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“When a man begins to 
be aware, in a dream, 
that he is asleep and that 
what he sees is a dream, 
he awakes. In the same 
way a soul, when it 
begins to realize that all 
visible life is but a 
dream, approaches 
awakening.” 
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An Interview with a Lucid Dreamer 
By Robert Waggoner 

Responses © Don Middendorf 
 
 

Lucid dreamer, Don Middendorf, believes that lucid dreaming 
helps enhance lucid living (and vice versa). He explores the 
dreaming (and waking) worlds with the goal of becoming more 
conscious of the reality-creation process. His goals for his lucid 
dream excursions are to become more familiar with his own 
psyche as well as other states of consciousness and existence - 
and perhaps most importantly, to have fun. While not dreaming, 
he teaches classes in physics, psychology, and philosophy at a 
liberal arts college in the Northwestern part of the U.S. 
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Robert: Can you recall your first lucid dream 
experience? Please, tell us about that. 
 

As a child, I would occasionally realize that a fearful dream 
was “just a dream” and wake myself up. I can only recall a 
couple of times when I was able to tell myself that I was 
dreaming and continue dreaming. I also remember a number 
of dreams in which I would sort of know it was a dream and 
that I could fly if I could push off a particular spot in the 
alley or hold my legs up as I floated down the long hill that 
I lived on. I think that I thought of these dreams more as 
“that reality in which I can fly” rather than as recognizing 
them as lucid dreams. I’m hesitant to say much more about 
my childhood memories because I can’t be sure my recall is 
accurate. (The reconstruction of memories of the past based 
on current beliefs is a hot research field right now.)   
 

Robert: When did you first learn about conscious 
dreaming or lucid dreaming? What about that lucid 
dreaming experience (or those early experiences) did 
you find interesting? 
 

I first learned about manipulating the dream environment 
from reading Seth Speaks in 1974. Immediately after 
reading that book, I often awoke remembering that I had 
been lucid, but with little or no recall of the actual dream. 
The first fully lucid dream that I can remember now 
occurred about a year later and I became lucid when I found 
myself floating above my bed and bumping into the ceiling. 
I knew my body was asleep and this was a dream but I 
wondered if I was also out-of-body so I looked out the 
window. I saw a parking lot instead of the field that I knew 
was there in waking reality. At the time, I believed that out-
of-body experiences would take place in the waking-world 
setting, so my dreaming self was puzzled by the clear 
feeling of being out-of-body, yet the certain knowledge that 
this was a dream. 
 

For several years afterwards, I was always trying to come 
up with some model that included a clear distinction 
between lucid dreams and out-of-body experiences. I think 
the desire to understand the distinction helped me have 
many lucid dreams. Whenever I would read another 
author’s ideas on the subject and start to believe that view, I 
would have a lucid dream in which my dreaming self found 
some reason to reject that model. I think a good model is a 
wonderful thing, but a good question leads to more 
interesting experiences. 
 

Robert: At that time, what methods did you use to bring 
conscious awareness into the dream state? Has that 
changed over the years?  
 

During the day, I would use a belief-changing exercise 
about being able to become lucid in my dreams or have out-
of-body experiences. Then I would use similar pre-sleep 

suggestions. I was highly motivated so I did this almost 
every night. I still use and believe in suggestions, but I tend 
to just let lucidity come when it does. I’ve noticed that I 
usually have a couple of nights of non-lucid or semi-lucid 
flying dreams before a series of lucid dreams, so I often just 
wait until I have flying dreams and then suggest for lucidity. 
One other “method” that I use now is to keep a list of “cool” 
dreams in the back of my dream notebook. When I want to 
induce a lucid dream, I’ll re-read a number of previous lucid 
or nearly-lucid flying dreams and that seems to spark the 
awareness of lucidity. At times in the past, I’ve also had 
some success with the approach of asking “Is this a dream?” 
frequently throughout the day. Jayne Gackenbach’s research 
suggested that meditation was highly correlated with lucid 
dreaming and I’ve noticed that this seems to be true for me 
in those times when I have been able to make it a regular 
practice. 
 

Robert: As you had more lucid dreams, were there any 
lucid dreams that made a deep impression on you? Tell 
us about them. 
 

For the last decade or so, I’ve been fascinated by merging 
my dream body with “matter” in the dream. I noticed that 
several people in your survey (LDE #27, June 2003) said 
something similar as well as one of your previous 
interviews. My dreaming self seems to be the one driving 
this experience. In one lucid dream, I remembered my 
waking suggestion to talk with my inner self about a 
specific problem and my dreaming self gently (but firmly) 
over-rode my waking desires to try experiments moving my 
hand and body through walls.  
 

As mentioned by several of those interviewed in previous 
LDE interviews, some of the most profound experiences 
I’ve had while lucid are when I remember my desire to talk 
with my inner self about my purposes in life (or to “seek the 
highest”).  In one, I became completely sure that everything 
and everyone in the dream was me. The feeling was so 
overwhelming that I was deeply disappointed when I awoke 
to the seemingly flat waking reality. In telling this dream, I 
want to edit the statement and say I was sure everything in 
the dream was related to me in some deep way, but the 
actual feeling in the dream wasn’t about relations between 
me and the other things or people, it was an experience of 
complete subjectivity – united whole. There was simply no 
distinction between “other” and “me” even though there 
was a spatial location from which the scene was viewed.  
 

Robert: Interesting! What did you take from this lucid 
dream experience/s? What did it come to mean to you? 
 

I think such transcendent experiences (whether waking, 
dreaming, or meditating) remind us of our basic subjective 
nature as expressions of All That Is.  
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Robert: As a professor teaching a class on Dreams, 
Memory and Consciousness, you must have discussed 
the paradoxical nature of lucid dreaming, inasmuch as 
one develops conscious awareness in the (apparently 
unconscious) dream state. What issues did lucid 
dreaming bring to a classroom study of consciousness? 
 

Quite a few students who enroll in 
such a year-long program have 
already had some experience with 
altered states of consciousness. A 
few have had lucid dreams and I 
encourage them to tell the class 
about their experiences – primarily 
to encourage the excitement about 
the fun activities one can pursue 
while lucid. My goal is to have 
them experience the nature of 
consciousness rather than just read 
the theories we have constructed 
about it. I think that lucid dreaming 
is the safest and most easily 
accessed “altered” state. For 
students studying consciousness, I 
think the most important take-home 
point of their first few lucid dreams 
is that consciousness is much more 
flexible and has greater potential 
than many of our current models 
allow. While suggesting to have 
lucid dreams, one student had 
several out-of-body experiences. 
When we got to the part of the 
consciousness text discussing the 
strictly biological models of 
consciousness, she could state from 
her own experience that these 
models were incorrect or at least 
quite incomplete.  
 

Robert: Had many of the college 
students experienced lucid 
dreams? What questions did they 
bring forward about lucid dreaming and the nature of 
consciousness? What did consciously being aware in the 
dream state suggest to them? 
 

I think about 30 out of 75 students had lucid dreams during 
this past year. Some had lucid dreams prior to the class, but 
for many it was their first. I started talking about lucid 
dreams early in the year and encouraged students to tell the 
class when they had a “cool” dream. It also helped that they 
read about the scientific experiments “proving” that lucid 
dreams do exist and it really helped having visitors who 
discussed their own exciting experiences with lucid dreams. 
(Thanks to Robert for sharing his enthusiasm this year!)  
From my perspective, it changed the nature of the question, 

“What is consciousness?” for everyone in the class because 
even those who didn’t have a lucid dream heard many 
experiences from their friends. I think this “loosened” the 
beliefs of the class as a whole about other “paranormal” 
experiences. I used lucid dreams as an example of 
experiences that were considered “fringe” or “paranormal” 

but are now included as part of 
“legitimate” science (of course, 
even non-lucid dreams could fall 
in this category).  Of course, most 
of the students had pure-fun type 
of lucid dreams such as flying that 
we just enjoy. I think these kinds 
of experiences hint at the 
possibilities and encourage 
students to try experimenting with 
what may be possible in the dream 
state – such as problem solving, or 
out-of-body experiences or 
interactions with departed relatives 
or probable selves. I can recall 
several students over the years 
who had a lucid dream that helped 
change their beliefs in the nature 
of reality, but I think and hope that 
I only see the beginning of such a 
change. It probably takes more 
than a year or a summer (and more 
than a single dream) to do so. I 
hope the experience of lucid 
dreaming helps them to realize that 
they can use a subjective approach 
to studying their own 
consciousness without relying 
exclusively on the studies done by 
experts. It makes me happy when a 
student tells me that he or she no 
longer feels a need to use drugs to 
reach altered states because the 
lucid dreaming state is better in 
some way. It also pleases me when 

a student expresses a self-discovered conclusion about some 
of the nonsense spouted by researchers in consciousness 
studies who have clearly denied themselves from having 
any real experiences with consciousness from the inside. 
 

Robert: Did your students have any experiences with 
lucid dreams that surprised you? Tell us about that? 
 

A number of years ago, the students arranged to have a class 
meeting in the dream state without telling me. The 
organizers told their peers to focus on a candle before sleep 
and then come to a dream bonfire on campus bringing a 
particular secret object to show any others who managed to 
show up. Three or four students were able to induce lucidity 
that night and remember to go to the dream bonfire and had 

 
“My goal is to have them 
(students) experience the 
nature of consciousness 
rather than just read the 

theories we have 
constructed about it. I think 
that lucid dreaming is the 

safest and most easily 
accessed “altered” state. 

For students studying 
consciousness, I think the 
most important take-home 
point of their first few lucid 

dreams is that 
consciousness is much 
more flexible and has 

greater potential than many 
of our current models 

allow.” 
 

                          Don Middendorf 
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many tantalizing near-misses with other students. For 
example, Joe saw Mary who was asking about Steve while 
Mary dreamt of hanging out with Joe and Steve. (I made 

that last sentence up just to show the kinds of interactions 
they had. I never collect students’ 
dreams.) I was completely 
surprised at their success in a single 
trial at mutual dreaming. In a 
similar trial this past year, only one 
student was fully lucid on the night, 
but she actively sought out specific 
students in the class and one or two 
of these other students had non-
lucid dreams with her. Over the 
years, several students have had 
transcendent experiences and a few 
have life-changing or belief-
changing lucid dreams or out-of-
body experiences. 
 

Robert: For some of us, lucid 
dreaming provides experiences 
that make us question the nature 
of reality, and look to theoretical 
physics for possible answers. Do 
you find this in your own lucid 
dreaming experience? Are there 
aspects of lucid dreaming which 
might touch on principles of 
consciousness or theoretical 
physics? 
 

Oh my Robert, it would take 
several books and maybe several 
lifetimes to answer that question 
fully! I use the models and 
observations of modern physics to 
show students that some of the 
concepts that they think of as 
absolute facts about bedrock reality 
might be less clear-cut than they 
think. I particularly like to bring up the nature of time in 
relativity and to discuss the use of multiple universe models 
in current cosmology and quantum theory. I also like to 
shake up the standard view that objects have observer-
independent properties by discussing the predictions and 
observations of wave-particle duality. I decided to do 
graduate work in physics rather than biology because I 
wanted to understand the profound discussion of 
consciousness in Jane Roberts’ books which relied heavily 
on physics. However, I cringe when students or people at 
conferences tell me that my discussion of some of the 
theories of modern physics have proved to them that their 
unconventional beliefs about the nature of reality are 
correct. It’s not that I object to their unconventional beliefs, 
but to their reliance on the evidence of others – in this case 

the experiments and theories of modern physics. Ken 
Wilber has pointed out that almost all of the founders of 
modern physics were mystics, but none wanted their 
mystical views based on their physics – partly because they 

all knew that whatever models we 
use in physics will change over the 
next hundred years. However, they 
hoped that their mystical views 
would remain “true” even if the 
strange new views of physical 
reality evolved into something 
even stranger in the future. Despite 
that caveat, I have to 
enthusiastically agree with your 
suggestion that lucid dreaming will 
help us understand the nature of 
reality – including consciousness 
and theoretical physics. Advances 
in theoretical physics often go 
hand in hand with advances in 
mathematics and both are highly 
dependent on using the conscious 
mind to reason and intuit 
productive new ideas. That is, 
we’re already using consciousness 
to explore the nature of physical 
reality and the recognition of this 
is becoming more explicit. I 
believe that the next generation of 
physicists will be trained in both 
meditation and lucid dreaming – 
because it will be more efficient 
(as well as more acceptable).  
 

