the themes of this book. Hanging out in that place is one of the goals of this book.

With that said, there are some important points to remember: First, in order for a journal to be meaningful, we must use it as a vehicle for free and honest speech. We are, after all, talking to ourselves—which means that journals are private. They need to be private. We need to know that what we write will be for ourselves alone.

A journal does not have to be an elaborate thing. Sure, you can get a leatherbound notebook and make it really classy. The important thing is that you keep it near the bed with a pen or pencil so that you can write down your dreams as soon as you wake up. The sooner the better. If we write down our dreams the moment we awaken, we are, in some ways, still in the dreaming mind, at the border between our two consciousnesses. I’ve found that remembering a few key words helps me to re-create my dream. In fact, the words we choose are still part of the dream. If we allow it, the dream will meet the waking mind on paper.

So keep a journal. It will repay you again and again. There will be times when you will look in wonder at what has happened that your ordinary waking mind has forgotten. A dream does not die. Each time we look back at our dreams—even if it is years later—new truths may emerge.

Finally, a word about dream interpretation: This is not a book that tells you what your dreams “mean.” From ancient Sumeria through medieval Europe to the present, people have been telling other people how to look at their dreams. But both dreams and their symbols are profoundly personal. And their individuality has always been a threat to those seeking to impose a unified worldview. Thus the ancient monarchies of Sumeria sought to institute a text that would clearly and safely define the meaning of dreams. And thus the medieval church insisted that most dreams came from the devil and that only saints could distinguish between good and bad dreams. And thus books on dream symbols and interpretation abound today.

There is a conditioned part of ourselves that wants to be told what to think, but this book won’t do that. Instead it will, I hope, help you to start on a new adventure all your own—your discovery of the richness of dream consciousness.

AND FURTHERMORE . . .

As I neared the finish line of this book, I had a curious dream. It was quite simple: a dream of somebody’s last words. What were these last words? “And furthermore . . .” I awoke with a smile. All these years of doing psychic readings in the Borscht Belt hotels of the Catskills and here I was dreaming oneliners. “And furthermore . . .”—I thought it might be a nice epitaph.

There are several conspicuous absences in this book. Where is Sigmund Freud? Where is Carl Jung? They are not here.

This is by no means a commentary on the two founders of modern dream therapy. They are both pioneers and giants. However, there has been a great deal written by and about both men, while there hasn’t been much written about the dream work of the Blackfoot Indians or the Pukapukans or the Hopi or the Mayawyaw. And these people have had a rich history of dream work and play.

In leaving out Freud and Jung, this book does not propose rejecting the rational mind. Rather, it’s a call for the wedding of the rational mind with dream consciousness so that we can be whole.

Three and a half centuries ago the movement called rationalism was a beacon of light in the Western world. Particularly in France, the struggle to see the world in this light represented a reaction against a millennium of intellectual squalor, theocracy, superstition, and darkness.

In the old days in Europe people generally bathed once a year. Bath time was a big occasion. The woman of the house would fill a tub with heated water and each member of the family took his or her turn. First came the father, then came the older sons, then mother and daughters took their turns. Baby would be last. The families were quite big in those days, so by the time baby’s turn came around, the water was opaque. Baby could be lost. It is said that from this experience came the admonition not to throw out the baby with the bathwater.

For the rationalists of the eighteenth century, the bathwater of a thousand years of intellectual torpor was filthy through and through. Baby in the murky depths be damned—the sediment of ignorance and religious repression must go!

Thus, in the centuries that have followed, the heirs of the rationalists, in the eagerness of purgation, have been throwing out the baby with the bathwater. In so doing they have created their own legacy of superstition and ignorance. They have simply substituted one “infallible” way of looking at the world with another. The new superstition is that unless we can explain something, it doesn’t exist.

