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MORE PRAISE FOR DREAMING THE SOUL BACK HOME

“Shamanism is the original psychotherapy and shamans were the first psychotherapists, counselors, and physicians. In Dreaming the Soul Back Home, Robert Moss teaches his readers how to become shamans of their own souls as well as how to help others heal their own lives. Shamans were also the first dreamworkers, and Moss provides his readers with enjoyable activities through which they can turn to their dreams for inspiration. Of special value is his description of ‘soul loss’ and how shamans helped people retrieve errant parts of themselves, becoming whole again without the aid of electroshock therapy, dangerous medications, or superficial therapeutic Band-Aids. If you would like to work with your own dreams and can read only one book this year, you can do no better than Dreaming the Soul Back Home.”

— Stanley Krippner, PhD, coeditor of Perchance to Dream and professor of psychology and humanistic studies, Saybrook University

“I was entranced by this book from the first page. Through vibrant storytelling language, Robert Moss brilliantly offers a new connection between bridge dreams and waking life, empowering each world to inform the other in restorative and startlingly dynamic ways. Reading this book feels like peeking into forgotten ancient rituals and exclusive healing secrets, yet Moss makes even the most sophisticated concepts feel blissfully accessible and easy.”

— Marney K. Makridakis, author of Creating Time and founder of ArtellaLand.com

“Robert Moss’s Dreaming the Soul Back Home opens up the many-layered world of dreaming — its landscapes, characters, and secret places where our souls can grow and thrive. This is the book for everyone who has ever wondered, ‘What can I do with dreams?’ Here is an exciting array of answers and exercises that shamans have known for thousands of years.”

— Tom Cowan, author of Yearning for the Wind: Celtic Reflections on Soul and Nature


PRAISE FOR
THE SECRET HISTORY OF DREAMING

“Captivating, well written, and sure to please.”

— Library Journal

“Erudite, brilliant, and delightful … the first history to pay serious attention to the sacred art of dreaming as practiced worldwide by women as well as by men.”

— Barbara Tedlock, PhD, author of The Woman in the Shaman’s Body

“Moss gives voice to the primal joy that dreaming evokes, the sheer creative freedom that’s set loose every time we go to sleep.”

— Kelly Bulkeley, PhD, author of Dreaming in the World’s Religions

“Robert Moss is a brilliant teacher of the immense and intimate field of dreaming. Nearly anything imagined, from invention to strategy to poetry, has its roots in dreams. Moss deftly and powerfully demonstrates that dreams are the spirit body from which this world emerges.”

— Joy Harjo, poet and musician, author of How We Became Human

PRAISE FOR THE THREE “ONLY” THINGS

“Readers will be pleased and inspired by Moss’s reinterpretation of the world.”

— Library Journal

“Writing about dreams, Moss is eloquent and authoritative, a wise teacher.”

— Publishers Weekly

PRAISE FOR ACTIVE DREAMING

“Sits at the intersection of poetry and practicality…Read this book.”

— Peter Block, coauthor of The Abundant Community

“Robert Moss is a wizard of the Dreamways and a master teacher.”

— David Spangler, author of Apprenticed to Spirit
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For the dreamer in every soul
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The man on whom the soul descends,
through whom the soul speaks,
alone can teach.

— RALPH WALDO EMERSON,
1835 address to Harvard Divinity School
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The time will come
when, with elation
you will greet yourself arriving
at your own door, in your own mirror
and each will smile at the other’s welcome.

— DEREK WALCOTT, “Love after Love”

The important things usually prove to be very simple. They are also open secrets in the sense that no one is hiding the knowledge from us except ourselves.

This book centers on a simple reality that is fundamental to the human condition. We are more than body and brain: we are also soul and spirit. But humans are forgetful animals. We forget that we have a story beyond our current circumstances, that we may have come into this world with an assignment and an identity that predate our present lives and won’t end when our present bodies are left behind. Forgetting who we are, and what our soul’s purpose is in this world, we get into all kinds of trouble. The situation gets worse when we lose some of our vital essence because bad things happen to us, and part of us wants to check out of the body and may actually succeed, a condition that shamans call soul loss and shrinks call dissociation.

Lame Deer, the Lakota dream shaman, warned of where this condition leads: “Human beings have come to a point where they no longer know why they exist…. They don’t use the knowledge the spirit has put into every one of them… and so they stumble along blindly on the road to nowhere — a paved highway which they themselves bulldoze and make smooth so that they can get faster to the big, empty hole which they’ll find at the end, waiting to swallow them up. It’s a quick comfortable superhighway but I know where it leads. I’ve been there in my vision and it makes me shudder to think about it.”1

This book offers the antidote to this condition. It grows from a lifetime of experience and independent scholarship and a quarter century of dedicated practice. I lost vital soul in my early childhood in my native Australia, when I was terribly sick and sad and lonely, confined to sickrooms for half my life between the ages of three and eleven, during which period I suffered pneumonia in both lungs twelve times and lost vital signs three times in what today we would call near-death experiences. In my teens, I had conversations in the middle of the night with a dream visitor, a radiant young man who seemed to come from the eastern edge of the Hellenistic world. He told me that all true knowledge comes to us through anamnesis. That rather difficult Greek word literally means “remembering.” In Neoplatonist philosophy, it has a special spin: it means remembering what belonged to us on the level of soul or mind before we came into our present bodies on this good earth. It is about soul remembering.

When in midlife I moved to a farm in the upper Hudson Valley of New York to get away from big cities and the fast track I had been on, I was given a fresh lesson on this theme. In the middle of the night, drifting between wakefulness and sleep, I found myself lifting out of my body and flying out over the slumbering landscape like a bird. Indeed, I felt I was flying on the wings of a red-tailed hawk, a bird I had come to know well on that land. In my spontaneous night journey, I was drawn north over lakes and forests to a cabin in the woods somewhere near Montreal. I was welcomed by an ancient Native woman whose cadenced speech sounded like lake water lapping. She spoke her own language, and I did not understand her until, after subsequent encounters, I found Mohawk speakers who were able to help me translate what I had taken down phonetically. They told me the words were Mohawk but quite archaic. “You are talking the way we might have talked three hundred years ago, and there’s some Huron in it.”

I began to understand that I was dreaming with one of the ancestors of the land where I was living. I began to call her Island Woman, a rough translation of one of her Mohawk names. I learned that she was an atetshents. This Mohawk word literally means “one who dreams.” It also means “shaman, healer, and physician.” To succeed in any of those callings, according to Island Woman’s tradition, you must be a dreamer. The word carries more of a punch in Mohawk than in contemporary English. The atetshents dreams strong. Dreaming, she can cross time. She can dream for others, entering their dreamspace to bring healing, or scouting the roads ahead to gain information that may be vital to their survival. Dreaming, she can travel to places of learning and initiation in other dimensions of reality. She dreams with the speaking land and is speaker for trees and mountains. She dreams with animals and birds and can borrow their forms or send them out as her agents or messengers. In her dream travels, she meets and can rescue souls of both the living and the departed.