I think the most interesting thing 
I’ve ever done in a lucid dream 
that helps in understanding the 
nature of consciousness (or at least 
of self) was to ask myself what I 
thought of my waking life while in 

the dream state. I can’t say that I had some great insight 
about my waking life, but there was quite a feeling of 
compassion and some humor for the current challenges that 
I faced in my waking life from my dreaming self.   
 

I’ve had a couple of lucid dreams in which I got a little 
better understanding of some aspects of relativity or 
quantum theory, but I haven’t had any deep insights into the 
nature of physical reality. However, I think each time we 
become lucid, we are gaining some experience with using 
our consciousness in a more facile way and that’s more 
important than understanding how it works. I’m still quite 
interested in how it works, but for now, I’m satisfied with 
just increasing, lengthening, and deepening my experiences 
with lucidity in both dreaming and waking life. 

 
“I think the most 

interesting thing I’ve ever 
done in a lucid dream that 

helps in understanding 
 the nature of 
consciousness 

(or at least of self) 
was to ask myself what I 

thought of my waking life 
while in the dream state. 

I can’t say that I had some 
great insight about my 

waking life, but there was 
quite a feeling of 

compassion and some 
humor for the current 

challenges that I faced in 
my waking life from my 

dreaming self.” 
 

                           Don Middendorf
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Robert: Things like multiple false awakenings have 
always interested me.  I remember one morning in 
which I had seven successive false awakenings, one after 
the other -- bam, bam, bam – by the time, I wakened in 
“this” reality, I literally hugged the wall and hoped I 
didn’t suddenly pop into a new copy of reality. Now, 
some people have suggested that 
false awakenings simply show the 
“mental model” nature of 
consciousness, but I’ve wondered, 
what about parallel realities? If 
physicists need anecdotal 
evidence of possible visits to 
parallel realms, perhaps they 
should talk to experienced lucid 
dreamers. What do you think 
about false awakenings? 
 

Yes, I think some extremely 
experienced lucid dreamers could 
choose to repeatedly return to 
particular parallel realities and 
explore their nature. I don’t have 
that level of skill, but I think some 
of those you’ve interviewed over 
the last few years might. On the 
other hand, I think we all 
experience parallel (or not-so-
parallel) realities in our dreams 
whether lucid or not. I think the 
role of lucidity is then to bring 
some degree of reason into the 
experience so that we can reflect on 
the experience as it occurs while 
dreaming rather than simply as dream recall later. A friend 
told me of a moving (non-lucid) dream in which she 
dreamed she was the number 8. I think that’s far enough 
from our waking reality as to be labeled a non-parallel 
reality, but still interesting. 
 

I really don’t know about false awakenings. On the one 
hand, my waking self always feels that I simply missed 
some subtle (or not-so-subtle) cue that I wasn’t back in this 
reality. That is, I simply feel like I wasn’t fully lucid in any 
of the states of dreaming or waking. Once I’m “really” 
awake, it feels like I should have known I was still 
dreaming. On the other hand, if a series of false awakenings 
indicates actual awakenings in closely parallel realities as 
you suggest, it could be very hard to tell one reality from 
the other. For example, if the series of parallel realities in 
your false awakenings differ by having speeds of light that 
are tiny fractions of a percent different from each other, it 
might be hard to tell when you had reached the right home 
reality. If the false awakenings are actually parallel realities, 
a lucid dreamer might be able to consciously be aware of 
some sort of internal signal that identifies this reality as 

home. It will take some fairly advanced mutual lucid 
dreamers to figure this one out, I think. 
 

Robert: Lately I’ve been working on a piece called, 
“Why Does an Apple Fall in a Lucid Dream: The 
Physics of Lucid Dreaming.”  So, Don, why does the 
apple fall in a lucid dream? The dreamer’s expectation? 

The dreamer’s control? Belief? 
Intent? The dreamer’s will? 
 

You could also ask why the apple 
falls in a non-lucid dream. In fact, 
it may surprise you to hear that 
there are still some aspects about 
the nature of motion and gravity in 
waking reality that we (physicists) 
know that we do not understand. 
The current cosmological models 
require multiple universes with 
many different “fundamental 
constants” such as the speed of 
light or the strength of gravity. 
Only those with nearly identical 
constants would resemble our 
waking reality even a little. So 
maybe the apple falls in some 
dreams because we are in a reality 
with a similar underlying make up. 
I think the dreamer’s expectation 
and belief enter at the level of the 
choice for experiencing that 
particular reality. However, I have 
never made that choice at the level 
of the dreamer, but I believe it’s 
made at the level of some inner 

portion of my being which I could call the Dreamer. The 
Dreamer may be the part of us that allows the consensual 
Core Beliefs of a particular reality (such as whether things 
fall) to be consistent across all observers in that reality. This 
is analogous to Jung’s conception of the self as being part of 
a grander Self that has connections with a collective (as well 
as a personal) unconscious. This may seem fairly 
speculative, but I think that the reader’s of LDE could do an 
experiment in which they choose to experience realities in 
which the attractive nature of mass is gone and objects 
attract on the basis of color. Then, red apples would move 
toward other red objects, but not necessarily downward. So, 
my musings on your interesting question is that it’s all 
about beliefs, but at a deep level, so as long as we’re not 
over-riding the agreed-upon setup of that reality, we don’t 
need intent or control for an apple to fall. In waking reality, 
there are good reasons not to violate the laws of the game 
such as gravity – it’s an ordering principle which makes it 
easier for our fledgling consciousness to learn and play 
here. That’s not to say that the anecdotal accounts of 
levitation will be always be false – but my guess is that it 

 
“This may seem fairly 
speculative, but I think 

that the reader’s of LDE 
could do an experiment in 

which they choose to 
experience realities in 
which the attractive 

nature of mass is gone 
and objects attract on the 
basis of color. Then, red 

apples would move toward 
other red objects, but not 
necessarily downward.” 

 
                          Don Middendorf 
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takes a more focused will than most of us incarnates have to 
over-ride the mass beliefs. If was really adept at consciously 
creating my dream reality, I could violate gravity by flying 
whenever I wanted. I think the same may be true in physical 
reality, but I believe that becoming adept at reality creation 
is one of the main reasons we’re here and if I was so good at 
it that I could fly, I probably 
wouldn’t have much of a reason to 
be here. 
 

Robert: Have you ever thought 
that the psychological space 
called “dreaming” deserves its 
own “physics”? Obviously, 
dreaming involves a type of 
psychological physics which may 
not have a direct connection with 
the physics of the material world. 
Yet lucid dreamers experience 
certain commonalities in 
“psychological space” which 
suggest that the psychological 
space of dreaming functions on 
certain (yet-to-be-enunciated) 
principles. What do you think? Is 
the world ready to consider the 
physics of psychological space? 
 

It seems I anticipated this question 
in my previous answer.  I certainly 
do think the “space” of dreams 
(lucid or not) is going to function 
on some “yet-to-be-enunciated 
principles”, but I think the physics 
will have to be based on 
consciousness or love as fundamental (rather than energy) 
and may resemble psychology or pure mathematics more 
than it resembles current physics. Well, I don’t know that 
everyone in the world is ready to consider what you call the 
physics of psychological space, but I think some are 
considering it now and some have done so in the past. In 
fact, Carl Jung attributes his ideas for his theory of 
personality to his discussions with his colleague and patient, 
Wolfgang Pauli, about the new ideas in quantum theory 
which Pauli was helping to develop. Jung attributes his 
views on introvert/extravert and feeling/sensing as 
complementary aspects of a personality to the quantum 
notion of complementarity and the lack of observer-
independent properties in quantum objects. I’ve already 
mentioned the Seth books twice, but I have to do so again 
because I think they have the best description I’ve seen of 
the physics of this reality and others including dreaming 
realities.  
Another part of the answer to whether dreaming deserves its 
own physics might be that the scope of “dreaming reality” is 
far greater than waking reality. I think of dreaming as one 

method of entering an infinite number of other realities – 
each with their own physics. I doubt we can remember 
much of our experiences from any reality that is too far 
removed from this one. How would we record or even 
remember an experience in a reality which differed from 
waking reality by even a relatively minor change like 

having two time dimensions? 
(Although it’s possible that the 
simultaneous dreams discussed by 
Lucy at the LDE website and in 
LDE #35 are a reflection of that 
kind of reality.) I’ve had a few 
dreams which were so ecstatic that 
even though I was lucid and felt 
that they lasted for some “time”, 
when I awoke, I could only write a 
few words about it – that failed to 
capture any of the essence of the 
experience. 
 

Robert: Have you had (or heard 
about) lucid dream experiences 
that shed light on the discussion 
of the nature of consciousness? 
Tell us about those. What kind 
of lucid dream experiments 
could move forward the 
understanding of the nature of 
consciousness? What would you 
like to see? 
 

Well, the pages of LDE are full of 
such experiences. I think some of 
the most enlightening were the 
experiments on mutual lucid 

dreaming that you (Robert), Ed Kellogg, and Linda Lane 
Magallon reported at the Association for the Study of 
Dreams conference in Santa Cruz in about 1999 (and I 
suggest you give a summary of those experiments at some 
point in a future LDE). I think mutual lucid dreaming is our 
best bet at some understanding of consciousness that we can 
begin to call scientific. Of course, I think our personal lucid 
dream experiences shed light on the characteristics and the 
mobility of consciousness, and some of its potentials such 
as telepathy and precognition that are not currently accepted 
by the majority of professionals studying consciousness in 
the west. 
 

The ecstatic “oneness” experiences that I mentioned above, 
the reflection on the waking state from the dreaming state 
that I mentioned, and the certainty I’ve had in some out-of-
body experiences about the independence of consciousness 
from the body (and the existence of life after death) all give 
me insights into the nature of consciousness that I have 
personal experience with. 
 

 
“Another part of the 
answer to whether 
dreaming deserves 

its own physics might be 
that the scope of 

“dreaming reality” is far 
greater than waking 

reality. 
I think of dreaming as 
one method of entering 
an infinite number of 

other realities – each with 
their own physics.” 

 
                         Don Middendorf 
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The cover of Virtual Reality had a hand dressed in a sensor 
glove and it seemed to be reaching out for me. So I reached 
back. I picked up the magazine, opened it and began 
scanning the contents. I wanted to learn more about the VR 
technology, but I never expected to read about dreams. I 
was particularly interested in the type of "virtual reality" 
that is created when electronic bodywear is used to produce 
the illusion of navigating through a computer generated, 3-
dimensional setting. By wearing gloves lined with fiber-
optic cable sensors, plus headgear with stereoscopic ear and 
eye displays, individuals can perceive themselves immersed 
inside an artificial world. The tools give one the seeming 
ability to enter and move around the environment, changing 
viewpoints and intermingling with the objects there. 
Depending on sensory array and the limits of the computer 
program, one can see, hear, touch, feel, point, move, pick up 
things and throw them.  
 

Because it takes so much memory to produce a realistic 
copy of physical reality, the slow response-time of the first 
VR productions made it seem as if one was swimming 
through water rather than walking on the ground. 
Movement through the early virtual world felt like floating 
or flying and could involve the appearance of going through 
walls. Jaron Lanier coined the term "virtual reality." His 
address to the second annual CyberArts International 
conference was reprinted in the magazine. In it, Lanier 
described this elementary virtual world as "a liquid type of 
environment with the flexibility and malleability that the 
physical world doesn't have." 
 

Hmm, I mused. Just like a lucid dream. 
 

Because of compelling reality of the experience, initial VR 
investigators tended to treat virtual reality much like waking 
reality. They were apt to take things at face value rather 
than to look beyond the blatant imagery or expect anything 
unusual in the nature of the world that surrounded them. 
The same can be said of lucid dreamers. Without a 
willingness to explore and experiment, you might never 
know you can walk through the walls of a lucid dream.  
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The similarities between the lucid and virtual worlds have 
led some writers to portray the dream as a virtual stage in 
the holodeck of the mind. The fact that you can manipulate 
a lucid dream, creating your own imagery and dream 
characters, lends credence to the idea that the dream is an 
individualized drama where you not only play the starring 
role, you are the mover and shaker behind all the roles. The 
dream is your own private reality, with you in charge of 
props, scenery, direction and supporting cast. Or so they 
say. However, the pioneers of virtual reality hold no such 

limited notions. For them, VR is a make believe playground 
of childlike freedom and fantasy because it is an interface 
between people.  
 

When two persons put on bodysuits, the image of the 
second appears as a cartoon mannequin, or avatar, in the 
virtual world of the first. When the second person dressed in 
the bodysuit waves his arm in a greeting gesture in physical 
reality, the computer translates the sensory experience so 
that his avatar appears to be waving at the first person in her 
virtual universe. The opposite is also true: her physical 
movements can produce like movements in his view screen. 
And, because both are connected to the same computer 
hardware and software, it appears that both are immersed in 
the same universe, with same background, same objects, 
same scene. 
 