The left-brain analytical mode characterized by rationalism suited the industrialized world because it married well with the rise of the Protestant work ethic. In the United States, the industrializing Northeast spread its ethic with the same fervor that it spread its steamboats, textiles, and steel. As settlers moved from the established states of New England and the Middle Atlantic to the West in the first part of the nineteenth century, the gospel followed in the form of a practical Christianity, devoid of mysticism. Because history is full of ironies, the triumph of rationalism in the United States occurred in an environment of profound irrationality: civil war.

Now we stand at the twilight of rationalism. We are learning that orthodoxy, whether it be that of the medieval church or of the contemporary academy, is insufficient to answer the questions of the present. There is no returning to some golden day, yet we can move on. It seems that a society that can manage to send messages around the world with the speed of light or send ships to the stars can finally learn how to throw out the bathwater without throwing out the baby.

The baby is the mystery. The baby is the dream, the imagination, and the wonder. The baby is the multitude of truths, the thousand realities. The baby is within us, in our dreams. Let us keep the baby and realize the power of our dreams.
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THE VEIL BETWEEN THE WORLDS: CROSSING THE BORDERS BETWEEN AWAKE AND DREAM

I believe in the future transmutation of those two seemingly contradictory states, dream and reality, into a sort of absolute reality, of surreality, so to speak. I am looking forward to its consummation, certain that I shall never share in it, but death would matter little to me could I but taste the joy it will yield ultimately.

ANDRÉ BRETON, SURREALIST MANIFESTO, 1934

Once I, Chuang Tzu, dreamed I was a butterfly and was happy as a butterfly. I was conscious that I was quite pleased with myself, but I did not know that I was Tzu. Suddenly I awoke, and there was I, visibly Tzu. I do not know whether it was Tzu dreaming that he was a butterfly or the butterfly dreaming that he was Tzu. Between Tzu and the butterfly there must be some distinction. But one may be the other. This is called the transformation of things.

CHUANG TZU, 399–295 B.C.

The only person in Germany who still leads a private life is the person who sleeps.

ROBERT LEY, NAZI REICHORGANISATIONLEITER, 1934

THE VOYAGE OF THE METAPHOR

Our world is full of metaphors. The word metaphor comes from the Greek metapherein, “to carry over.” The metaphor takes us to the heart of meaning by describing something other than what we are regarding. “Heart of meaning”—there’s a fine example! It’s impossible to communicate without metaphors; they are part of our everyday reality.

”To carry over.” But where are we carried to? And where are we coming from? If a metaphor carries us from one place to another, where do we begin and where do we end up?

Even the definition of a metaphor is a metaphor. But “carried over” is quite apt for the world of dreams and waking reality. It is from the waking world to the world of dreams that we are carried or transferred each evening when we fall asleep, and it is back to the waking reality that we return when we wake up.

The description of this nightly journey abounds with metaphors. We do not simply sleep. We fall asleep. The verb fall reveals a key element of the dream state, as it does for the happy event of being smitten. We fall asleep and we fall in love—in both cases, there are circumstances beyond our conscious control. We do not recline in love, sit in love, or stand in love . . . we fall, sometimes head over heels. And we fall asleep, like Alice tumbling down the rabbit hole, entering a world where the logic and rationality of everyday life dissolve.

And then we wake up. We do not wake down or in between—we wake up. Here again is the metaphor: In our language of sleep and waking, the dream state is down and the waking state is up. We descend into the depths of our being and the netherworld in our sleep and rise to the light of day as we wake up. It’s a vertical trip, falling into sleep and rising into waking.

The Greeks told of a mythical river called Lethe, the River of Forgetfulness. When a person left the body in death, his soul awaited its incarnation into another being. But before it could return to the earthly plane in the body of another, the soul had to drink from the river Lethe. In this way, it forgot its previous incarnation. Perhaps this leads to another sleep metaphor or two: Not only has the state of sleep often been seen as analogous to death, but many of us drink from our own river Lethe each morning before we awake, as we imbibe the water of forgetfulness.