My encounters with Island Woman reminded me of ways of seeing, being, and healing that belonged to all our ancestors. First and last, I remembered that it’s all about soul. One of the funny words Island Woman used in those early conversations sounded like on-dee-noonk. In a missive from a Jesuit missionary, writing half charred and half frozen between a fire and a blizzard in a hut near Lake Huron in the 1600s, I found the word rendered as ondinnonk. The Jesuit reported to his superiors that this ondinnonk was something of staggering importance to the “savage” mind. He explained that ondinnonk is “the secret wish of the soul, especially as revealed in dreams.” He described how, in the villages of the people among whom Island Woman was born, dream-sharing was one of the most important community rituals. Dreams were scanned for clues to the future and for messages from the spirit world. Above all, dreams were studied as soul talk. It was the duty of the community to gather round a dreamer and help to discern the wishes of the soul as revealed in a dream, and then to take action to honor those wishes.2

This was understood to be the very heart of healing. If we deny the wishes of the soul, then soul will become disgusted and withdraw vital energy from our lives. We’ll become prone to illness and misfortune. Following the secret wishes of the soul, on the other hand, can return us to the natural path of our energies and restore vitality, good health, and good fortune. The process can begin right away, in a round of dream-sharing, when we make room to move with the energy of a dream instead of just talking about it. Island Woman’s people did not sit still for long when dreams were being told. As soon as possible, they started miming or playacting the dreams, singing, and clapping their hands. Soul likes that.

In the dream circles and dream workshops I started leading in the late 1980s, I tested the things I was learning from Island Woman. I found that they worked. I soon confirmed that dreaming is real magic, which is the art of bringing gifts from another world into this one. I found that people were thrilled and juiced by the way that, in sharing their dream stories, they found themselves connecting with the bigger stories of their lives and with the powers of the Dreamtime. I loved the way that our child selves — who may have been missing or absent for decades — came out to play with us when we turned dreams into theater or into spontaneous expressive art down on the floor with crayons and markers. And I learned something more about dreaming soul.

Dreams not only show us what the soul wants but also show us where it has gone. We dream again and again of the old place, or Grandma’s house, or high school, or the house we shared with a former partner. These dreams may be telling us that we left part of our vital energy and identity in that phase of our lives. We may dream of a younger same-sex companion and find we are dreaming of a younger aspect of ourselves that went missing at her age because of bad things that were happening, or because we had to make a wrenching life choice and a part of us disagreed with the decision we made and so split off. Or we dream of a starving horse, or a sleeping lioness, or an angry bear, and we may be dreaming of animal spirits that can bring us power and healing if we will learn to nourish them and let them awaken in our bodies, and are willing to brave up. Or we dream of the ancestors of the land, or of our bloodlines, or of our larger spiritual family spanning many cultures, and we may be receiving an invitation to claim ancestral soul or perform ancestral healing across the generations. Again and again, in dreams our higher or Greater Self comes stalking us, giving us the chance to forge a connection that may bring more of soul or spirit into the body than was with us before now.

The greatest contribution of the ancient dreamers, of shamans like Island Woman, to our medicine and healing today is the understanding that in the course of any life we are liable to suffer soul loss — the loss of parts of our vital energy and identity — and that in order to be whole and well, we must find the means of soul recovery.

On a visceral level, we all know how soul loss comes about. We suffer pain or trauma or abuse, we are overwhelmed by grief or guilt or shame, and part of us goes away because it doesn’t want to stay in a world that seems so harsh and cruel. We are compelled to make a painful life choice, leaving a partner or a job or a home, and part of us resists that choice and parts company with our dominant personality, clinging to the old relationship or the old place. Soul loss deepens when we fall into depression or addiction or make compromises with the world as we understand it, giving up on our big dreams of life. Lacking the courage and confidence to make that creative leap, or to trust ourselves to love, we wimp out — and part of our bright spirit, disgusted with us, goes away.

Good analysts and therapists can help us to recognize parts of ourselves we have repressed and denied, including the famous Shadow, the term especially favored by Jungians for what we have tried to relegate to the basement of the personal unconscious because we would rather not own it as a part of ourselves. The shamanic concept of soul loss reaches further. It recognizes that soul healing is not only about recognizing and integrating aspects of the self that we have buried or denied; it is also about retrieving pieces of soul that have literally gone missing and need to be located and persuaded to return and take up residence in the body where they belong.

In my own practice, I have come to distinguish five forms of soul loss, or disconnection, that call for healing. I have yet to encounter a human being who is immune to any of these.

LOSS OF VITAL ENERGY. You suffer from chronic fatigue. You find yourself torpid and listless, reluctant to get out of bed. Your days seem drab and gray and joyless. Your immune system is blown and you seem to pick up every passing bug. There is something missing in you, and you try to stuff the hole with sugar or booze.

LOSS OF YOUNGER SELVES. You have lost younger versions of yourself — the young child with abounding energy and that beautiful imagination, that fine romantic who was hurt or betrayed as a teen, that inner poet or businessman who wanted to make life choices different from the ones you made. These younger selves have gifts and energy you can use in your life today if only you can find out where they are and discover how to bring them back.

LOSS OF ANIMAL SPIRITS. Indigenous and ancestral shamans know that we are all connected to the world of the animal powers, and that by recognizing and nurturing our relation with animal spirits, we find and follow the natural path of our energies. Yet many of us have lost this primal connection, or know it only as a superficial, wannabe, symbolic thing that we look up in books and medicine cards without feeding and living it every day.

LOSS OF ANCESTRAL SOUL. This is a two-edged affair. When we live oblivious to the fact that we are always in the presence of the ancestors — those of our bloodlines, those of the land where we live, and those of our spiritual kin in a broader sense — we are likely to be the plaything and even the tenement for entities we don’t necessarily want to have near us. When we awaken to ancestral soul, we become ready to claim the connection with wisdom-keepers and protectors who can help us to reestablish healthy psychic boundaries and clear out what does not belong with us.

LOSS OF CONNECTION WITH THE GREATER SELF. Ultimately we can only make peace between the many aspects of our selves, and follow a path of true spiritual evolution, by opening or reopening a direct and conscious connection with the Self on a higher level — the Self that is no stranger. When we clear the right space within our embodied selves, we may be ready for the deep and beautiful act of soul growing that I call spiritual enthronement, bringing a part of the Greater, or Higher, Self to live in our bodies and infuse our lives and our life choices with its radiance.

How do we get more of soul in the body, repair the broken connections, and move toward wholeness and the Greater Self? To restore our animal spirits and bring back missing soul parts, a shamanic practitioner may perform a soul retrieval on our behalf. Typically, the shaman will enlist her own spiritual allies and make a journey on our behalf to locate the power animal or the missing soul parts. She will then carry these back to us and place them in our bodies, typically by blowing into the heart or head, since spirit (as the derivation of the word suggests) travels on the breath.

Sandra Ingerman, a wise, contemporary shamanic teacher, insists in her seminal book Soul Retrieval that this is not a self-help technique. It carries risks and challenges for both the practitioner and the intended beneficiary. An essential condition for successful soul retrieval may be the extraction of unwanted entities and energies that came into the victim of soul loss because there was a space to be filled. On the way to soul retrieval, the shaman may have to fight or outwit thieves who are unwilling to give up souls they have taken. The soul retrieval journey may require traveling to very dark places in nonordinary reality, where seemingly no one in her right mind would willingly choose to go, including realms of the dead where the traveler must hide her light.

For the recipient of soul retrieval, the challenges may include having to integrate memories of past trauma. There may be a risk (as in any therapy) of developing overdependency on the practitioner. As in any line of practice, shamans are a mixed bunch. You could find yourself working with someone who is unable to discern what truly belongs to you and what does not, or whose personal energies are mixed, so that you risk taking on something unwanted from that person.

Soul recovery, as distinct from soul retrieval, is a practice in which we help each other to become self-healers and shamans of our own souls. It requires us to brave up and go beyond our previous limits. It does not require us to play shaman for others, and it minimizes the risk of dependency and of taking on what does not belong to us. We know when it is timely for us to follow this road, because we let our inner guidance show us. We know which doors to open, because they are presented to us in our dreams and personal imagery.