Jason Lanier sees the virtual reality environment as a step 
forward in human interaction. "We can directly create 
experiences for each other to share imagination, and this 
could be extraordinary," he said. "(We can communicate) 
by building a world together instead of talking about the 
world. This form of communication essentially involves 
shared lucid dreaming. For me, this is what will make all 
our work worthwhile and what will turn virtual reality into 
an incredible cultural adventure." 
 

Shared lucid dreaming? Did Lanier draw a relationship 
because virtual reality is a meeting place like physical 
reality? No, the reason he was so enthusiastic about the 
technology was not because VR could be a clone of the 
physical universe, but because it didn't have to be. "If 
people can connect in the same virtual world, and if they 
can develop the skills to program that world so they can 
change themselves into something else, you have a situation 
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that is extremely creative and philosophically 
unprecedented," said Lanier. Two people in the same 
simulated place could look at each other and see a virtual 
representation of the other person, but their avatars wouldn't 
need to look like their physical bodies. "(They) can design a 
three-dimensional computer body to look however they 
want. They might look like a gazelle or an octopus." As his 
own avatar, Lanier created a 6-foot purple lobster.  
 

But, if some other person is playing the part of a 6-foot 
lobster in virtual reality, how can you know who they are? 
A computer can generate an image of a 6-foot lobster 
whether or not it is connected to a bodysuit and whether or 
not anyone is occupying the bodysuit. The circumstances 
don't matter; the picture is going to look exactly the same 
whether it actually relates to another person or not.  
 
And what if virtual reality is perfected to the point whereby 
it can generate an image of a person that looks just like his 
physical reality counterpart? In his book, The Dreaming 
Universe, Fred Alan Wolf describes the holodeck on the TV 
program Star Trek: The Next Generation. This computer-
generated environment could produce 3-dimensional 
holograms that looked, felt and acted exactly like humans. 
Now, how could the characters on the show tell the 
difference between the holographic projections and live 
human beings? Well, if they weren't alert to the game, they 
couldn't.  
 

And neither can we, when we first encounter the dream 
world. Whatever prejudices we bring to our perceptions 
tend to stay. Either the woman I see in my dreams is a 
significant other visiting out-of-body in the night...or she is 
a part of me. The laws of the material world force us into 
dichotomies. Lanier, Wolf and their multimedia cohorts are 
trying to stretch the edges of the physical world, and allow 
us new ways to think about reality. 
 

After watching TV a while, a child can learn to tell the 
difference between a cartoon, a sitcom, a documentary and 
a newscast. Similarly, we can learn to distinguish between 

a virtual representation that has physical correspondence 
and that which does not, although this is a much more 
subtle process. What will it take? The willingness to do 
reality checks, lots of them, over a continuing period. 
Understanding the diaphanous overlap of illusion and 
reality is a skill, which can be developed, like any other, if 
we bother to take the time to learn it. As avid dreamers, 
dreamworkers and dreamplayers, it behooves us to try to do 
so. Practicing delineation within the world of dream can 
teach us to develop a more sophisticated knowledge of 
physical reality, itself.  
 

Dreaming of the Woman with the Multicolored Hair 
 

The assumption that our dream avatars must look exactly 
like our physical forms is a hard habit to break. It took me 
years to grasp the idea that we might appear in dreamspace 
as other than clones of our material bodies. My dreams led 
me to that conclusion gradually, using one person in 
particular as my primary example. As a dream detective, I 
first had to gather the clues, and it was some time before I 
could see the patterns emerge. 
 

My journey began when I was corresponding with Jean 
Campbell, who was then director of Poseidia Institute, 
located in Virginia Beach, on the other side of the continent 
from me. Since I'd never been there in waking life, it made 
a good target for psi perception. I was attempting to "remote 
view" Jean, her office and the general environs during sleep, 
in the hope that at least something I'd dreamt about might 
prove to be clairvoyant. However, this semi-lucid dream 
turned out to involve precognition more than clairvoyance. 
 

I am at the Poseidia office, which is a long, narrow room. 
On the far left hand side of the opposite wall is a window 
with a view of the backyard. It is the source of light for the 
room. In front of it are bookcases, as high as the 
windowsill, and a desk with a telephone on it. Four women 
with long, dark hair are clustered around the phone, 
including one thin-faced woman with very fair skin and long 
black or dark brown, almost straight hair. Is it Jean? I’m 
not sure. 
 

The room is crowded with people sitting around the 
periphery. We are gathered as if waiting for a conference or 
meeting to begin. I am sitting on a day bed with no back, 
just pillows behind me. On my left are seated two portly 
blonde women. The one next to me on the day bed has her 
back to me. I think that soon the two of us will be taking 
part in an exercise in which we’ll buddy up and talk or role-
play with each other, back to back. 
 

An older man sits down close beside me on my right. He has 
short hair, black speckled with white. He speaks to me 
familiarly. When he crosses his leg, I see he has jeans on. 
As he talks, he pats me on my leg. “Well, Linda,” he says, 
“Did you just get in? You look out of breath.” “Yes,” I just 
arrived,” I reply. “I flew in from the West Coast – San 
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Francisco.” It seems that I left my family at the East Coast 
airport to do their own thing while I went on to the 
conference alone. 

Poseidia Office Meeting, 3/21/84 
 

In her next letter, Jean told me that the four women gathered 
around the phone in my dream were four staff members at 
Poseidia, including herself. All had had long, dark hair at 
one time. Jean identified the man as her companion, 
Leonard. His hair was peppered grey and he often wore 
jeans in the office, when he was not acting in an official 
capacity. Jean sent me black and white photos of everyone 
and, in general, they compared favorably with my fairly 
fuzzy dream recall. 
 

The first time I'd meet Jean in the flesh would not be until 
the next year, 1985, at a dream conference in 
Charlottesville, Virginia, put on by an organization that 
didn't even exist at the time of the dream. I certainly didn’t 
know that I would be flying in with my family, then leaving 
them in Washington, D.C. to sightsee while I went on to the 
conference by myself. 
 

Jean also sent a sketch of the office, which did have a desk 
and book shelves. But it also revealed that my dreamt “day 
bed” was a symbolic translation of the couch rather than a 
literal one. And so was the scene enacted upon it. Since she 
had her back to me, I didn't get a good look at the portly 
blonde woman sitting behind. Like me, she was about to 
become a member of Jean's mutual dreaming project, 
Dreams10. But the project had two teams and she was on 
the other one, so our dreams were hidden from one another 
during the course of the project. Four years later, when we 
were finally able to compare our Dreams10 written reports, 
we discovered that we had been “cross-dreaming.” That is, 
we were dreaming in sync with each other. We had been 
interacting without even knowing one another, thus role-
playing “back to back.” I was not destined to meet the 
mystery woman in person until 1987. But I did dream about 
her once more, after Dreams10. In fact, I was introduced to 
her by my Dreams10 team facilitator, Kitra, in this lucid 
dream. You'll notice that the woman still had her back to 
me!  
 

...I decide to fly to Poseidia. I take off, my arms 
outstretched, into a long tunnel of darkness. I feel the wind 
move against my body, but can see nothing. I wonder if I 
can keep up my concentration long enough to get there. 
Then I call out, “East Coast!  East Coast!” An image 
gradually emerges, like a map of the edge of land against 
water. I know this to be my own mental creation. Suddenly I 
am on a beach: white against a bright blue sky. To the 
right, one and two story buildings of the city come to meet 
the shore. There are people walking to and fro. The scene 
has a vacation-like atmosphere. 
 

(I had no idea that Virginia Beach was a vacation resort. 
Later, when I traveled there, I had a tingling sense of déjà 
vú as I gazed on the beach. The correspondence with this 
dream depiction was quite startling.) 
 

I look around for a while and then realize this is nice, but 
not what I wanted. So I say, “Poseidia, Poseidia!” and the 
scene changes again. Now I am on a narrow walkway 
leading to a multistory building. To my right is an arbor or 
overhang. To the left and ahead of me, seated on a bench, 
with her side to me, is a light-haired woman. I go up to her 
and ask, “Kitra?” She turns her head halfway towards me 
and smiles as if in assent. “Are you lucid?” Again she 
smiles, her head turned only halfway as if she is shy or 
hesitant. Peering at her intently, I say, “Did you know 
Stephen LaBerge doesn’t believe in group dreaming?” 
 

When I ask, “Where is Jean?” she rises and walks toward 
the building ahead of us. I follow. The garden in front has a 
formal look to it; the building is a two or three story 
wooden structure. I know this is not the “old” Poseidia 
building I've seen in pictures; is it the new one? We go up a 
couple of steps and in through a doorway in the center of 
the building. Inside is a sales counter, sofas, waist-high 
bookcases filled with books, and a wooden floor with rugs. 
In fact the entire room – counter, floor, walls, and staircase 
– has the feel of rich, heavy wood. The atmosphere is a 
combination of homey and formal – like a museum 
bookstore. 
 

In the middle of 
an open area to 
the right, a 
woman is 
standing, her 
back to me. I 
observe that she 
is wearing a two-
piece outfit of 
soft, folded, 
shiny material 
and is carrying a 
coat or jacket. I 
wonder if this is 
Jean, but see that 
the woman is 

quite heavy and 
much taller. Her long black hair is straight but full, due to a 
wave. I wonder, do Jean’s clothes make her appear heavier 
than she really is? When the woman turns around, I see that 
(unlike Jean) she has on lipstick and makeup. I begin to ask, 
“Jean?” when Kitra interrupts saying very forcefully, 
“Barbara.” Because we are both speaking at the same time, 
I really have to concentrate to separate the two names in my 
mind and remember what Kitra had said. I look toward a 
doorway on the far side of the sales/reception counter. It 

Barbara Shor
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seems that Jean is either away for a few days or behind this 
door. 
 

At some time during this sequence, the scene darkens as 
though I’m going to awake, but I keep my concentration. 
It’s at this point I realize that the statement I made earlier 
about Stephen is not entirely accurate, so when the scene 
reappears, I say to Kitra, “You know what I said about 
Stephen? I meant he doesn’t have any evidence for group 
dreaming.” Then I’m back outside by the overhang. There 
is a bulletin board upon which I write, “Dear Jean, Please 
contact me.” 

Jean, Please Contact Me, 11/6/84 
 

“Is there anyone associated with Poseidia named Barbara?” 
I asked Kitra when I met her in person. She replied, “There 
was a woman on the other Dreams10 team named 
Barbara…something.” “What color hair does she have?” I 
inquired. “Blonde. Or white,” said Kitra (it was hard to tell 
by the black and white photo Barbara had sent). 
 

Oh, it couldn’t have been her, said my logical, rational, 
physically oriented mind.  Disappointed, I dismissed the 
hope that I had had a close encounter of the dream kind. It 
would be several years before I met Barbara Shor. At that 
time I saw that, while not slender, she wasn't portly. I also 
admired her beautiful mane of white hair. When I shared the 
dream with her, I was in for a surprise. 
 

“Your Poseidia dream was absolutely fascinating,” Barbara 
wrote. “I’m pretty sure it was me you were picking up. At 
the time of the Dreams10 experiment, I weighed about 200 
lbs. And my hair until the ’70’s was the darkest brown there 
is before being black. I wore it long, and although when it’s 
short, it tends to be quite curly, when it’s long it’s much 
straighter.” It seemed I had picked up a piece of past 
information about Barbara's hair color, but a concurrent, 
literal description of her weight. Both, in the same avatar. 
 

It would turn out that size and bulk of a dream character is 
often a better clue than surface details. In these cases, the 
dream disguises your partner only partially, while still 
leaving behind some revealing clues. Think, how can you 
tell the identity of someone in costume at a dream ball? 
Lanier had his answer: body music. The gestures, facial 
expressions and manner of movement provide clues in 
virtual reality. In dream reality, these are some of the 
Consistent Clues: shape, outline, size, motion, direction and 
body language of the dream character. So, if you see a 
lobster that's 6 feet tall, it's probably a costume for a human 
being. Especially if it stands up and walks like a human 
being.  
 

Barbara Shor and I agreed to buddy up and co-facilitate our 
own experiment, that we called, aptly enough, Shared 
Dreaming. This excerpt is from one of my lucid dreams of 
that project. 

 

I find myself inside a building – a rectangular office space 
lit by reflected light from the floor-to-ceiling windows at 
one of its corners. The office is completely empty except for 
some electrical cords on the floor, indicating that the old 
tenants have moved out and it's ready for rental. I think or 
hear the word "business." I wonder, what kind of business 
could the mutual dreamers do together? I'm also a bit 
disappointed that there are no people in this room, so I 
form the intent to go someplace where there are. 
 