What is it in a metaphor—or a dream—that moves us? The answer lies in the word move. Each can stir us. We are agitated, touched, provoked. We resonate. Each conjures feeling, and it is feeling that carries a metaphor or a dream. A nightmare is not a nightmare unless you feel scared. In a dream you may feel ecstatic while being chased or depressed while winning a million dollars. The feeling of a dream is every bit as important as the content.

Naturally, it’s easier for us to look at content because it’s more familiar. We are always looking at how things appear, at what things are about, in our work, on the television screen, in our millions of exchanges every day. But to see how things feel is often the province of the night and the moon.

In waking sight, things appear to be clear. Objects have definition in the light of day. In daylight we have the kind of vision that we associate with sight.

Dream sight is different. In dreams we see with our eyes closed. This means we have to use other tools of sight, one of which is feeling and another of which is imagination. Imagination is related to images, but not just those that are visual. The American Heritage Dictionary defines imagination as “the formation of a mental image of something that is neither perceived as real nor present to the senses.”

The phrase “present to the senses” offers a telling assumption about the sense of sight, and ultimately about our Western notion of dreams. “Seeing is believing,” right? Somehow we, in the West, have made sight the paramount sense—“Don’t you see?” “See what I mean?” The English language regards sight and perception as synonyms. To see is to perceive. But perception is much broader than eyesight. There are, after all, millions of blind people who “see” quite well and millions of sighted people who can be quite blind.

Imagination is something that is really not at all connected with eyesight. There is no way that we can use our eyesight when our eyes are closed. The borders between perception and imagination are very fuzzy indeed.
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See with Your Ears

One of the best ways to become aware of our habits is simply to watch them. Almost all of us use our sense of sight as the touchstone of truth. Here’s a simple method for gaining awareness of your reliance on the sense of sight.

1. Note how many times you use seeing as an equivalent to seeing.

You might even want to keep a record in your journal for a day or two. It’s amazing how many things come to light (!) when we keep our eye on them (!).

2. Change your vocabulary.

Every time you find yourself phrasing something in terms of the sense of sight, change the sense. For example, instead of saying, “I see,” say, “I hear” or “I feel” or “That touches me” or “That smells right to me.” See how that feels—whoops! Note how that feels and how that affects the way you perceive things.

3. Start paying attention to the other senses.

Take your time. Close your eyes. Remain alert to what your other senses are telling you, discovering what they reveal. What do you hear? What do you feel? What do you smell?

IMAGINING OURSELVES INTO THE UNKNOWN

While we revere eyesight as the source of perception, we dismiss imagination as trivial. Yet imagination is our prize heritage as human beings and dreams are the kingdom of the imagination.

We often tell children, and often heard as kids ourselves, “It’s all in your imagination.” Now it’s time we accepted it—it is all in our imagination! Two things make us human. The first is that we can learn from experience—we can acquire knowledge, at school and at work. It’s important stuff. Without it we would have to reinvent the wheel every generation.

The second thing that makes us human is that we actually invented the wheel in the first place. That’s imagination, seeing the unknown, vision beyond our ordinary sight, and you need it before there can be any knowledge. If nobody had invented the wheel, there would be no information about it to pass on. It is imagination that has changed us from four-legged creatures with our faces to the ground to two-legged beings with our eyes to the stars.

It is imagination together with the intuitive sense accompanying it that allow us to see the world with new eyes. In flame, a destructive enemy that our ancestors had witnessed and feared for thousands of years, someone saw an ally. In the trees that had been around for millennia, someone saw a wheel. And these two humans changed the world forever.

Children can readily see wheels in trees. They use their inner eyes—their imagination. We can see with our imagination too. It’s fun, and the easiest place to start is with our dreams.

We Westerners are very concerned with boundaries and the “black” or “white” they define: life or death, joy or sadness; reality or illusion; dreaming or awake. Yet such boundaries are the products of our minds. For most of humankind, such boundaries themselves have been illusory. People have found particularly that the borders between the dream state and the waking state are shifting, fluid, and ephemeral. Across these borders have come visits from those who have left the physical plane and serve as inspirations for healing. To cross these borders is to be transported through time and space.