This book is about how we can use the techniques of Active Dreaming to bring more of soul into the body and help others to become whole. By learning to share dreams with others in the right way, we create a safe space where our younger and brighter selves can draw closer, and we start to build communities of soul friends. By learning to use a dream as a doorway through which we can travel — in shamanic lucid dreaming — into a deeper space, we can go to the places where lost souls can be found and reclaimed, and we can help each other to do this.

In this book, you will learn to become a shaman of your own soul and how to help others become the healers of their own lives. I believe this path is open to all people who are willing to work with their own dreams, even if (as we shall see) the last dream they remember is from thirty years ago. Most of us have the way if we have the will. If we have dreams of our own, even very old ones, we have the maps and the basic equipment to embark on our personal journeys of soul healing. When we venture into the forest of dreams with the intent to find healing, we enlist the support of the powers of the deeper world. As shamans say, the spirits like this work.

Soul recovery is a mode of self-healing, but it is more than a self-help technique. You will find that, to progress beyond a certain point, you will be required to go beyond the ordinary self — toward the Higher, or Greater, Self, the God/Goddess you can talk to — and work with spiritual allies. You will be drawn to forge friendships at a new depth and to find yourself part of an intentional community of soul friends who support one another’s growth and healing. You’ll rediscover that, as Lao-tzu instructed, “being deeply loved by someone gives you strength, while loving someone deeply gives you courage.” As you enter and build your circle of soul friends, you will find yourself drawn to help others in their own approaches to wholeness and healing.
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There is a mountain in the Adirondacks, near North River, New York, that is good for soul. I go there twice a year, in spring and fall, for a very special weekend gathering of active dreamers who drive and fly from all over the map to share adventures and commune with the spirits of the mountain. It is a mountain of red fire; its heart is garnet. It is a place where the healing energy of the deer is strong and where dragons are sometimes seen.

We drum together in front of a great hearth fire and turn our dreams into dance and theater, into bawdy farce and three-act dramas, out in a clearing among the pines and silver birches. We travel together, in group shamanic journeys, on agreed-upon itineraries. We have traveled inside the cellular structure of the body to explore whether it is possible to heal as well as diagnose in this way. We have made group expeditions to other cultures, other times, and other dimensions. It is here that I often test-fly new techniques, like the Lightning Dreamwork process that now provides a fast and fun method of everyday dream-sharing that always results in action to bring guidance and energy from the dreamworld into everyday life.3

When I was considering the core theme of the book — how to use the techniques of Active Dreaming to get more of soul into the body and become whole — I thought it right, even essential, to bring that theme to my soul family on our magic mountain.

When our circle came together in the meeting lodge, in front of a blazing log fire, we made a journey to reconnect with the spirits of the land and ask their blessing for our work. I then announced a group journey to find new techniques and resources for soul recovery. I drummed alone for this journey as thirty-five people stretched out on the floor or lay back in their seats, eyes closed or covered with bandannas. There was a great stir in my inner sight. While I maintained the beat and watched over the group, another part of my awareness moved at high velocity between many scenes beyond our physical space.

Then I felt a soft slap on my upper right arm. My eyes remained closed, as I continued to focus on my drumming and pursuing my own visions. The soft slap was repeated. I assumed that my neighbor, Carol — who had journeyed with me this way for more than twenty years — was trying to get my attention, or had just lost sense of body space in the grip of her own visions. But when I reluctantly opened my eyes, I saw that Carol was sitting motionless to my right, clearly absorbed in her own journey.

I closed my eyes. Once again, I felt that slap on my upper arm, more insistent this time. If not a hand, could it be a… wing? I saw it now, with my inner sight. A wing and, behind it, the whole body of the red-tailed hawk. The hawk rose before me in a glory of feathers, wings outspread. As she lifted off, I felt a stir about my shoulders. Hawk was lending me wings, as she had done before. I allowed myself to rise up, in a subtle energy body, while my physical arm went on drumming and part of my awareness continued to watch over the group.

I was carried, at great speed, to a place in the northern woods that I knew well. This is where I was called a quarter of a century earlier, in that night journey on the wings of the hawk. I was again in the presence of Island Woman, the ancient dreamer and woman of power.

I found myself within a blaze of white light. White Wolf was here. To the north, at the source of the light, I saw the radiant form of the Peacemaker. Great antlers rose from his head like living candelabra.

Information streamed into me as fast as a burst transmission. I knew Hawk had brought me here to requicken what I had learned in my past studies with Island Woman: that dreams show us the secret wishes of the soul, and that in a community that is spiritually alive, people will gather round those who have seen dreams to help them discern and honor what the soul desires. And that it is not enough to sit around talking about dreams; soul wants to clap its hands and sing. We want to embody our dreams by singing, by playacting, by dancing — by every form of spontaneous creative expression.

The great teaching stories of Island Woman’s people came alive in my mind. They are codes for soul healing in our lives and our world. One is about the creation of our world, another about its redemption.

In the Iroquois creation story, First Woman falls — or is pushed — through a hole in her world, which is called Earth-in-the-Sky. All that was familiar and safe is gone. She is terrified, whirling through space, down and down toward a formless watery chaos. In the midst of raw terror, in crazy dark, she finds helpers. The bird people come to support her. In the original version, they are great blue herons. They fly up to her and make a living carpet with their great wings. They have broken her fall, but still she is going down and down, with no solid ground below. New helpers come to her aid. The animal spirits agree that they will give her the beginnings of a new world. One after another dives down beneath the chaos of waters, and finally one of the animals — the smallest and humblest — returns with a tiny clump of wet earth in its paw. It doesn’t look much like the start of a world. And where can it be placed? Great Turtle solves the problem of location. She rises from the deep and offers her back as a foundation. On the turtle’s back, First Woman lays the mud and smears it out. Then she dances on the new earth, spreading it with each step, turning again and again in a spiral dance of creation. First Woman dances until she has made a world.

When we think our world is lost, when everything we counted on has collapsed, we can find courage and direction in this tremendous story. When you fall through a hole in your world, you get up and dance a new one into being. To come safely down to your new Earth, you want to get in touch with your animal spirits.

The great redemption story of Island Woman’s people is the story of Hiawatha and the Peacemaker. Before he became speaker and champion for the Peacemaker, Hiawatha was a fallen man. He fell so low he became a cannibal, feeding on fellow humans. His transformation began when he saw his true face in a mirror — the reflective surface of the water in the pot in which he intended to boil up the organs of a butchered enemy. When he saw the radiance and beauty of his Greater Self, he gave up his old habits and committed himself to a path with heart, eventually becoming the “man of good mind” who led his people out of the Dark Times.

When Hiawatha overcame his most terrible enemy, a tyrantsorcerer, he did not kill him. He combed the serpents of evil out of the tyrant-sorcerer’s hair. After this spiritual cleansing, he raised up his former adversary to join the men of good minds, the rotiyaner, who are confirmed by the clanmothers as the traditional chiefs of the People of the Longhouse, or Iroquois, among whom the Mohawk guard the eastern door.4

It was hard for me to hold back the tears as the truth of Island Woman’s way streamed through my mind and my inner senses. The most important knowledge comes through reclaiming what the soul knows.

My encounters with Island Woman reawakened me to ways that were shared by the wise ones of all our ancestries. For the peace and healing of our earth, and our lives, we need to bring these ways back, and the time for that, more than ever, is Now.

Here are some of the things you’ll discover or remember in the journey that is now opening in this book:

•    The essence of the shaman’s power to travel and to heal is the ability to dream strong. In our everyday modern lives, we stand at the edge of such power when we dream and remember to do something with our dreams. If you want to be a shaman, start at the breakfast table, by sharing dreams the right way with your family and friends.