There is another scene shift and I walk into a new room. 
This one has a group of people seated at a circular table. I 
look around but don't recognize anybody. "I wish it would 
be my group," I say rhetorically, meaning the Shared 
Dreaming bunch instead of this pack of strangers. Across 
the table from me is a woman whose light red colored hair 
is flying out in two directions (like Pippi Longstocking's 
crazy pigtails). She leans towards me and states 
emphatically, "It is us!"  I recognize Barbara Shor's energy 
and sit down with the group. At this point the scene mists 
and I must concentrate to bring it back… 

Mutual Beach, 4/30/88 
 

Have you heard of the analogue game? That's where you 
note down answers to questions like, "If you were a dog, 
which breed of dog would you be? Which car? Which brand 
of cola?" Then you try to guess what your fellow game 
players have written down for themselves. It's a great way 
to get to know strangers, and a fun way to find out things 
about friends that you didn't know beforehand. It's an 
exercise in the revelation of our self-image.  
 

I have to tell you, if I'd had the opportunity to ask Barbara 
the question, "What children's book character would you 
be?", I would have never, ever guessed "Pippi 
Longstocking." Didn't matter. That's how she saw herself. 
"A good call," was her response. 
 

I had assumed that any non-literal depiction of a dreaming 
partner would be due to my own "stuff" and I couldn't 
figure out why I would be dreaming of Pippi Longstocking. 
I thought I was contaminating clear, psychic perception 
with analogous information or commentary originating with 

Drawing by Linda Lane Magallón 
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Thus, it is possible to have legitimate shared dreams in 
which the two "pictures" of you or your dreaming partner 
do not match, because only one of you is wearing your 
telepathic "headgear" to see the other person. Only one of 
you is being a super dreamer and using x-ray vision.  

me. Not this time! This was neither my internal projection 
nor clairvoyance of external appearance. It was telepathy, 
pure and simple.  
 

X-ray Vision And Non-Visual Energy 
 

 Literal clairvoyance or precognition is called "clear 
dreaming." To parallel that terminology, the perceptive 
personification of a dreaming partner might be called "clear 
analogy." I call it "x-ray vision" and here's why.  

With x-ray vision, we pay attention to visual clues that we 
will check out for accuracy after we awaken. Due to the fact 
that alternate dream images can be presented by either our 
x-ray vision or our own imaginative-projective proclivity, 
visual clues aren't enough for an accurate identification of 
our partners while we are still dreaming. The best in-dream 
option is feeling tones.  

 

If someone is viewing you via x-ray, MRI or ultrasound 
technology, do you feel or look any different to yourself? 
No, you still perceive yourself as the same person you've 
always been. It's only the lab technician's perception of you 
that has changed. He sees a version of you beneath the 
surface of your physical body because he's relying on 
technological devices to look at you.  

 

I was able to identify Barbara, not by how she looked, but 
because I recognized her energy…how she felt to me. This 
feeling is something I was able to sense and recall after I 
met her physical presence in the waking state. But if I'd 
never met her in waking reality, could I recognize her this 
way? A dream partner's unfamiliar energy can feel quite 
alien. The translation of that feeling into picture can result 
in some pretty wild and weird projections and 
personifications. 

 

Telepathic dreams act like those devices because they allow 
you to see beyond the external appearance of your partner. 
Using telepathic dreampsi, you can act like a dream tech 
and look beneath the clairvoyant surface. Then, you will be 
able to see the Pippi or the 6-foot purple lobster that is a 
reflection of your partner's self-image. But in her dream, 
your partner doesn't necessarily perceive herself as a 
cartoon or crustacean. Most likely, she perceives herself as 
existing in her usual dreaming body.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

Next: Aliens Are Us 

Explorers of the Lucid Dream World 
 
Dear Friends and Dreamers, 
 
Early 2005, "Explorers of the Lucid Dream World" DVD was made available to the public. Since 
then the DVD has been distributed to oneironauts all over the world. Now the DVD is being re-
released on industrial standard silver DVDs, with new graphic design, and website. The silver 
DVDs will increase compatibility, and longevity. Despite the cost of this upgrade, the minimum 
donation will only increase by $1. My goal is to make this DVD accessible to those who are 
curious to learn more about lucid dreaming from interviews with experts. I am also open to 
trading something for a copy, e-mail me for details.  
 
To learn more and see the new 1 minute trailer, visit: 
 
http://www.LucidDreamExplorers.com  
 
If you have any questions or comments, I would be happy to hear from you. 

Richard Hilton 
BulbMedia.net 
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(This feature provides an unusual lucid dreaming task for LDE readers with each new issue. Participants agree to accept 
personal responsibility for any risks should they choose to undertake them, which may possibly bring about mental, 
emotional, and even physical changes. We invite those of you who accomplish these tasks to send your dream reports to 
LDE.) 

Exploring the Bizarre Physics of Dreamspace 
Part 4: "The Dream Matrix and the Phenomenological Epoché" 

 

"The Matrix is everywhere. It is all around us. Even now in this very room. You can see it when 
you look out your window. Or when you turn on your television. You can feel it when you go to 
work. When you go to church. When you pay your taxes. It is the world that has been pulled 
over your eyes to blind you from the truth."  

                                                                                                    Morpheus in The Matrix (1999) 
 
 

Some theorists believe that we actually live in an information universe, that at the deepest level, we input 
the universe primarily as code, an information pattern that we learn to habitually translate and then 
experience in terms of sight, sound, touch, etc. A computer does this in a simple way when it translates a 
stream of binary code information - a pattern of 0 and 1's - into a visual display. We as humans do 
something very similar when we read an engaging story, where the text presents us with an arrangement of 
arbitrary shapes (letters and numbers) arranged in a meaningful pattern that we ignore as such while 
reading, experiencing people, places and situations instead. The movie The Matrix (1999) illustrates this 
idea in an entertaining way, where characters live in a virtual reality experienced and perceived as physical, 
but which at its root consists of a mathematical code.  
 

However, as Goethe said, sometimes the "most difficult thing of all is to see what is before your eyes." In 
dreams, even more than in waking life, we identify what we see in terms of objects and processes familiar to 
us, even if the match seems very poor after we've awakened. For the dreaming mind, often oblivious to all 
but superficial appearances, "similar to" can become "identical to." And even fully lucid dreamers can find it 
difficult to accurately perceive the surface level of dreams, never mind deeper levels of structure that may lie 
below. (For more information on this topic, see Part 1 of this series, in which I discuss the topic of dream 
perception in greater depth.) 
 

Fortunately, phenomenologist Edmund Husserl developed a tool, the phenomenological reduction or epoché, 
that gives those who have mastered it a way to more effectively focus on pure experience, minimizing 
distortions by "bringing to a halt" the process through which both overt and covert assumptions influence 
perception. Throughout his life Husserl worked to create a presuppositionless philosophy that goes to the 
bedrock of experience, and which sets aside assumptions (especially hidden assumptions) to the greatest 
extent possible. Phenomenologists use this tool to achieve a kind of "non-attachment", to distance 
themselves from the assumptions inherent in consensus trance. The method of accomplishment of the 
epoché takes more than a paragraph to describe (Husserl spent a lifetime describing pathways to its 
accomplishment), but as a crude approximation one can look at the method of Descartes, where he tested 
the certitude of a fact by seeing if one can doubt it. (For more information go to "The Phenomenological 
Method" section in my paper Mapping Territories: A Phenomenology of Lucid Dream Reality at: 
http://www.spiritwatch.ca/LL%208(2)%20dec%2089/KELOG082.W50.htm) 
 

For those who enjoy Castaneda, you can find a fair amount of phenomenology in his Don Juan books - 
although presented in a far more entertaining way, and using different, and rather more charismatic, 
terminology than Husserl's. In this instance, Castaneda's "Stopping the World" bears a marked similarity to 
Husserl's phenomenological reduction. 
 

However, if you want to get an idea of what the epoché potentially involves in a fun way, rent a copy of The 
Matrix and watch it a few times. What happens after Neo takes the "red pill" dramatically illustrates, in a 
Hollywood version, one potential result of an "in depth" phenomenological reduction. <g>  
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Does an underlying "Dream Matrix" exist? Succeed at this quarter's challenge, and you may find out for 
yourself! 

 
 

http://www.spiritwatch.ca/LL%208(2)%20dec%2089/KELOG082.W50.htm
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The Challenge: Finding "The Dream Matrix" 
 

When you next gain lucidity in a lucid dream (where you know that you dream while you dream), try to look 
at the dream environment without preconceptions. Pay attention to the dreamscape in a neutral, 
nonattached way, performing the epoché if you can. (To get a better idea of what this might mean, see 
Appendix 1.) Focus your intent on perceiving "The Dream Matrix" and begin chanting: "See the Matrix!" (Feel 
free to use another phrase, for example, "Show Me the Matrix!", "Reveal the Matrix!", or "Let the Matrix 
Appear!", etc. if you think another phrase will work better for you.) As you chant, look for anomalies, 
distortions, or unexpected regularities in the fabric of the dreamscape. Pay less attention to the overall 
appearance of things, and more attention to the dreamscape texture and background. Record your 
experiences and interactions with any possible appearances of "the Dream Matrix" in your dream journal in 
as much detail as possible - including drawings and diagrams. 
 

Appendix 1 
 

(An account of a fully lucid dream sequence in which the dreamer performs the epoché while also attempting 
to suspend the autonomous operation of "Functioning Intentionality".) 
 

EWK 2/28/99 Fully Lucid "Flying along through a bizarre dreamscape. I remember my task to try to focus 
on what I directly experience, without preconceptions. I perform the phenomenological epoché (even saying 
epoché, eh-poe-kay, out loud to help focus my intent) to suspend judgment and become fully lucid, 
marveling at the strange shapes and geometries. I fly down a sort of flat smooth valley between massive 
strange layered structures looming on either side of me, towering twice my flying height, like oddly shaped 
cliffs. After 10 seconds of this at most, the dreamscape snaps into focus as a gigantic office storage room 
space, with a smooth flat floor with shelves and racks of supplies to either side of me. In relation to the 
room, I seem about 6 inches in height. I now perceive and mentally note racks of paper office supplies, an 
old safe. I feel I have become more lucid.  
 

(Comment: However, at this point my Functioning Intentionality has become activated, automatically 
'making sense' of the dreamscape. I do not even consider the possibility that I might now incorrectly impose 
this giant 'office space template' on a different and unfamiliar environment.)  
 

I feel that I have solved a puzzle, and I wonder how many other bizarre dreamscapes that I have 
experienced in the past really just corresponded to familiar environments experienced on a greatly 
augmented scale. I still intend the phenomenological epoché and continue to suspend judgment as to what I 
see. I still realize in a vague, but mostly intellectual, way that my identifications do not seem absolute, but 
only assumptions on my part. I fly along, noting details, papers on shelves, a large safe with a combination 
lock.  
 

(Comment: However, in my excitement at now seeing the dreamscape resolved into something identifiable, I 
have forgotten the primary task that I wanted to accomplish - of directing my attention at the structural level 
of the dreamscape, and to try not to impose my preconceptions. The 'office space' identification has hooked 
me.)  
 

I still suspend judgment to some extent, and even notice some details that do not fit, but I now assume that 
I explore an office storage space in relation to which I have become very small. The other possibility, that I 
explore an office space for giants seems far less likely to me for some reason. (At this point I briefly "wake 
up" / return to experiencing waking physical reality) ... I continue through a series of lucid dreams, in which I 
regain my intent to observe the dream environment as much as possible without imposing preconceptions on 
it. Each time I attempt to formulate my task in words, so as to rededicate myself to this task, I RWPR. 
 

Although in some ways no longer as fully lucid as before in the ordinary way, my LDR ego almost identical to 
my WPR ego, I continue to perform the epoché and my task automatically, but thoroughly and in greater 
depth. I fly along 'water' channels, observing dreamscapes as patterns and structures, I make many 
observations without labeling.  
 