Let’s return to the metaphor: It’s what allows us to go back and forth between the dream state and the waking state. It must “carry” us from one form of thinking to another, from the literal mind to the realm of dreams.
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A Metaphor Comes to Life

Her marriage was slowly falling apart. Or, as she put it, the foundation of her marriage was disintegrating. It had been a slow process—nothing sudden, just a gradual deterioration over the many years they had been together.

Her first impulse was to seek counseling. After all, that’s the way to fix it, isn’t it? Isn’t the best way—the American way—to deal with a problem to confront it head on? Instead she decided to try a different approach. She and her husband had renovated their house years earlier. It was already an old house when they bought it. That was part of its charm. But now the foundation was deteriorating—just like the foundation of their marriage. So she decided to deal with the house.

She was handy. After all, she had done as much of the work on the house as anybody else had. With great zeal and focus she set about repairing the foundation: She buttressed sagging areas, repaired footers, poured cement. Slowly she brought new life to the old building. And slowly her husband joined her in her work, at first for an hour here or there, and then for whole afternoons and weekends. They began to talk again, about books and friends, about their life and their ideas.

Slowly, with each brick replaced, with each crumbling corner made new, their marriage began to quicken, come alive, become more solid. She had begun with a metaphor and ended up changing her life.
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Sympathetic Magic 101

In dreams we live in metaphors. In our waking state we think we are living in literal reality. The story of the woman repairing her house would make a great dream. In a dream she could hammer and dig and pour, and then awake to realize that her house is a metaphor for her marriage. But it isn’t a dream. It’s lived as a waking reality.

In our waking state, we can work on one thing and, through the power of metaphor, feel its impact in another part of our life. We change something and that which it reflects also changes. Anthropologists have a name for this phenomenon when people create it consciously. They call it sympathetic magic and people have been using the strategy for thousands of years. So let’s try it.

1. Think of something in your life that you would like to change.

But let’s not be grandiose. We’re not talking about completely changing your economic circumstances by winning the lottery. Choose from those perhaps small but significant everyday circumstances, those things that affect your daily activities. Something to remember: It’s important that you play a major role in whatever it is that you want to change. For instance, the woman with the house and marriage knew that she was a major player in both.

2. Find a metaphor that applies and change it.

Here’s a common example: Say your life is feeling hectic and disorganized. Perhaps you are experiencing a kind of chaos at work, at home, and in your relationships. The literal approach would be to deal with each of these. The metaphorical approach—the sympathetic magical approach—would be to change something that is representative of these. You might, in this case, clean out your car. Or you might organize the kitchen. In clearing and organizing one or two small areas, you might notice changes in other environments and in your relationships.

3. Keep up with the change.

Rome wasn’t built in a day. See what happens over time. See how you feel. Watch what happens to the source of the change. And after you have tried one metaphor, you might try another. There is no limit.

4. Keep a record.

Writing is so important. Keeping track of our lives is one of the ways that both the waking and the dreaming states are enriched.

5. As always, take note of your dreams.

Maybe they will provide some insight about the metaphors in your life.

BLURRING THE BORDER

It is through the metaphor of the dream that our imagination can flourish. It is through dream consciousness that we go into the unknown—into the creative. Some anthropologists hold that the dream is the basis of all spiritual life, including the very notion of the soul itself. In fact, many have seen religion originating in the dream life of various cultures over thousands of years.

The border we cross between dream reality and waking reality is as arbitrary as the border between two nations. There is nothing “natural” or “eternal” about the border between Pakistan and India or the one between the United States and Canada. Human beings created those borders as they created the nations themselves. In a similar way, there is nothing fixed, eternal, or natural about the border between our waking and sleeping consciousness. It may shift, harden, or soften. As in the case of nations, we may allow a free flow across this border such as is allowed between the United States and Canada, or we may fortify the border, as India and Pakistan have.