•    Dreams reveal levels and aspects of the psyche that may be dormant or missing from waking consciousness. They also give us maps we can use to travel to where parts of our vital essence can be found and brought home. The royal road to soul recovery is to take a dream and make it the gateway for a personal journey. A dream is a journey; it is also a place. You went somewhere in your dream, near or far from the fields you know in your regular life. Because you have been to that place, you can find your way there again.

•    An essential step in soul recovery is to make room for more of you by clearing some space within you and around you. You will learn simple and practical methods of spiritual cleansing, including ways to release heavy and unwanted energies that do not belong with you but which found a way in when there was a gaping hole in your being.

•    We don’t have to travel alone on the roads of dreaming. By learning the skills of the dream tracker, we can accompany friends on their journeys to reclaim soul and move beyond fear and regret, as true soul companions.

•    You can build and grow a House of Healing in the realm of imagination, where you can travel anytime.

•    Dreamers are time travelers. You can journey across time to understand and resolve issues involving counterpart personalities in the past or the future. You can also journey to younger versions of yourself within your present life experience, in their own Now time. You can provide encouragement and counsel that a younger self may need at a time of unbearable pain or challenge. From this can flow tremendous healing for both of you, in your own times.

•    We may not want to think about our ancestors, but our ancestors are thinking about us. We are connected, like it or not, to the ancestors of our biological families, and their templates may control our habits and behaviors unless we recognize and break the mold. We are also connected to the ancestors of the land where we live. We want to open and cherish soul connections to wise ancestors and departed loved ones, but for these relations to prosper we must start by clearing unhealthy legacies and energy attachments.

•    You can go to a secret library where you can access any kind of information that interests you, on any subject that attracts your attention. You may have contact here with master teachers. You may be able to look in your Book of Life, the book that will help you to know more of who you are, including your connection with personalities in other lives, past and future, and the secret pattern in your current relationships. If you are very brave, you may be able to examine your sacred contract, which includes the assignment you agreed to accept before you came into your present life experience, and its terms and conditions.

•    Through conscious dream travel, we can enter other times and gain firsthand knowledge of conditions there that we can proceed to research and verify. We may assist both scholars and practitioners in their efforts to go beyond what was previously understood. We can reclaim the best of ancient traditions and rituals in authentic, helpful, and timely ways. In doing so, we can assist in cultural or collective soul recovery.

•    Of all the guides and mentors that may become available to us in a lifetime, the most important may well be one that we often fail to recognize, because we forget that it exists, or because we mistake it for something else. This is a friend of the soul that will never lie to us and will never judge us. It is the Self, which occupies a higher level than the ordinary self. It is the face that the Greater Self shows us when we are willing to look at it. You’ll learn how to restore and maintain your connection with what Sufis call, beautifully, the soul of the soul.

It’s not just about keeping soul in the body and remembering that we are star-born, and that our stories are played out — and are playing now — in more than one time. It’s about growing soul, becoming more than we ever were before, embodying more of the Greater, or Higher, Self. It requires the willingness to take the creator’s leap and bring something new into our lives and our worlds. A myth we requicken in our minds and our lives brings us creative juice and serves soul. Dreaming, we find the myths we can live by, the stories that put soul at the helm of the ship in our odysseys.
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I had to have dreams in order to act.

— ISAAC TENS, Gitksan shaman

What is a shaman? The word was borrowed by anthropologists from the Tungus people of Siberia. Its original meaning is disputed. Some think it meant “priest,” yet shamans, practitioners of direct revelation, are very unlike priests, the custodians of received doctrine and ritual. The word shaman came into widespread use after the publication of Mircea Eliade’s classic work Shamanism: Archaic Techniques of Ecstasy. In Eliade’s depiction, the shaman is a spiritual practitioner who has mastered the art of journeying beyond the body to communicate with the spirits, to guide the souls of both the living and the departed, and to bring them healing.

Cross-culturally, these are some of the defining characteristics of shamans:

They can travel at will into hidden dimensions of reality.

They work with power animals and spirit helpers.

Their province is the care and guidance of the soul.

They have gone beyond death and returned.

Their skills and services are valued by their community.

Among Central Asian peoples, the shaman’s primary tool for journeying is the single-headed frame drum, the type we use in Active Dreaming circles. There is a Buryat (Mongolian) story about how the shaman’s drum came to be this way. Long ago, Death complained to the High God that a powerful shaman was disturbing the balance of things. This shaman was so successful at bringing the souls of the dying back into the body that Death was being cheated of his share. The High God reached down from the heavens, plucked the vital soul of a perfectly healthy man out of his body, confined it inside a bottle, and sat on his high throne, waiting to see what the shaman would do. Approached by the family of the unfortunate man, who now lay lifeless, the shaman mounted his drum — which he called his “horse” — and rode it through the Lower World and the Middle World, looking for the missing soul. To fulfill his quest, he had to journey higher than he had ever gone before, into the Upper World, until at last he saw the High God on his high throne holding the soul in the bottle. Even the boldest of the other shamans might have given up at this point. But this shaman refused to abandon his mission. He shapeshifted into a wasp and stung the High God on the forehead. Shocked and in pain, the High God relaxed his grip on the bottle. The shaman grabbed the captive soul and began to gallop back toward his village with it. The High God, in a fury, hurled a lightning bolt after him. It split the shaman’s double-headed drum in two, giving us the classic form of the drum as we know it today.

From this wild archaic story, several vital aspects of the shaman’s practice emerge. The shaman works with souls. The shaman has the ability to travel at will through a three-tiered universe — Lower World, Middle World, Upper World — that opens into a multidimensional cosmos. The shaman practices the art of shapeshifting. The shaman is on intimate terms with death. The shaman is willing to test the limits of the possible. The shaman serves the community.

We find that these statements are true of authentic shamans in many different societies. “The only thing of importance in a man is the soul,” an Inuit shaman, or angakok, told the explorer Knud Rasmussen. Ancient Taoists in China described the heart of their shamanic practice as “the art of ascending to heaven in full daylight” and sought to master the techniques of “crane-riding” — traveling to the skies on the wings of the crane, or the wild duck, or the dragon, or the flying tiger.1 When asked how he healed others, an Aboriginal spirit man told Jungian analyst Robert Bosnak, “I become an eagle.”2 Everywhere, as Holger Kalweit observes, the shaman walks close to death. He knows the roads of the afterlife because he has traveled them personally; “he actually dies and is actually reborn.”3

In indigenous cultures, shamans may be born into a specific lineage and may undergo ritual training, ordeal, and initiation. But the shaman’s calling is typically announced through a highly individual crisis. This may involve a serious illness or a near-death experience. Most frequently, the shaman’s calling is announced in dreams and visions. Among the Ojibwa, the revelation of a shaman’s calling — or whatever form the soul’s purpose may take — is frequently the gift of a dream guide, or pawauganuk.

In all the descriptions of the shaman in the literature — as wounded healer, as guide of souls, as walker between worlds, as negotiator with the spirits — there is an essential element that is rarely featured strongly enough, and that is sometimes missed altogether. First and last, the shaman is a dreamer. Shamans typically receive their calling in dreams and are initiated and trained in the Dreamtime. The heart of their practice is the intentional dream journey. They may incubate dreams to diagnose a patient and select the appropriate treatment. They travel — wide-awake and lucid — in their dream bodies to find lost souls, to intercede with the spirits, to fight sorcerers, and to guide spirits of the departed along the right roads.