(Comment: I find that later after RWPR, when I want to write down descriptions of these scenes that I toured 
(for what felt like hours), that I have only vague memories of what I observed, perhaps exactly because I did 
not identify the scenes and objects at the time, while dreaming, in terms of best fit WPR equivalents.) 
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Appendix 2 
 

The Matrix Code 
 

EWK 5/04/04, Fully Lucid. "Inside a school environment, I leave a classroom and walk down a corridor. I 
realize that I dream and remember my task to try to see "the matrix code" possibly embedded behind the 
surface appearance of dreams. I try to use a memorized incantation: "By the power of Alkahest / Let the 
Matrix Code visibly manifest!" I find the chant hard to remember the first time through, and verbally sort of 
stumble through it. On my second attempt I remember it clearly and chant it fairly smoothly, with better 
Kavanah (focused intent and alignment). Afterwards I notice that the dream environment and objects look 
different, but still not code like shapes. The dream scene dissolves into a sort of gray void, and I feel myself 
waking up. I hold onto the kinesthetics to stay in the dream, and the dream scene reappears. I encounter a 
short fit man who looks in his thirties. He identifies himself as "Bruce Lee", and tells me had not really died. I 
doubt his claim, as he looks Caucasian not Asian, but for fun I challenge him to spar, shouting "Matrix 
moves!" as we begin, remembering the martial arts scene from the movie. I block his attack easily, and 
retaliate with a side kick. (I briefly wake up in physical reality, having physically kicked the covers. But I 
don't move, and almost immediately fall asleep and back into the lucid dream.)  
 
I follow [Bruce Lee] down a corridor. I decide to try a 
simpler approach to accomplishing this task, and simply 
chant "See the Matrix!" again and again. The dream scene 
begins to fade to gray again, but I stay in the dream by 
focusing on the kinesthetic sensation of an object I hold in 
my hand. My vision clears, and now I see myself in what 
looks like a small town movie set, false front houses, 
pastel colors, a simpler less detailed simulation. It comes 
more into focus and resolves into a small rural town set. I 
see a few houses, a trailer, and a small general store style 
post office, missing the street side wall. On the gray post 
office box wall inside the post office I see a "just married" 
sign, black letters on white. Across the street I see a large 
star sign on a white background. It looks strange, chaotic, 
hard to resolve or focus on. The star has eight, or perhaps 
ten points. The octagonal(?) star has multiple lines, three 
or more, slightly offset, and in different colors for different 
sections, dark green , dark blue, dark red, perhaps some 
brown. A "man" dressed in white comes out of the "post 
office" carrying a tool box. He has on a white cap - I really only see man shaped clothes, moving without a 
body. On the white clothes in stark contrast I see lines of small black letters and numbers, covering about 
5% of the surface. Dream matrix code? I try to ask the "man" for information, but when I do so "he" falls 
apart, leaving only a pile of clothing. I look in the white canvas tool bag, and remove a "white washcloth" 
with a line of black code on it. I get the impression of small black numbers and letters, but do not, or can 
not, look at them closely enough to recognize them or identify them. RWPR". 
 

(Comment: I created a "Matrix Code" graphic and did my best to reproduce the "chaotic star" symbol that 
showed up towards the end of this dream, as it certainly seemed the most significant and strange thing that 
showed up after I did my chant. I feel I succeeded fairly well. (To see the graphic image go to: 
http://dreamsounds.hypermart.net/psigallery/psi2004gallery/edk.htm)  
 

In the dream, I felt that it symbolized the matrix code as a whole - it belonged to a different order of 
existence than did anything else that I experienced in the dreamscape. Just looking at the graphic gives me a 
weird unsettled feeling, as if I look at something "not right", that does not properly belong in either the 
waking or the dreaming world.)
 

 
 

http://dreamsounds.hypermart.net/psigallery/psi2004gallery/edk.htm


 

Meeting the Challenge 
 

By Joshua 
 

 

First I should say that I have been doing this stuff for a long 
time, but I didn't know what it was. I looked for people who 
understood and could never find them (save a single friend 
of mine who gave up on it all...scared). I actually gave it up, 
scared and weak, for years, only to have returned to it in the 
past few months. I read all of Castenada's stuff and off I 
went about 5 months ago. This place is really good. 
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I should also say that I separate sleeping from intentionally 
dreaming--which I, for lack of better terminology, refer to 
as meditating. I sleep for rest, sometimes only a few hours a 
week. I find that I need rather little when I spend so much 
time in a transitive state. And, when I intend to dream, it 
usually happens. I read the challenges for the first time and 
intended the first one. 
 

To Infinity and Beyond 
 

I began the dream lucid with intent. I was walking down a 
street by a store in my hometown. A slew of events was 
about to take place as what usually happens, as so I felt, but 
I wanted that not, so I intended the thought of infinity and 
its understanding. The latter was an understanding, a bubble 
of thought if you will, I don't know how to put it in words. 
So my dreaming body picked up slowly and was off to 
oblivion. 
 

After I lifted off the ground, I stopped for what was a split 
second, but I perceived enough sensory information to be 
hours. Then, I sped off in no particular direction...it seemed 
as though it could have been any if not all forward 
directions...I don't know how to put than in words either. In 
any case I flew at a phenomenal speed to an oblivion 
without color or sound or any perceptive stimuli 
whatsoever. This lasted but a split second too, but I rather 
indulged in its quietude for what I felt to be minutes. Then... 
(This experience will not be done justice by words, but try 
to hang with me.) 
 

Everywhere, shapes. Multidimensional shapes convoluting 
over themselves as they change 'color' and size. Some 
stayed somewhat static, but most constantly changed. It was 
crazy. They all seemed to be communicating to me and one 
another. I am not (was not) advanced enough to possibly 
understand their pure and unadulterated language, but it was 
beautiful. I stayed there for a very short amount of time, but 
I took a lot in. It was magnificent at least. I instantly awoke. 
Nothing else. Usually this does not happen for me. I usually 
move from one thing to another in a dream until I want to 

stop, I want to awake and remember, or by body wants to 
take over so as to resolve some subconscious problem in my 
head. It seemed as though there was another inti(e-- ;) )nty 
that didn't want me or didn't think I was ready to see any 
more at that time....so I awoke. 
 

There you go. I read the other reports, and they seem 
somewhat similar. I thought this was beautiful. I've read a 
bit on string theory, and quantum physics, and this 
experience seems to be rather complicit with the new 
understandings of the universe and all its wonder. I think 
this was only the first part to a number of future encounters 
that I will have to understand this concept. But I think I saw 
the smallest makeup of everything for a few moments. 
 

I intend to complete all of the challenges listed on your site. 
I hope I have time and motivation to communicate more 
with the interesting people here about all of this wondrous 
stuff. I feel as though the universe could be understood if 
there were enough time to spend on it all. But, life goes on, 
as do its infinite distractions. 
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An Interview With Robert Augustus Masters 
By Arthur Gillard 

Responses © Robert Augustus Masters 
 

Robert Augustus Masters lives and works near Vancouver, British Columbia. He specializes in cutting-edge integral psychotherapy, 
counseling, spiritual deepening, and awakening work. Robert describes himself as increasingly finding freedom less through 
transcendence than through intimacy with all that is, a perspective which illuminates his deeply transformative workshops and therapy 
sessions. Some of his recent books include Darkness Shining Wild: An Odyssey to the Heart of Hell and Beyond: Meditations on 
Sanity, Suffering, Spirituality, & Liberation, Divine Dynamite: Entering Awakening's Heartland, Freedom Doesn't Mind Its Chains: 
Revisioning Sex, Body, Emotion, & Spirituality, and The Anatomy & Evolution of Anger: An Integral Exploration.  
 

For more information, please see his bio at Integral Naked - http://in.integralinstitute.org/contributor.aspx?id=120 where you can also 
listen to an informative and entertaining audio dialog (to listen to the dialog you simply need to join free for one month). Integral Naked 
also hosts a Question and Answer thread with Robert which continues to cover a lot of territory including dreaming and lucid dreaming: 
http://multiplex.integralinstitute.org/Public/cs/forums/thread/1910.aspx  
 

Robert's website includes essays, poetry, a free online newsletter and descriptions of his workshops, therapy and apprenticeship programs: 
http://www.robertmasters.com/ Of particular interest is his essay on "An Integral Approach to Healing" - 
http://www.robertmasters.com/Work_Section/integral_part.htm 
 
 

 
Arthur: Do you remember your first lucid dream? How 
old were you?  
 

Robert: I don't remember what was probably my first lucid 
dream -- in large part because in my early years I had 
trouble separating waking state and dreaming state 
phenomena -- but I do remember becoming lucid during 
two types of dreams that started when I was about 5 or 6. In 
the first, I would find myself at the top of a tree or standing 
at the edge of a cliff....I'd leap off, feeling ecstatic, totally 
unafraid of hitting the ground below (which invariably 
received me the way that a pillow receives a weary head).  
 

The other type of dream in which I'd become lucid was far 
from pleasant: In it, I'd be in my bed, tucked under the 
covers, feeling a strange chill in the air (and here I would 
become lucid), a grey-lit iciness that was very familiar -- for 
I had this dream hundreds of times -- and into the room 
would come my mother, initially looking like herself, but 
soon mutating into a hideous, malevolent creature bearing 
down on me, trying to tear the covers from me, at which 
point I, in heart-thumping terror, would wake up. The fact 
that I was lucid did not seem to make any difference; I felt 
consistently powerless. Not until I was 8 or 9 did I free 
myself from this lucid nightmare: One night, as my 
monster-mother drew near me, I got up and attacked her; 
she fought back, but I persisted, and she faded into the 
background. It was the last time I had the dream.  
 

Arthur: Has the nature of your dreams changed over 
time?  
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Robert: My dreams have changed as I have changed, and I 
have changed as my dreams have changed. My dreaming 
self and my waking state self have been, and are, 
inseparable. Looking at, into, and through what's arising 
with undreaming eyes, whether waking or asleep, continues 

to be both grace and a discipline; the actual process of 
selfing (that is, of animating, occupying, and reconstituting 
"me") has been and is an object of awareness, however 
infrequently, both in dreaming and waking states.  
 

During times of intense dream exploration, I have had an 
abundance of deep and amazing dreams. When I became 
interested in lucid dreaming as a young adult (23 or so), 
such dreams arrived quite often; for a while, I'd exploit their 
possibilities, but eventually I tired of such adventuring, and 
more often than not simply let them go their own course. 
Sometimes dreams have arrived that have dramatically 
altered my life course. For example, when I was 22, 
unhappily immersed in a doctoral program that didn't really 
interest me, I had a dream of drowning -- a deeply 
surrendered, blissful drowning -- that led me to, in a matter 
of just a few hours, to leave my doctoral studies for good.  
 

Mirror dreams come to mind... As a child, I had a recurring 
dream of looking into a mirror and seeing my reflection 
slide and eddy into freakish contortions. The face I'd see 
looked terrified, its horror eloquently expressed with bizarre 
flourishes borrowed from whatever had most recently 
frightened me, be it an ad for a Frankenstein movie or the 
witch scene from “Snow White and the Seven Dwarves”. I 
knew what was going to happen before I stared into the 
mirror, and yet I always looked. The mirror, usually 
outlined with a compelling brilliance, dominated whatever 
room in which I found it. Only in these dreams did I truly 
face my fear; in the daytime I did whatever I could to avoid 
it.  
 

I had no such dreams (as far as I can recall) as an 
adolescent, but had further variations of them arise once I 
got a bit older. When I was 22, I had the following dream: 
I'm at a party, moving from room to room, socializing. 
Someone offers me some LSD; without any hesitation, I 

 
 

http://in.integralinstitute.org/contributor.aspx?id=120
http://multiplex.integralinstitute.org/Public/cs/forums/thread/1910.aspx
http://www.robertmasters.com/
http://www.robertmasters.com/Work_Section/integral_part.htm
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take it. Soon the party is blazing with hypervivid colour, 
crawling with archetypes, seemingly bursting with 
untranslatable significance. The walls melt and writhe. An 
acid trip. Finally, I move or am moved toward the 
bathroom. The ten-foot journey is as hilarious as it's weird; 
before I complete it, I realize that I am dreaming. My 
experiencing seems to be concentric rather than sequential. 
The bathroom. As I close the door, I feel very excited and 
almost painfully alert. There's a mirror on the wall. I 
immediately recall my childhood dreams of looking into a 
mirror. The mirror beckons, widening. Looking into it, I see 
my wide-eyed reflection. Its features wriggle and shift into a 
series of faces, some of them incredibly hideous and far 
from human. But I'm not afraid, for I know that these 
visions are LSD-induced. I continue looking, as my ancient 
fears parade by, showing their faces. I relax, settling more 
and more deeply into my seeing.  
 