For ages, humans have sought to make sense of our two kingdoms of consciousness. The Kpelle people have a simple explanation. Occupying part of Liberia and Guinea, the Kpelle are farmers and have been for countless generations. They mine the land for rice, cassava, and vegetables. It’s a simple agriculture that sustains them, but not so simple is the Kpelle notion of dreams. They feel that everyone has two brains or spirits—one for dreams and one for waking life—and that dreams are as real as waking reality.

While the Kpelle may be unique in feeling that we all have two brains, they are not unique in their understanding that dreams are as real as waking reality. For many peoples the borders between these two states are not sharply defined.

The Jibaro people of eastern Ecuador and Peru are both fierce warriors and gentle healers. They have been headhunters and sophisticated observers of human consciousness for generations. The Jibaro feel that the experiences a person has during dreams are as real as the experiences he has when awake. In fact, they hold that only in dreams is true reality revealed. For them, everyday, conscious life is an illusion full of deception and lies. Only in dream consciousness do we see the real essence of things. In a dream, even our foes will tell the truth.

Other peoples agree. On top of the earth, near the Arctic Circle, are the indigenous people of Lapland. The Lapps, who live in darkness for half the year, also feel that the experiences a person has in dreams are as real as the those of his waking hours.

Likewise, the Azande people of Congo and the Sudan (man-made boundaries, like those that define the homelands of many of the world’s indigenous peoples) believe that dreams are not fantastic but are instead real events experienced by the soul.

This notion takes us to North America as well. The Blackfoot Indians have long held that dreams have molded reality—as have the Australian Aborigines. The Blackfoot see dreams as the origin of material life. If a thing comes to your waking mind, it must be the consequence of a dream.

Lest we limit illustrations to the world’s indigenous populations, the reality of dreams also finds expression in the Bible. Here, too, is the border between the two kingdoms of consciousness somewhat blurred. “For God speaketh once,” says Job, “yea twice, yet man perceiveth not. In a dream, in a vision of the night, when sleep falleth upon men, in slumberings upon the bed; then he openeth the ears of men, and sealeth their instruction.”1

There have been some Westerners who have recognized the truth of “primitive” cultures. Karl von den Steinen, a nineteenth-century German anthropologist, studied the Xingu people of central Brazil, who also felt that dream was reality. Von den Steinen made an important observation:

We may not be too critical of the Indian’s belief, based purely on the direct experience of the senses, if we remember that higher speculative philosophy does not find it at all simple to determine whether life is a dream or the dream is life, whether we experience reality while awake or during sleep, and we must not forget that, after we awaken, reality sometimes brings complete confirmation.2

In the West’s cultural tradition, it was surrealism that captured the folk notion of dream reality and continued the blurring of the border between dream and waking consciousness. Probably the proponents of no other modern movement so clearly stated this as the surrealists. It was fitting that one of the leading spokesmen for this movement was a poet, Louis Aragon, for poetry unites the dream and the waking states.

In 1924 Aragon stated that

. . . the real is a relation like any other; the essence of things is by no means linked to their reality, there are other relations besides reality, which the mind is capable of grasping and which also are primary, like chance, illusion, the fantastic, the dream. These various groups are united and brought into harmony in one single order, surreality.3
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Dream and Wealth Compete

Dream and Wealth were arguing. “I am the greater,” said Wealth. “I can be everything to everyone. Everyone wants me. Everyone needs me. I am the most powerful.”

“Ah,” said Dream. “But I can pass through the world of substance into the world of spirit. I can disappear and reappear from the ends of the earth and—”

“Bah!” said Wealth. “Let us have a contest to see who is greater.”

Dream and Wealth decided that each should hide in turn and whoever could find the other and yet not be found himself would win the contest.

Wealth hid himself first, taking the shape of a pot of gold and crawling into an anthill. Dream began his search going up to a poor boy who was lying asleep.
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