Yes, hallucinogens or entheogens are characteristic of shamanic traditions in some parts of the world, especially South America. But the master shamans manufacture their own chemicals inside their bodies, and hallucinogens are never required by a truly powerful dreamer. They have never been part of my own practice, but then I was called by dreams in early boyhood and discovered the reality of other worlds during life-threatening illnesses, so I do not judge those who seek help in opening the strong eye of vision.

Shamans are not only called by dreams; dreaming is also at the core of their practice. A common name for the shaman in the Western Hemisphere means simply “one who dreams.” In the Mohawk language, as mentioned earlier, the word is atetshents (masculine form: ratetshents), pronounced “adze-edze-ots.” It means “dreamer” in the sense of one who dreams strong, one who dreams true, one who can travel in dreaming and heal others inside the dreamspace. It also means “doctor” and “healer.” There we have the ancient understanding that to be a shaman, or doctor, or healer, you must be at home in the dream worlds.

Among the Daur people of Inner Mongolia, the shaman (yadgan) is a powerful dreamer, one who can travel safely and effectively down soul-roads in dreams where others become lost. In cases of suspected soul loss, the shaman will seek a special dream (soolong) to reveal the truth. “The soolong dream was the main method of divination before any shamanic séance, and by it the shaman could tell people which spirit was active, where it was in the universe, and on which day to make propitiation.”4 Shamans trade on their reputed dreaming ability as one does with a precious commodity, and they may refuse to dream on behalf of others until plied with gifts and accorded respect. When someone is near death, his family members beg a shaman to “watch his dream” to discover whether a dolbor (night road journey) must be done and, if so, which road to take.5 The Daur shaman requires his patients to dream too. “If you do not have a dream, the rite cannot be done,” a Mongol shaman told a visitor who begged for his help for a stomach complaint.6 Interestingly, the Mongol word for the shaman’s dream, soolong, is related to the word for “rainbow” (solongo). We may catch the hint that a dream may be a rainbow bridge between the worlds.

Among the Worora of Australia, it is said that “if a shaman speaks with spirits of the dead, this takes place by his soul leaving him when he is asleep.” The shaman meets the “shadow” of a dead person, and it guides him to and from the realms of the dead. He brings back sacred dances and songs.7

Among the Aborigines of Walcott Inlet, Australia, it is believed that the snake god Unggud summons potential shamans in their dreams. Initiation depends on the individual’s ability to brave up and undergo a series of fearsome tests, at the end of which he is reborn with a new body and a new brain filled with light. The shaman now has the ability to project a dream double. His powers are described as miriru. In Aboriginal Men of High Degree, A. P. Elkin explains that miriru is fundamentally “the capacity bestowed on a medicine man to go into a dream state or trance with its possibilities.”8 Here, built into the language of the earth’s oldest people, is the understanding that the heart of the shaman’s power lies in his or her ability to dream.

A SINGING SHAMAN CALLED BY OWL AND BY DREAMS

One of the classic accounts of how shamans are called to their practice by dreams comes from Isaac Tens, a halaait (shaman) of the Gitksan people of the Pacific Northwest. The French Canadian scholar Marius Barbeau recorded his narrative and his songs at Hazelton, British Columbia, in 1920. This is a fierce story, in which dreams spill over into the physical world and birds and animals behave like spirits (which shamans know them to be).

“Thirty years after my birth,” as Tens tells it, he was chopping firewood at dusk when a huge owl flew at him. “The owl took hold of me, caught my face, and tried to lift me up.” Tens lost consciousness. When he came round, he found he had fallen into the snow and blood was streaming from his mouth. His world became stranger. As he dragged himself home, the trees seemed to lean over him and then slither after him like snakes. In bed, he fell into a chaotic state. He felt he had fallen into a whirlpool.

His family brought in two shamans, who recognized a possible calling in this spiritual emergency. They told Isaac Tens he was meant to become a shaman like them. He did not want to hear this. He recovered and went hunting. After killing and skinning a couple of fishers, he saw another huge owl. He shot it and saw it fall. But when he went to recover the body, there was no trace of the owl. Returning to his cabin, he had the impression of a crowd of spirits pursuing him. He fell down in a trance in the snow.

When he was able to make his way home over a frozen river, his flesh seemed to be boiling and a song burst from him. “A chant was coming out of me without my being able to do anything to stop it.” Around him, visible only to him, he saw spirit animals. “Such visions happen when a man is about to become a halaait. The songs force themselves out complete, without any attempt to compose them.”

The shaman songs continued to stream from him. He now accepted his calling. To learn his trade, he was advised, he had to live in seclusion, seeing only four cousins, fellow members of the Wolf Clan, who watched over him. The key element in this period of training and preparation was dreaming. “I had to have dreams in order to act.”

Established medicine men shared their craft with him when he proceeded to work with his own patients, but Tens’s primary guidance came from dreams and visions. “I began to diagnose the cases by dreaming.” His dreams showed him the right songs and charms and animal spirits to use in a particular case. To extract an ailment — or more exactly, the evil spirit that had carried an illness into a patient’s body — he would place a charm over himself and then extend it to reach or cover the patient. The charm “was never an actual object, but one that had appeared in a dream.”

Through a powerful dream, Tens acquired a spirit canoe that he used in healing. “In a dream I once had over the hills, I saw a canoe. Many times it appeared to me in my dreams. The canoe was sometimes floating on the water, sometimes on the clouds. When any trouble occurred anywhere, I was able to see my canoe in visions.”

He eventually gathered twenty-three songs of power and healing, mostly delivered directly to him through dreams and visions. He dreamed a song of the Salmon.

The village will be healed when my Salmon spirit floats in.

He dreamed that his two deceased uncles gave him rattles for each hand, and that a Grizzly Bear ran through the house and then soared up into the sky, among the clouds. Shaking a rattle in each hand, he chanted the sounds of the Bear making thunder on the earth, then flying up.

In a vision, he traveled in a strange country, full of bees. The bees stung him all over his body. Then an ancient woman helped him to grow. He sang:

Beehives were shooting my body.
Grandmother makes me grow
in my vision. Eyiwaw!

In another vision, he fell from a great height into a canoe that carried him up between the peaks of the mountains, where he heard the mountain spirits talking to each other in voices like bells. He sang:

The mountains are talking to each other.

To treat the most serious cases, Isaac Tens would dress in a bearskin robe with a bear claw headdress, assuming the power of the greatest medicine animal of North America, whose song he carried through his own dreaming. On such occasions, family, friends, and fellow shamans would be called together to create a healing community.

Soul retrieval was often the order of business. “If the patient is very weak,” the shaman “captures his spirit into his hands and blows quietly on it to give it more breath. If weaker still, the halaait takes a hot stone from the fireplace and holds the spirit over it. Perhaps a little fat is put on the hot stone to melt. The hands turn from one side to the other, thus feeding the sick spirit.” Finally, the spirit is transferred to the patient’s head.9

THIRTEEN LEVELS OF SHAMANIC DREAMING

Ruby Modesto grew up on the Martinez reservation in Southern California. Her dreams called her to become a pul, or shaman, introducing her to the eagle that became her ally, giving her wings for flight. She did not need the medicine plants used by some shamans among her people, the Cahuilla, because, she said, she had her dreams.

The medicine plants were very strong. However, not all puls used power plants. That should be clear from the start. I am a pul myself but the “ally” as Castaneda calls it, the spiritual helper which distinguishes a pul from ordinary people, came to me through Dreaming not from the effects of a plant.