Three years later, I had another mirror dream: I'm in a dimly 
lit house, feeling very uncomfortable. The mood is both 
sluggish and sinister. I go into my room, and lock the door, 
then enter its bathroom, and look into the mirror over the 
sink. My eyes seem to be extraordinarily close together; in 
fact, there's no gap between them. I realize that I am 
dreaming. In the mirror there is one large eye, between and 
slightly above the place where my eyes ordinarily are. 
Dread and fascination fill me. The eye is a glowing blue, 
unblinking, unwavering, and of immense though 
unexplainable significance to me. I feel as though I'm 
drowning in its gaze, which I very dimly intuit is my gaze. I 
force myself to look below the eye, at the smooth pink flesh 
where my everyday eyes ought to be. For a while I see only 
skin. Then, as if through a poorly focused lens, I see my two 
eyes. They are firmly and tightly closed. I leave the 
bathroom. My room is too small. I decide to leave the 
dream, and it immediately shatters.  
 

It took me a while to understand why my lucidity in the 
dream had not lightened or freed me. Though I'd become 
aware of the overall dream, I had been utterly unaware that 
the self ("me") of the dream was also part of the dream. My 
identification with that fearful, isolated "I" kept me feeling 
afraid and isolated. My lucidity in the dream had been like a 
vast moat, surrounding but not touching the role I had 
assumed in the dream. The mirror gave me an opportunity 
to see what I was doing; the eye in the mirror was an "I" 
that saw through me. When I finally noticed my two 
"regular" eyes in the mirror, I saw only skin-deep, not 
seeing that I was asleep to my situation.  
 

Here's another mirror dream, from when I was 48: 
Becoming aware that I'm dreaming, I leap up to fly, but fall 
back, twice. Then I surrender, inwardly asking to be taken 
where I most need to go. I'm in the air, a few feet above 
some pavement. Suddenly I'm pulled backward and 
downward at a tremendous speed, my body almost totally 

vanishing during my "flight." I land in an underground, 
poorly lit room. Its walls are all floor-to-ceiling mirrors, all 
equally sized and all bizarrely distorting my reflection. 
Though fairly large, the room feels quite compressed. I'm in 
the middle, afraid but not panicked.  
 

Slowly, I walk toward one wall, seeing all sorts of mirrored 
"fragments" of myself. A dark, eerie, heavy feeling 
saturates the room. Everything is sickeningly greyish. I gaze 
into my reflection's eyes, seeing less of the hallucinatory 
than I expected. Then I walk into and through the mirror, 
finding myself in an even more compressive space. It's 
extremely uncomfortable; if I wasn't still aware that it was a 
dream, I would surely escape as quickly as possible.  
 

No exit in sight, though - just claustrophobic greys, 
amorphous and hideously alive. I keep moving, as if 
through jelly - fatly quivering, ever denser protoplasm - 
existing both as a dreambody and a disembodied observer. 
Finally, I can barely move.  
 

In despair and helplessness, I drop down on my knees, 
crying and wordlessly praying, aching for release. As the 
observer, I see my eyes turned up, my hands in prayer 
position in front of my chest, my face deathly pale. 
Surrender. Suddenly, I am vaulted into another world, 
vaguely sensing that I am in a hospital, watching a group of 
doctors tending a covered-up patient. A series of events 
transpire [which I cannot recall], ending in joy.  
 

In many lucid dreams, I have moved or have been pulled 
toward places of luminosity, often dissolving in their 
radiance. Sometimes, though, I have gone in the "opposite" 
direction, going deep into the Earth, into mineral and dense 
dark. In the preceding dream, I'm being pulled below the 
surface. Let's permit the image of being in the grey, 
underground room to unfold itself, to "speak":  
 

When underground, I don't appear to myself as I usually 
am. When I see myself reflected all around, I don't appear to 
be myself.  
 

Wherever I look, I see my reflection, so long as I remain in 
the centre of the room. Though there is a lack of 
illumination when I am underground looking at myself, 
there is enough light to see. The ceiling and floor are the 
same; above and below are the same underground. I am 
mirrored from all around when I am below the surface.  
 

My surface appearance is broken into many components 
when I am below the surface. When I remain in the middle, 
I can see, but am distant from what I see. Wherever I turn, 
there I am.  
 

When I leave the middle, thereby decentralizing the space, I 
can more clearly see particular reflections. When I no 
longer occupy the centre, I can pass through what I am 
looking at. Stepping through one self-image puts me behind 
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them all, and this happens when I am below the surface, and 
am willing to "face" myself, however unpleasant that might 
be. When I remain in the centre, when I am the centre, I am 
encircled by what I fear.  

 

[Note: I have no explanatory summary for all of the above - 
its insights are intrinsic to its totality as an image. It speaks 
not of one meaning for me, but of many, from prenatal to 
transpersonal, each of which could be mined for more 
significance.]  
 

Once "I" am through the mirror, things get worse - but did I 
not ask to be taken where I most needed to go? Only when I 
am "decentralized," down on my knees, no longer fighting 
my helplessness, does "release" occur. I haven't so much 
given up - submission being but a kind of collapse - as 
surrendered (surrender being more expansion than 
collapse), opening to a sacrifice of self that's anathema to 
the usual me.  
 

Arthur: What do you see as the nature of dreams - are 
they models of reality constructed by a brain 
unconstrained by sensory input and interaction with the 
environment? Are they visits to a subtle energy realm or 
astral plane? What do you think of the view, held by 
some spiritual traditions, that the dreaming process is 
similar to what we experience when we die?  
 

Robert: What a question! To me, dreams are the mind's 
contents made visible through three-dimensional story-like 
formats while the body sleeps. Psychoemotional theater 
fleshed out and broadcast by the mind, constellated around 
and expressive of certain feelings, urges, intentions, pulls. 
Self-made, self-starring, self-revealing private motion 
pictures. The original home movies, usually forgotten 
before they're really seen.  
 

Like movies, dreams range from the banal to the sublime. 
Some films can open us to unsuspected or dormant 
dimensions of ourselves; so too with some dreams. There 
are movies that can make us look deeply at ourselves while 
we watch (and also indirectly participate in) them, just as 
there are dreams that serve the same awakening function. 
Dreams may just be internal noise (like most of the thoughts 
we have, or that have us, while "awake"), and they may also 
be profoundly relevant harbingers of needed changes. 
Dreams can simply be hangovers from the previous day's 

activities (both outer and inner), no more meaningful than 
the random thoughts creating mini-logjams behind your 
forehead on a busy day, and they can also be doorways into 
unimaginable vistas of being, portals to and from What-

Really-Matters.  
 

Dreams don't so 
much tell us 
about ourselves, 
as they are our 
selves (our 
multi-selved 
selfhood), all 
dressed-up for 
the part; various 

aspects, dimensions, qualities, elements, and action 
tendencies that constitute us intersect and interact with each 
other, as if they are in fact discrete entities/things 
independent of each other. We ordinarily identify with one 
of these, dreaming that we are indeed that. This is true not 
only of everyday dreams, but also of most lucid dreams.  
 

Prior to truly awakening, we are simply dreaming 
(including dreaming that we are not dreaming), whether 
physically awake or not. This, however, does not mean that 
dreams are not real; they are just as real as the self-sense 
about which they are arranged. A dream is a real mirage, 
just like us. The more real things get, the more dreamlike 
they seem.  
 

A dream is a story (ranging from simple cartoon to complex 
myth) that we are telling ourselves, a story through which 
we are constructed and reconstituted. Becoming aware of 
the actual story doesn't necessarily end it, but rather simply 
allows us to participate in it in the best possible way.  
 

Let's now go into more detail regarding body, self-sense, 
and dreaming. The sense of literally being inside our 
physicality can be extremely convincing. Not surprisingly, 
our dreams generally display much of the same sense of 
"within-ness." In dreams, our waking-state body is perhaps 
most commonly represented - besides as itself - through the 
metaphors of dwelling-places and vehicles, with the dream's 
"I" (or what we might call the dream-ego) usually appearing 
more or less as a replica of our waking-state "I," ordinarily 
located inside somewhere, whether in a long-ago living 
room or behind the wheel of a suddenly brakeless car.  
 

In our dreams, our body is a perceptual convention, a bit of 
theater, as much a prop as anything else in the dreamscape. 
We could, while dreaming, view our dream-body as a 
metaphor, a choice, a creation, but instead we usually just 
identify with it in the very same way that we identify with 
our physical body in the so-called waking state.  
 

"I," now taking stage as the dream-ego, is still preoccupied 
with being at the helm of the body, while at the same time 
being lost in the dramatics of the dream, taking everything 

 

“Lucid dreams have played a big role in my life. Being in them and 
experimenting in them taught me firsthand that I am more than my body, 
more than my mind, and more than my sense of self. Facing difficulties and 
challenges while lucid dreaming has deepened and stabilized my ability to 
face difficulties and challenges while in the waking state.” 
 

Robert Augustus Masters 
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therein as real. While dreaming, we may engage in activities 
that would be impossible or extremely unlikely in the 
waking state, yet we - while dreaming - rarely see anything 
unusual in this. We look, but usually don't look inside our 
looking.  
 

As in the waking state, all that will usually alert us - or snap 
us out of our trance - is some sort of crisis, a not-to-be-
denied intensity of perceived danger, as perhaps best 
demonstrated by full-blown nightmares. We may awaken 
for a few moments within a nightmare, but ordinarily not so 
as to explore and make good use of it - rather, our common 
intention then is still to flee, to escape, to get back to sleep 
or at least into a more comfortable or secure circumstance.  
 

Even in lucid dreaming we still generally take ourselves to 
be the "I" of the dream, regardless of "our" apparent 
freedom of choice. Much of the appeal of dream lucidity 
lies in the possibility of having more power and control in 
our dreams. Such power or control can be very useful when 
"fleshing out" the intention to turn around to face a dream 
adversary or difficult situation we have been fleeing, but not 
so useful when it merely reinforces the dream-ego.  
 

In fact, the very desire to be lucid during a dream, to be a 
somebody who can lucid-dream, creates the same 
difficulties as the desire to be awake during the so-called 
waking state, to be a somebody who can meditate or be 
aware.  
 

The "I" who stars in or centres a lucid dream is actually just 
part of the dream, no more than a convincing 
personification (and embodiment) of the witnessing or self-
reflective dimension of the dream. However, when the 
dreamer becomes the object of awareness in the midst of his 
or her dream, then the dream itself, at least in my 
experience, usually can no longer hold its form, and all its 
contents dissolve into unmappable, space-transcending 
Luminosity.  
 

Short of such dissolution, there is usually some sense of 
embodiment in lucid dreaming (although there sometimes 
may be a sense of being a self without any body, existing as 
a point of attention in the dreamscape, a point that may or 
may not be personified).  
 

For many years, I experimented with intentionality in lucid 
dreaming: jumping from great heights; flying far and wide; 
dissolving my body; suffering lethal injuries; traversing 
space instantaneously; diving deep into solid earth; passing 
through walls; letting my body be as malleable as plastic; 
meeting various spiritual teachers; having archetypal 
encounters; facing adversaries with violence, love, 
shapeshifting suddenness. Nevertheless, however unusual or 
thrilling my lucid dream-doings were, they were still mostly 
centreed by the very same sense of self around which my 
daily activities were generally organized.  
 

After a while, it became more interesting to leave the dream 
alone, to simply abide in the midst of it, and see where it 
took me. Dreaming or waking, lucid or not, ecstatic or 
depressed, the work was basically the same, to simply be as 
present as possible, uncommitted to - and unidentified with 
- the intentions of any particular "I." And what did this do to 
my dreambody? Freed it, at least to some extent, from what 
I "normally" took it to be, thereby permitting it to more 
fully be a medium for simply maintaining relationship with 
my environment.  
 

Arthur: Do you see consciousness as continuing in some 
form in deep, dreamless sleep? Have you ever 
experienced lucidity in that state, and if so, what was it 
like?  
 

Robert: Consciousness continues in deep, dreamless sleep, 
but without any form. No objects, no appearances, no self. 
In this state, we are almost always unconscious of being 
conscious. Nevertheless, we can be awake during deep, 
dreamless sleep, as various sages have taught. I've had 
direct experience of this, though it was not the "I" of 
everyday discourse. The phenomenology of this is without 
sensation, feeling, cognition, or any temporal or spatial 
sense, bearing no discernible characteristic other than that 
of unbound, featureless, effortlessly sentient presence. No-
thing-ness.  
 

Here is what I have experienced as the state of deep, 
dreamless sleep spontaneously metamorphosed into the 
state of dreaming sleep: First, out of nowhere and nothing, 
there arose colour and movement, without any discernible 
shape. Then vague forms began appearing, diaphanous and 
softly swirling, taking on a bit more solidity. When I - in the 
form of alert, undivided attention - "entered" this nebular 
fluxing of colour and shape-making, it almost immediately 
became more densely three-dimensional and vividly real in 
a conventionally sensory manner, literally taking on 
substance all around me, including as a dream-body closely 
resembling my physical body.  
 