Modesto learned that there are successive levels of dreaming, and that you achieve increasing clarity and get closer to the really good stuff when you go to level 3 or beyond. Her uncle was a dream shaman, and he taught her about “setting up dreaming” in order to get to those interesting levels. She explained the practice to anthropologist Guy Mount like this:

The way you do that is by remembering to tell yourself to go to sleep in your 1st level ordinary dream. You consciously tell yourself [inside the first dream] to lay down and go to sleep. Then you dream a second dream. This is the 2nd level and the prerequisite for real Dreaming. Uncle Charlie called this process “setting up dreaming.” You can tell yourself ahead of time where you want to go or what you want to see, or what you want to learn.

On the 3rd level you learn and see unusual things, not of this world. The hills and terrain are different. On both the 2nd and the 3rd dream levels you can talk to people and ask questions about what you want to know.10

She adds that “during Dreaming the soul goes out of the body, so you have to be careful.” When she was young, she dreamed to the thirteenth level but did not know how to come back. “I kept having different dreams and falling asleep [inside each level of dreaming] and going to another level.” In the course of this immense, multitiered experience, she met her shamanic ally, Ahswit, the eagle. But her spirit was lost in the dreamlands. For days she was semicomatose, in a sleep from which no one could rouse her. Her father tried to bring her back to her body, but couldn’t. Finally Uncle Charlie, a specialist in soul retrieval, was able to find her spirit and put it back in her body. “When I woke up they made me promise not to Dream like that again, not until I knew how to get back by myself.”11

To do that, you must learn “how to dream and think simultaneously,” so that you don’t forget where you left your body, and you remember, whatever level of dreaming you are on, to give yourself a clear direction to go back.

Once again, we see that dreaming is a discipline. To get to the different levels, and to return with gifts for this world, requires practice and attention to flight safety and navigation. While we all dream and can all gain from doing far more in dreaming, dreaming to the thirteenth level is not for the “innocent” and is not recommended as nightly practice for anyone!

Listening to Ruby’s voice, as mediated by anthropologist Guy Mount, is to be in the presence of a wise woman of great common and uncommon sense.

She tells us, as her grandfather told her, how to talk to the Creator and find his or her voice in the world around us. Here’s what she says about this:

Grandfather Francisco taught me how to pray to Umna’ah, our Creator. He told me to go alone into the mountains, to find a quiet beautiful place and to pray. He said I should talk out everything, say whatever I felt or needed, and then listen for an answer.

That’s the secret: to listen. You have to say everything that’s in your mind, cry until you’re empty. Then listen. He will speak to you.12

This is beautifully said, and it is counsel to be followed any day, but especially on days when we are feeling lost or confused. Go alone to a special place, a place where you can hear the speaking land. Get out everything you need to express. Shout it out, cry it out, until you are empty. Then listen until you are filled with the guidance and strength that you have opened a space to receive.

For Modesto, that special place in nature was up in the Santa Rosa Mountains near the traditional valley home of her people of the Dog Clan of the Cahuilla. For me, a good place to talk to the Creator is a lake in the woods that is quiet, unless I get too close to a beaver lodge — which will get the male beaver thwacking his tail — or the red-tailed hawk urgently speaks to me in her own tongue.

Among Ruby’s people, the Desert Cahuilla, soul recovery was mainstream medicine. A Cahuilla pul might have several specialties, all connected with what he has personally experienced and survived. No surprise that for a dream shaman like Uncle Charlie, the main calling is “healing soul loss.”

A dream shaman, familiar with the roads and gates of many different worlds, is best qualified to track the astral footprint of a soul that has strayed far from the body. If he is true to his calling, he will follow the spoor until he has found what he is seeking. He must then court or cajole or trick the errant soul into settling in the palm of his hand, like a butterfly, and so hold it in a tender trap until he can put it back in the head or heart of the one who needs it returned.

Ruby Modesto describes how Uncle Charlie performed soul retrieval for a man with chronic fatigue and narcolepsy. He kept falling asleep, couldn’t work, couldn’t drive, couldn’t focus. No surprise that this type of sleeping sickness was quickly diagnosed as the result of soul loss. The man kept falling asleep because the wakeful, lively part of him was somewhere else, far from his body.

In this case, Charlie brought some help. In indigenous cultures, soul recovery is often a community affair. You want friends and family and other practitioners who know what they are doing with you in this. So Uncle Charlie and his apprentices are singing and dancing while the sick man stares into the fire. Then the patient nods off — and the shamans see some part of his soul flying out the door. Charlie runs after it. He pursues it to the cemetery, where he sees it trying to burrow down into the earth among the graves of deceased family members. It wants to get down into a grave with someone the sick man had loved. Maybe it’s grief doing this, or maybe (as Charlie thought) it’s disgust with the way the sick man has been living his life. Whatever the cause, the shaman’s job is to get results. Charlie stamps on the gravesite, barring the errant spirit’s access to the Underworld. Then he catches it in his hands like a winged insect.

Back with the circle in front of the fire, he holds out his hand.

There it was: a tiny little man. It was naked and standing on the palm of Uncle Charlie’s hand. He blew tobacco smoke on the soul and put it back through the fontanel. Then he brushed the man’s head with eagle feathers. After that, the man was OK. He woke up and stopped having so much trouble in his life.13

Once we restore the practice of soul recovery in our society, we, too, might wake up and stop having “so much trouble” in our lives.

THE DREAM SHAMAN OF SWITZERLAND

If you want to know what a dream shaman of the West would be like, consider Carl Jung, as he is now revealed in his Red Book. He harvested the material for The Red Book — which, with its fine calligraphy and vivid illustrations and decorative features, resembles a medieval illuminated manuscript — from the journals and “black books” he kept during the years of his “confrontation with the unconscious,” when he walked the razor’s edge between madness and genius. As he describes it, the “spirit of the depths” ripped him out of the comfortable, rational assumptions of the “spirit of our times” and dragged him, night after night, through the terrifying stages of Underworld initiation.

The Red Book is not for the fainthearted. Yes, there are passages of incandescent beauty, perhaps beautiful beyond any others in his writings. There are also vertiginous falls into places of rank terror and screaming madness. In my own reading, there was a moment when I wanted to throw the book violently across the room — and may well have done so, except that the book is the size and weight of a tombstone, and I feared breakages.

In a crater in a dark and terrifying world below, where black snakes threaten to destroy a red sun, he meets the prophet Elijah and his “daughter” Salome, the evil beauty responsible for the decapitation of the biblical John the Baptist. Salome tells Jung — to his amazement and confusion — that they are brother and sister, the children of Mother Mary. Disbelieving and fearing for his sanity, Jung yells at her that she and the Elijah figure are only “symbols.” Elijah reproves him, saying, “We are just as real as your fellow men. You solve nothing by calling us symbols.” Jung’s Elijah also instructs him that “your thoughts are just as much outside your self as trees or animals are outside the body.”14

While he is trying to continue to lead a normal life as a prominent psychoanalyst and the father of five children, Jung’s sense of reality is shaken by the raw power of his night visions, and by synchronistic phenomena during his days, when he feels the forces of a deeper world pushing through. In December 1913, in a well-cut suit, he gives a polished lecture to the Zurich Psychoanalytical Society. Three nights later, he tells Elijah, “It seems to me as if I were more real here” — in the Underworld — “yet I do not like to be here.”15

Jung goes through hell. He converses with a Red Devil. He battles with a Bull God and shrinks him to the size of an egg he can fit in his pocket, then raises up the old horned god again. He howls to a dead moon and a dark sea about combining good and evil, but he doesn’t trust his own shouting.

He comes to a library inside a castle in a creepy forest swamp, hoping for a place of sanctuary and reflection. When the librarian asks him to choose the book that he wants, to their mutual surprise he names The Imitation of Christ by Thomas à Kempis, a medieval favorite. Again and again, we notice that this desperate traveler is in his Middle Ages; he turned forty a few months earlier. He debates with the librarian what it would mean to imitate Christ today. He decides that since Christ imitated no one, this would mean going his own way and paying the full price for creating in a way that no one before him has mapped or trodden.

He finds his way to a kitchen attached to the library and converses with a plump, matronly cook. There’s a great stir in the air, and a host of the restless dead come flying through, yelling about going to Jerusalem. He demands to know why these dead are not at rest, and their leader tells Jung that he must explain that to them. Jung tells the dead that they can’t rest, because of what they failed to do in their lives. The dead clutch at him, and he shouts, “Let go, daimon, you did not live your animal” — by which he means the instinctive, natural life of the senses.

The noise of this altercation is so loud the police come and carry him away to a madhouse, where a little fat professor diagnoses “religious madness” after the briefest of interviews. “You see, my dear, nowadays the imitation of Christ leads to the madhouse.”

He is confined in a room between two other patients, one sunk in lethargy, the other with a fast-shrinking brain. He compares himself to Christ crucified between two thieves, one of whom will go up, the other down. His mind turns on the problem of dealing with the dead, whose number, the kitchen scene taught him, is vaster than he had known — “the dead… have fluttered through the air and lived like bats under our roofs from time immemorial.” This will require “hidden and strange work,” but it is not clear how he can do this from his confinement.

He listens to a voice praising madness, a voice he identifies as his soul: “Madness is a special form of the spirit and clings to all teachings and philosophies, but even more to daily life, since life itself is illogical.”

In the night, everything in his room heaves in black billows. The walls become terrible waves. He finds himself now in the smoking room of a great ocean liner, where the little fat professor reappears in beautiful clothes and offers him a drink while telling him he is utterly mad and must be committed. The torpid neighbor from his room reappears and announces he is Nietzsche, and also the Savior. “This is the night in which all the dams broke,… where the stones turned into serpents, and everything living froze.” Back in his locked room at the madhouse, he struggles with entangling webs of words and ideas. He has said to himself, “Do not turn anything you do into a law, since that is the hubris of power.” Yet he finds himself pronouncing one law of life after another, in the mode of Nietzsche, the identity claimed by the madman on his left side.

He cannot tell whether it is day or night when he hears a roaring wind and then sees a great wall of darkness advancing on him. “A gray worm of twilight crawls along it. It has a round face and laughs.” He opens his eyes and looks up into the jolly round face of the cook. “You’re a sound sleeper,” she tells him. “You’ve slept for more than an hour.”

Jung thinks he is awake, but of course he is still in a dream and far from his physical home. Unlike those clichéd stories in which the impossible is explained, and the action resolved, when a sleeper wakens from a dream, this is just one awakening within a vast, rushing, inescapable dream.

The moment when I was close to chucking The Red Book across the room came at the point where Jung describes how he was compelled by a woman who called herself his soul to eat part of the liver of a murdered girl.16 I was revulsed, almost gagging. And I forced myself to read on, to go every step with Jung on his frightful shamanic journey through the many cycles of the Netherworld.

As Jung confessed, anyone reading the last chapters of “Liber Primus,” the first part of The Red Book, out of context might conclude that the author was crazy. Brilliant and erudite, but crazy. Yet from such perilous adventures out there beyond the roped-in precinct of sanity, Jung derived his ideas about “psychological objectivity,” one of the most stimulating elements in his later work. From his dialogues with his dream characters and his efforts to integrate and balance the powers that moved with them, he developed his practice of active imagination. He told the Dutch poet Roland Holst that he developed his work Psychological Types from thirty pages of his Red Book,17 apparently the pages in which the encounters with Elijah and Salome take place and in which — after Jung has been squeezed by a giant black snake until the blood gushes out of him and his head has become that of a lion — Salome tells him, “You are Christ.”18

Looking back on this episode in his inner and transpersonal life in 1925, from across the divide of the catastrophic Great War, which some of his visions had foreshadowed, Jung told a seminar: “You cannot get conscious of these unconscious facts without giving yourself to them. If you can overcome your fear of the unconscious and can let yourself go down, then these facts take on a life of their own. You can be gripped by these ideas so much that you really go mad, or nearly so. These images… form part of the ancient mysteries; in fact, it is such fantasies that made the mysteries.”19

He commented in his epilogue to The Red Book, nearly half a century later, that he would certainly have gone mad “had I not been able to absorb the overpowering force of the original experiences.” Some of the processes he developed in that cause are ones that are suitable for all of us. He wrote his way through, by journaling and then writing up his journals. He sought and created images of balance and integration, which became a fascinating series of mandalas. And he developed the approach he called active imagination, by which, instead of rejecting the characters and contents of dream and fantasy, we work with them, carrying the drama forward toward healing and resolution.

“I fell into the mystery,” Jung states after he has been squeezed by the black snake and saluted by Salome.20 Reading The Red Book, we see the enormity of the price Jung paid for his wisdom, and come to appreciate the extent of his courage and eventual self-mastery. This is a record of a thoroughly shamanic descent to the Underworld, and of a long test and initiation in houses of darkness from which lesser minds and feebler spirits might never have managed to find their way back.
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Out of the shamanic depth of his personal experience, grounded in science and scholarship and the practice of counseling, Jung crafted a depth psychology in which dreams are central. He saw that most of us live on only one or two floors of the apartment building that is our minds, unaware of all the other levels and rooms. We will see that, in our dreams of houses (and in other dreams), we awaken to what is on the other floors. Jung coined the word individuation for the process of recognizing and integrating what is in the rest of our personal apartment houses.

Jung also invented a vocabulary for what lives on the various levels of those apartment houses. Many of the terms are well-known, if not always well applied, thanks to the work of Jung’s followers. There is the Shadow, meaning a part or parts of ourselves that we don’t like, don’t know, or don’t wish to know. The shadow may be negative or positive. Then there is the anima, the woman in man, and the animus, the man in woman. In his later years, Jung contended that “recognizing the shadow is what I call the apprenticeship. But making out with the anima is what I call the masterpiece which not many bring off.”21 Conflict between the tenants of the apartment house is inevitable, as are conflict and “contraries” in our world. “There can be no resolution, only patient endurance of the opposites, which ultimately spring from your own nature,” Jung says in a letter. “You yourself are a conflict that rages in and against itself in order to melt its incompatible substances, the male and the female, in the fire of suffering and thus create that fixed and unalterable form which is the goal of life…. We are crucified between the opposites and delivered up to the torture until the reconciling third takes shape.”22 And what is this “reconciling third”? It is a movement toward the Self (which we may call the Higher Self ). This involves the “approach to the numinous” that Jung came to define as the heart of his work: “The main interest of my work is not concerned with the treatment of neurosis but rather with the approach to the numinous…. The approach to the numinous is the real therapy and inasmuch as you attain to the numinous experiences you are released from the curse of pathology. Even the very disease takes on a numinous character.”23
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In his practice, Jung adopted some of the characteristic tools of the shaman, who knows that offering the right song or story can change the behavior of the body and call in the energy of soul. Jung once agreed to see a woman with “incurable” insomnia that had resisted all previous treatment. In her presence, he found himself remembering a lullaby his mother had crooned to him in childhood. He started humming it aloud. The song was about a girl on a little boat on a river full of gleaming fish. It evokes the rhythms of wind and water. Jung’s patient was enchanted. From that night on, her insomnia was gone. Her regular doctor wanted to know Jung’s secret. “How was I to explain to him that I had simply listened to something within myself? I had been quite at sea. How was I to tell him that I had sung her a lullaby with my mother’s voice? Enchantment like that is the oldest form of medicine.”24

As dream shaman, Jung knew, and insisted, that dreams show us what the soul wants in life. He said in Memories, Dreams, Reflections: “All day long I have exciting ideas and thoughts. But I take up in my work only those to which my dreams direct me.” He was perennially willing both to be mobilized by dreams and to accept course correction from them.