Arthur: What role have lucid dreams played in your 
spiritual life, or your life in general? Have you, for 
example, had insights or spiritual breakthroughs in 
dreams? Has a lucid dream ever anticipated 
developments in your consciousness or understanding 
which occurred later in your waking life? Have you had 
shifts in perspective or values as a result of lucid 
dreaming?  
 

Robert: Lucid dreams have played a big role in my life. 
Being in them and experimenting in them taught me 
firsthand that I am more than my body, more than my mind, 
and more than my sense of self. Facing difficulties and 
challenges while lucid dreaming has deepened and 
stabilized my ability to face difficulties and challenges 
while in the waking state. Deep insights and realizations 
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have often arisen during lucid dreaming. I remember a 
dream I had when I was 34: I'm lucid and flying to meet a 
spiritual teacher I love. I am being knowingly propelled by 
my desire to see him, my movement being so fast that I 
cannot see any scenery. A few seconds later I find myself 
sitting in a room in the upper floor of an unknown stone 
building. I am waiting, but without any tension. There's a 
window in the room, and the air is very fresh, and the 
colours remarkably bright. I feel something touching my 
lower torso, and look down. To my surprise, I see a baby 
body, no more than a month or two old. I am holding him, 
cradling him, already in love with him. He meets my eyes, 
and I leave the dreaming state in ecstasy.  
 

The next morning, I told my partner at that time that I'd met 
our son; prior to this, we'd had no desire whatsoever to have 
children, but within days had mutually and easily arrived at 
the decision to conceive him. A few months later, she was 
pregnant. Six months into her pregnancy, I had the 
following lucid dream: I'm in a unknown yet very familiar 
room. A boy, perhaps six month old, is sitting on the floor 
gazing at me. As I look into his eyes, I say, "Hi, Dama." 
Before this we had not considered any name for our baby-
to-be, and nor did we know that that little one would be a 
boy. Three months later Dama arrived. He did not cry once 
during his delivery and arrival; a short time later, he was in 
my arms, gazing at me as he had in my dreams.  
 

Arthur: Could you tell us how you incorporate 
dreamwork into your therapy sessions or workshops? 
How does your approach relate to the various schools of 
therapy (gestalt, Jungian, etc.?) Are there any examples 
you'd like to share?  
 

Robert: I frequently incorporate dreamwork into my 
session and groupwork, using a number of approaches. I 
may use Gestalt, having you act out the relationship 
between various parts of your dream; I may use 
psychodrama, having you act out a part of your dream; I 
may use bodywork, having you deeply experience and 
openly express different emotions and states that arose in 
your dream; and I may use all of these, and more, in 
working with one dream at one time, making room for you 
to really "get" your dream, and not necessarily in just one 
way.  
 

An example: A woman in a group for women with cancer 
describes a dream in which she is being pursued by a very 
large bear. She is clearly frightened by it, and awakens 
before it reaches her. I talk with her a bit about her dream -- 
she is nice to the extreme, meek-voiced and energetically 
small -- then ask her to get on all fours and act like she's the 
bear. She is embarrassed, but goes ahead. Move around, I 
say, and let some sounds emerge. Again, more discomfort, 
but she does as I ask. She continues this for a bit, then I ask 
her, as the bear, to immediately speak to the frightened 

woman (her) in the dream. Without hesitation, she says, 

"Don't run away from me, " and says it with considerable 
emotion. I ask her to say it again, and she starts to cry. Now, 
I say, imagine you are that frightened woman, and respond 
to the bear. She does, and goes back and forth for a while 
between the two positions. Finally, she doesn't need to 
move anymore, for both positions are now coexisting easily 
within her, and she, on her own, is starting to realize what 
the bear actually is -- an expression of her own disowned 
power, enlarged by her fear of embodying such power. Her 
voice is fuller now, her presence much stronger. As she 
reclaims her "bear" energy, she fills out more, laughingly 
saying that she wants to give all the women in the room big 
bear hugs.  
 

Another example: A young man (in a group session) is 
describing a dream in which he is prone, seemingly 
limbless, struggling to move forward. Limbs do eventually 
materialize, but only as flimsy, stick-like things viewed as 
from a distance. His voice is low and monotonous, tinged 
with a remote sadness. He sits as though defeated. I listen 
closely, noticing no intention in myself to speak. We gaze at 
each other in a not-uncomfortable silence. Breathing in, 
breathing out. There's a subtly increasing warmth in my 
belly and chest, then a sudden image of a terrified baby.  
 

His eyes are a bit more open now, still distant but seeming 
to call from somewhere behind the distance. There's 
increasing movement in me now, amorphous but gathering 
momentum. I don't feel any desire to talk about the dream 
nor to "interview" him - something far more compelling is 
inviting me to act. My breath is a little fuller now, my belly 
looser; the feeling of presence in the room is getting 
stronger.  
 

Now the waiting-time is over.  
 

I ask him to lie face-down on the carpet, and to attempt to 
move forward without using his limbs. He struggles in 
silence, and cannot move forward. Breathe more deeply, I 
whisper in his ear, and let your struggling have a sound, a 
sound that expresses the actual feeling of it. He groans and 
writhes with great intensity, looking as though he's pinned 
to the spot. Or stuck. His back appears rigid yet oddly soft, 
his spine like a suffocating serpent. My own back is subtly 
writhing, my hands tingling. My intuition to touch him 
suddenly intensifies, and I begin to massage his back, 
loosening the muscles on either side of his spine.  
 

Soon he is crying very hard, his sounds both adult and 
baby-like. I have him reach out in front of himself, but he 
still cannot move forward. Then I ask the group, all of 
whom are very moved, to make a kind of tunnel over him, 
everyone on hands and knees, alternatingly positioned 
(shoulders next to neighbor's hips), pressing down on him, 
but not so heavily that movement is impossible. Everyone 
knows what to do; there's an unspoken link between all of 
us, centreed by an obvious caring for him.  
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He starts to panic. I have him exaggerate his sounds for ten 
or fifteen seconds, then tell him to move forward, using his 
legs, his arms, everything he's got. For a minute or so, he 
struggles, moving ahead very slightly, wailing like a 
newborn, and then suddenly he explodes with strength, 
lifting up the bodies curled over him, screaming very 
loudly. Adrenaline races through me, not in fear, but in 
readiness.  
 

I make a triangle-shaped opening with my hands and press 
it against the top of his head, encouraging him to keep 
coming. He pushes mightily, still screaming, moving 
forward, pushing and surging, his movements serpentine, 
his body feeling to me more like cascading rapids than solid 
flesh. Another minute or so, and through he bursts, spilling 
into my arms. I hold him close, while he cries 
uncontrollably. At this moment, I am both mother and 
father. And the newborn I am holding is not only him, but 
all of us, including me. My interpretations of what has 
happened pale beside the raw presence of his pain, his need, 
his sheer bareness of feeling, and - when he at last opens his 
eyes - his love.  
 

He didn't move; he was movement. Birthing-movement, 
ancient and yet so nakedly now, messily precise, eventually 
unclouded by amniotic or psychosocial shrouding, 
eloquently transparent to Being. Nothing special in all this - 
just a few trembling petals of the everfresh, hyperbole-
demolishing Wonder of being here.  
 

Arthur: In many of your books you mention dreams in 
the context of the spiritual path of awakening. What do 
you see as the connection between our experience of 
dreaming and lucid dreaming, and our experience of life 
while physically awake? Or our experience of death, for 
that matter?  
 

Robert: Our dream-life reflects our physical waking life, 
and our physical waking life reflects our dream-life; the two 
realities may seem very different, but in fact they are 
remarkably similar, and share considerable overlap. The 
mind I have while dreaming is basically the same mind I 
have while physically awake. The bodies in the two states 
may seem to be very different, but at the level of body-
image -- where 
we spend a lot 
of our mental 
time -- they are 
very similar. 
The "I" at the 
centre of our 
dreams is pretty 
much the same 
"I" that's at the 
centre of our 
physical 
waking 

experience. Dreaming is what the mind tends to do when it's 
disembodied -- daydreams while "awake" and sleep-dreams 
while, well, asleep.  
 

At death and after death, no longer anchored to the body at 
all, the mind -- and this is just my intuition -- doesn't do 
much else other than dream, and it's not the kind of 
dreaming we can pinch ourselves out of, for there's no body 
to which to return; what's called for is real lucidity, the 
capacity to recognize that what's happening is dreaming, on 
whatever scale. The content doesn't really matter; a dream is 
a dream. Given that what happens after death is what is 
happening right now, we might as well stop flirting with 
awakening practices, and really get into them, regardless of 
the state we're in, doing whatever work is necessary so that 
such practices can take deep root in us. Lucid dreaming, 
lucid waking, lucid living, lucid being...  
 

Arthur: In Darkness Shining Wild you describe the 
following dream as taking place shortly after the 5-Meo-
DMT experience in which you almost died:  
 

“I spent most of that first post-5-Meo night sitting up in bed 
(Nancy slept on and off beside me), helplessly absorbed in 
extremely gripping, three-dimensional replays of the horror I had 
experienced, now and then trying to comfort myself with the 
thought that this wouldn't, couldn't, last for more than a few 
nights. The waves of remembrance did not come gently. I was 
throbbing, shaking, struggling to find some semblance of calm in 
the psychospiritual riptides that were tossing me about like a piece 
of shore-bereft driftwood. A hellride minus an offramp.  
 

Hour after hour I endured, feeling as though I would never return 
from the madness that was infiltrating me. Finally, just before 
dawn, I fell asleep and very soon found myself in a lucid dream.  
 

I had often had such dreams, frequently using them as portals for 
all kinds of adventure and experimentation. As such, they were 
normally quite pleasing to be in; I would know that the body I 
"had" in the dream was not my actual physical body, and so could 
then freely engage in activities that would mean disaster or even 
Death in the "waking" state. If I was afraid in a regular dream and 
then became lucid during it, I could usually face the fear, 
interacting with it's dream-form until some kind of resolution or 
integration occurred.  
 

But not now. Yes, I knew I was dreaming, but I could not work 

 

“Experiment. Take risks while you are lucid. Pay attention to the role or roles 
you are playing in the dream; notice what hooks or attracts you, but don't 
forget to examine the you who is feeling hooked or attracted. Remain aware 
of the dreamer as much as you can, whatever state you are in. Experiment 
some more. Move from lucid dreaming to lucid being, letting awakening's 
alchemy get so far under your skin that you have no choice but to fully 
participate in it.” 
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with the fear therein. The dream was saturated with an enormous, 
otherworldly terror which was coupled with savagely 
hallucinatory disorientation. In the midst of this I stood, my 
dreambody but a ghostly sieve for its surroundings. I knew that if 
I left the dream, I would still be in the very same state.  
 

At last, I let myself go fully into the dream, despite my conviction 
that I very likely would not return. Now I was completely inside 
it, utterly lost, immersed in an edgeless domain of look-alike, 
spike-headed waveforms, each one sentient and subtly scaly, 
moving protoplasmically in endless procession in all directions. 
Just like my 5-Meo setting, but without the speed.  
 

Suddenly, I was overcome by a completely unexpected, rapidly 
expanding compassion. All fear vanished. A few moments later, I 
somehow cut - or intended - a kind of porthole in the bizarre 
universe that enclosed me, as cleanly round as the shrinking 
aperture of my consciousness at the onset of my 5-Meo journey.  
 

Through this opening the countless alien forms spontaneously 
came streaming, immediately metamorphosing into flowers, birds, 
trees, humans: Earthly life in all its wonder and heartbreaking 
fecundity. Then the dream faded, and I lay radiantly awake, 
deeply moved, feeling as though the hardest part was now over.  
 

It had, however, just begun.”  
 

- Robert Augustus Masters, Darkness Shining Wild, pp.22-24  
 

When I first read this dream, I felt puzzled as to why 
this didn't resolve the crisis for you. Upon further 
consideration, it seemed that in a way it reflected in 
miniature form your course through the dark night 
described in that book. Would you agree with that? How 
do you see this dream as fitting into your Darkness 
Shining Wild experience, and did dreams play any role 
in your healing process?  
 

Robert: I would agree. This dream also foreshadowed my 
eventual emergence from my crisis roughly nine months 
later (on my birthday). I had many lucid dreams during 
those nine months, and none of them liberated me from my 
crisis. Did this mean that they were not helpful? No. They 
helped me to stay wakeful during that hellish time. In one, 
for example, my compassion for my agony (in the form of a 
man going insane) arose, supporting and paralleling my 
fledgling compassion for my agony during waking times. In 
hindsight, I recognize that it would not have served me to 
have had an exit from my suffering before my nine months 
were up; I needed to stay with it until I was no longer 
capable of resurrecting who I'd been before my 5-MeO-
DMT hellride.  
 