When he was visiting sacred sites in India, he found himself abruptly transported back to Europe on a vital mission. In the dream, Jung is with friends on an island off the coast of southern England. He is standing under the ramparts of a castle dimly lit by candles. He knows the castle as the home of the Holy Grail. But the Grail is not yet here. In the dream, Jung learns that his mission is to swim in the dark to an empty, solitary house, retrieve the Grail that is hidden there, and carry it to its rightful home. Jung read this dream as a call to recognize and operate as a man of the West. “It was as though the dream were asking me, ‘What are you doing in India? Rather seek for yourself and your fellows the healing vessel, the salvator mundi, which you urgently need.’ ”25

A dream gave Jung a powerful image for self-healing when he was close to death after suffering a heart embolism in 1946. He wrote in bed, in pencil, to an English Dominican priest (Victor White) of a dream that had given him hope. The dream image was of a bluish diamond in the sky, replicated in a quiet, round pool. The quiet simplicity of that spontaneous image, after the stormy complexities of his earlier life and his “confrontation with the unconscious,” offered strength and sanctuary.

Near the end of his life, Jung was spurred by a dream to make a decisive move to make his work more accessible to readers outside a rather narrow circle of scholars, scientists, and analysts.

Despite the profusion of new editions and selections from Jung’s oeuvre that you’ll find at almost any bookstore, not many people even today actually read and comprehend Jung’s own writings (as opposed to Jungian explications). His vast scholarship, including his mastery of the classics — from which he sprinkles Greek and Latin throughout his monographs — is formidable and off-putting to many.

In his last major essay, however, Jung managed to put his best and most original ideas in a form that was simple enough to reach a general audience, without diluting or dumbing anything down. He did this because of a dream.

In 1959, Jung participated in some very human, filmed interviews with the BBC presenter John Freeman. After viewing them, the managing director of Aldus Books had a bright idea: why not ask Jung to write a book for a general audience? Jung’s answer, when approached by Freeman on the director’s behalf, was a flat no. He was now in his eighties and did not want to take the time that remained to him for this. Then Jung dreamed that he was standing in a public place and lecturing to a multitude of people who not only were listening with rapt attention but also understood what he was saying.

The dream changed his mind. Jung now embarked on the book that was published after his death as Man and His Symbols. He conceived it as a collaborative effort and invited trusted colleagues like Marie-Louise von Franz to contribute chapters. His personal contribution was a long essay titled “Approaching the Unconscious.” The essay is as simple as Jung gets — which is to say, you must not be dismayed if you come across a word like misoneism (fear of the new) in the first few pages.

The essay is, first and last, about dreams. He completed it just ten days before the start of his final illness, so this work may be called his last testament. It testifies, above all, to the primary importance of dreams in Jung’s psychology and in his vision of human nature and evolution. Jung makes the ringing statement that it is “an age-old fact that God speaks chiefly through dreams and visions.”26

A SHAMANIC DREAMER FALLS TO GRACE

Sandra Ingerman is one of the most authentic and important shamanic teachers and practitioners I know, and is one of those who have done most to instruct us on why soul leaves the body and what we may need to do to get it back and keep it home. I traveled to the Boston area back in 1991, soon after her seminal Soul Retrieval was published, to attend one of her workshops. I felt immediate trust; here was a person without masks, a person of integrity wholly devoted to her calling. I was also delighted to meet a dreamer. Sandra spoke of how dreams had guided her own life, and suggested that workshop participants should ask for dreams on the first night in preparation for performing and receiving soul retrieval the next day.

When I visited Sandra in Santa Fe after that workshop, she talked about a dream in which she had received profound healing. In chronic pain because of a condition no treatment had cured, she prayed for a healing dream. It did not come overnight. She renewed her prayer, night after night, for more than a month. At last she dreamed that a Native American man emerged from behind the sofa in her living room, holding a translucent blue rattle. He pointed the rattle at the part of her body where she was in pain. He shook the rattle over that place until the pain in her dream body was gone. When she woke from the dream, the pain in her physical body had also gone. When I reminded Sandra of this episode twenty years later, she told me she had remained free of pain. One of the lessons of that experience, we agreed, is the need for persistence. If you don’t get what you are asking for overnight, try again, and again.

A dream provided the spur for Sandra to write her second book, Welcome Home, which is about what we need to do to keep soul in the body after we have done some deep work. A message repeated in her dreams over several years insisted on a basic requirement for healing: “The success of any healing is the ability of the client to receive the healing.”27 She “really got it,” she reports, when she was able to feel fully, in the dream state, what it is like to receive healing energy on a cellular level.

After her first visit to Egypt, a being from the collective mind of ancient Egypt followed her home. He was Anubis, familiar to every child who has ever been in the Egyptian room of a museum, as a figure with the head of a dog or jackal. For ancient Egyptians (and those who find themselves connected to this tradition), Anubis is a great Gatekeeper, an opener of the ways between the worlds, and a patron of dreaming and astral travel. In a dream, Anubis introduced himself to Sandra as “the god that guards the levels between the worlds.” He instructed Sandra that there was a piece missing from her work: the missing key was “transfiguration.”28 Though students of the New Testament (and Harry Potter fans) will be familiar with the word, Sandra did not recall having heard it before the dream. The prompt from her dream of Anubis led her to discover that transfiguration means “shapeshifting” — on levels that were beyond her previous shamanic practice. It means the practice of raising and projecting light, as Jesus did when he infused his disciples with light.

Sandra Ingerman’s 1997 novel, A Fall to Grace, unfolds as a series of dreams within dreams. The protagonist leaves her body on an operating table under anesthesia and travels through various portals to many locales in nonordinary reality, meeting a series of guides and undergoing tests and initiations. The opening scene of the novel was delivered to Sandra in a conscious dream. As she recalls, “I was suffering from a terrible flu. I decided to go to bed in my home in Santa Fe and stay there for a few days until I had to get in the car to drive to Boulder to lead a workshop at the end of that week. I was burning up with fever; a man appeared to me and told me to start the book with my character in the O.R. about to have surgery for cancer, a disease I never had myself. Then an earthquake knocks out power to the hospital, while my character is thrown into other worlds. The man said, Now get up and write it down. I didn’t want to get up. I was sick, but he kept at me till I got up and wrote the scene. Then I had my first three pages.”29

As Sandra has continued to follow her way as soul healer, champion of earth, and dreamer, her work has deepened and expanded. She has dedicated herself to helping to transmute the toxic energies in our lives and our world. She has pledged herself to bring light to those around her. In her personal creation myth, “the light created humans to play” and gave them a great gift: “the opportunity for spirit to have a body.” When we remember this, and embody it, we will cease to cause harm to ourselves and others.

Sandra wrote in Soul Retrieval twenty years ago that soul retrieval is “not a self-help technique,” but she has noticed that, more and more, people are nonetheless finding self-help in this area through their dreams, in both the dreams they ask for and those that come unbidden. She told me in an interview for my radio show in 2011: “People are retrieving vital essence in dreams, and the energy is with them afterwards, so the process is complete.”

She observes, “The veils between the worlds are getting thinner as we evolve consciously. When your psyche is rising, your dreamworld is going to respond. As you set the intention of being healed, your dreaming evolves, and what needs to be retrieved is accomplished, in dreaming.”
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