Arthur: You have some familiarity with 
entheogens/psychedelics and much experience with the 
naturally occurring "altered" states of dreaming and 
lucid dreaming, as well as vast experience with states of 
consciousness reached through meditative and other 
spiritual practice. How would you compare lucid 

dreaming with entheogens and meditative experiences as 
tools for exploring consciousness or to promote growth 
or awakening?  

 

 

Robert: Where entheogens tend to dynamite the gates, 
lucid dreaming and meditative practice help open them, the 
key being in our hands. Once we're through the gates, we're 
usually presented with an abundance of experiential 
possibilities, ranging from the merely sensory to the 
ineffably revelatory. With entheogens, we're mostly just 
awe-filled spectators, however intimately connected we are 
to what's going on, at an impossibly rich banquet of sights, 
sounds, feelings, and perspectives; with lucid dreaming, 
we're much more likely to be participants in what is 
unfolding, seeing it alter in accord with what we are doing; 
with meditative practice, especially deep, stable meditative 
practice, we are neither spectators of nor participants in 
what is happening, but rather clearings of consciousness at 
once apart from and profoundly intimate with what is 
occurring. Such meditative practice may also occur, albeit 
rarely, during lucid dreaming (you might, for example, try 
closing your dream eyes during a lucid dream and letting 
yourself rest in Being) and entheogenic intoxication. There's 
no substitute for meditative practice and meditativeness, 
which can be accessed during any state or experiential 
possibility, even if we dream otherwise. Entheogens may 
catalyze some degree of awakening, and lucid dreaming 
may give it a stage, but meditativeness gives it the ground it 
needs to truly take root.  
 

Arthur: In a Q&A thread on the Integral Naked forum, 
you mention an upcoming book on "dreams, dreaming 
and the dreamer." Could you elaborate a bit on what 
subject areas you'll cover? Are you planning to include 
exercises for the reader?  
 

Robert: That book is some years away, and so I haven't 
made any plans regarding its subjects areas, other than the 
very general topics of dreams, dreaming, and the dreamer.  
 

Arthur: Thank you for a fascinating interview, Robert. 
Do you have any parting words of advice for those 
pursuing lucid dreaming in the context of personal or 
spiritual growth?  
 

Robert: Experiment. Take risks while you are lucid. Pay 
attention to the role or roles you are playing in the dream; 
notice what hooks or attracts you, but don't forget to 
examine the you who is feeling hooked or attracted. Remain 
aware of the dreamer as much as you can, whatever state 
you are in. Experiment some more. Move from lucid 
dreaming to lucid being, letting awakening's alchemy get so 
far under your skin that you have no choice but to fully 
participate in it.  
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In the book Memoirs of Sir Isaac 
Newton's Life, the author, William 
Stukeley, recounts a conversation with 
Newton about gravity. Newton 
recalled "the notion of gravitation 
came into his mind. It was occasioned 
by the fall of an apple, as he sat in 
contemplative mood. Why should that 
apple always descend perpendicularly 
to the ground, thought he to himself. 
Why should it not go sideways or 
upwards, but constantly to the earth's 
centre." Newton wondered how far 
gravity extended. As far as the moon 
and the planets? From these 
wonderings, he began to explore ideas 
about the physics of the universal 
nature of gravitation. 
 

So then, why does an apple fall in a 
lucid dream? 
 

When lucid dreaming, we know we do 
not exist in a physical space. We 
perceive the space to be a dream, a 
product of one’s mind, a 
psychological creation. Put more 
accurately, when lucid, we seem to 
exist in a "psychological space." We 
lucidly move through, cogitate, feel 
and act in that "space." 
 

By thinking of dreaming as a 
"psychological space", it encourages 
us to consider, as the natural scientists 
before us, the exact nature, principles 
and attributes of that space -- that 
seem inherent to the space. Then, we 
can begin to explore, test and 
discover, using enlightened rational 
means, the truer nature of this 
"psychological space" -- which others 
have termed the Subconscious, the 
Unconscious, the sleeping brain, the 
imaginary realm, etc. 
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In many respects, lucid dreaming 
seems to exist as one of the finest 
laboratories for exploring 
psychological experience. The 
dreamer, surrounded by the dreaming, 
immersed in that psychological space, 

can consciously explore and 
experiment within it, and have one’s 
pre-arranged experiments replicated 
(or not) by other lucid dreamers. 
Theoretical aspects of the 
subconscious, the unconscious, etc., 
have a possible new means for 
examination and scientific verification 
through "conscious" or lucid 
dreaming. 
 

The other value of supplanting the 
term "dreaming" with an experiencing 
of psychological space involves 
seeing that "space" as a psychological 
platform or construct. Lucid dreamers 
independently discover the value of 
certain functional aspects of 
maintaining conscious awareness in 
the psychological space. This platform 
of consciousness and one’s relation to 
it has characteristics that seem trans-
personal and trans-cultural, or as 
Newton might suggest, "universal." 
Thus, lucid dream experiences may 
illuminate the natural principles of the 
dream experience, as well as 
connections with other psychological 
platforms or constructs, such as our 
experience of waking life, normal 
cognitions and feelings, daydreams, 
hypnosis, altered states, etc. 
 

Which leads us back to the question: 
Why Does an Apple Fall in a Lucid 
Dream? 
 

In that psychological space of 
dreaming, which many assume to be a 
construct of one’s mind, gravity does 
not exist. Or does it? In that 
psychological space of lucid 
dreaming, what then leads the apple to 
fall? If not gravity, then what? The 
idea of gravity? 
 

Some might say, "Well, as lucid 
dreamers, we could make the apple 
float, or fly upwards, or disappear, or 
most anything that we wanted it to do. 
The apple does not need to fall. It 
depends on the desire of the lucid 

dreamer." Some others might respond 
that we have never seen an apple fall 
in a lucid dream; yet, if an apple did 
detach itself from an apple tree in a 
lucid dream and subsequently fall, 
then we lucid dreamers would not be 
surprised, because it would be 
expected - we expect it to fall and 
therefore it falls. 
 

In essence, we have two responses to 
the question: Why Does an Apple Fall 
in a Lucid Dream? One response, the 
apple moves according to the desire of 
the lucid dreamer, and the other, the 
apple moves according to the existing 
belief and/or expectation of the lucid 
dreamer. In the first case, the lucid 
dreamer’s application of something 
like desire constitutes a mental force 
which in turn "moves" the apple. And 
in the second case, the lucid dreamer’s 
assumption or belief of gravity 
(apparently existing from experience 
in the physical space) transfers to the 
psychological space of dreaming and 
the apple falls "naturally," as the 
dreamer expects. 
 

In the first case, the lucid dreamer 
knowingly and consciously influences 
the movement. In the second case, the 
apple’s movement, though in a sense 
more native to physical reality, seems 
more convoluted; the lucid dreamer 
knowing/believing-via-expectation 
and in that sense unconsciously 
influences the movement of the apple 
to fall. The movement, without 
conscious mediation, still remains 
connected to the lucid dreamer 
through the expectations, examined or 
unexamined. Expecting an apple to 
fall, the lucid dreamer’s un-conscious 
experience complies; the apple falls. 
 

In both cases, the apple moves in 
relation to the lucid dreamer; one 
movement appears directed and 
conscious, while the other movement 
appears expected and subconscious. 
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Yet the movement relates back to the 
lucid dreamer. 
 

Obviously in the psychological space 
of dreaming, movement occurs. The 
lucid dreamer flies from Point A to 
Point B, and then from Point x to 
Point y. How does the lucid dreamer 
do it? How does one move in 
psychological space? How does 
movement in psychological space 

relate to movement in physical space? 
What principles underlie this 
movement?  
 

In lucid dream reports, one would 
likely see that once lucid, most lucid 
dreamers engage in flying behaviors. 
Some soar like Superman; some swim 
through the air in breast-strokes, while 
others stand and glide through the air, 
etc. Yet in some reports, these same 

talented lucid dreamers will 
experience trouble moving; they feel 
stuck, barely able to make progress, or 
lose altitude and begin to fall. One 
night they soar like Superman and a 
week later when lucid, they hardly can 
move. How can this be? The 
psychological space has not changed - 
it remains a dream, yes? What then 
has changed? 
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Karl Boyken  
The Golden Door 
 
I'm in a store in a mall. An automaton who looks like Jude 
Law is here. He wants to kill me, because he's been 
accidentally misprogrammed. There's nothing malicious 
about him; he's just doing what he's programmed to do. 
 
I run away, looking for a place to hide. I run into another 
store, but the storeowner, an old woman, looks scared. So I 
run back out into the mall. I see a big golden door in a wall. 
It doesn't belong here. For some reason, I think that because 
the door appears out of place, Jude Law won't find me if I 
go through it. So I push the door open and walk through. 
 
I'm in a big stairwell leading down. For some reason, I now 
realize I'm dreaming. I hurl myself down the stairs and will 
myself to fly. Just before I hit the bottom, I do fly. I float 
down a hall into a big room full of people, whom I realize 
somehow are all lucid dreamers. Down the middle of the 
room is a long, narrow table filled with sleeping people--
nonlucid dreamers. 
 
I decide to try pulling these nonlucid people into lucidity. 
The other lucid dreamers don't think it will work. I choose 
one of the nonlucid sleepers, a guy who reminds me of 
Bryce, a former co-worker. I decide to take him flying with 
me. I pull on him, but he's too heavy for me. This puzzles 
me--this is my dream, and if I decide I can take this guy 
flying with me, then why can't I get him into the air? I ask 
another lucid person to help me. As we tug on the sleeper, I 
look around and wonder whether anyone here has ever tried 
to pull me into lucidity. 
 

This dream happened after I'd wondered about trying to 
trigger lucidity in other dream characters. Thinking of 
dream characters as parts of me, would making them lucid 
somehow transform me, make the waking me more lucid? 
(I'm sure this idea isn't original to me; in fact, I think I 
remember reading it somewhere, maybe in The Lucid 
Dream Exchange.) 
 

Lucy Gillis June 19 2006 
“Get Out of Your Body!” 
 

Laying in bed in the morning, trying to go back to sleep, I 
look down to my right at the floor. I see pretty deep blue, 
flower-patterned tiles. I recognize that these are the tiles that 
used to be on the floor when I was a child. I look more 
closely, and see that they have now changed slightly. I think 
“Wait a second! That’s not right! I’m dreaming!” I look 
down again and now see a hardwood floor, with some of my 
luggage on it. 
 

Immediately, I jump out of bed and run into my sister’s 
bedroom. I skip up to her bed where she is in a deep sleep 
and shout “Get up! Get up! We’re dreaming! Get out of 
your body!” 
 

She rouses a bit, looks up at me and says “Wait a minute – 
I’ll get your picture.” She reaches beside her under the 
covers and pulls out a camera. She aims it at me and presses 
the button. I hear a click and see a flash. I laugh and say “It 
won’t work, that’s a dream camera, there will be no picture 
when we wake up.” I feel a shift in my body and I wake. 
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Note: Two days before, we had been out for a walk, my 
sister, while taking pictures, asked me if I could try to get 
her lucid when I was in my next dream. 
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Chiel Varkevisser January 24 2005 
 

I have just done some reading in a book of Stephen 
LaBerge’s about lucid dreaming and fall asleep around 
23:30. In my dream I am on the side of a lake but I am 
awakened by my own snoring (I was laying on my back). 
 

When I fall asleep again, I enter the same dream. I am with 
a girlfriend (who I do not know in daily reality) standing on 
the side of the lake and we are kissing while at the same 
time she is brushing her teeth. Because the location is the 
same as the previous short dream, I realize that I am 
dreaming and become conscious. I start shouting "MORE 
LUCIDITY". 
 

Next I see the appearance of my girlfriend change, just like 
the whole dreamscene. The only thing left now is a big void 
that I experience as if my eyes are closed. I consider the 
next action to take and think it might be a good idea to start 
opening my eyes. However I realize that I am running a risk 
here that I may awaken (I used to do this since I was 8 years 
old or so to wake myself up from a nightmare), but I decide 
to take the risk. I start to open my eyes from the dream, but 
find out that I have awakened from the dream. 
 

Robert Waggoner July 19-20 2006 

Yelling Affirmations 
 

I seem to be driving on a long, dark road late at night. I can 
see the darker outline of pine trees on both sides of the road. 
I keep driving - which seems odd, since I can’t see much. 
 

I realize that I dream, and begin flying out of the car (I 
might have yelled at my realization, and wonder if I did so 
physically). I fly up into the night sky, and can see one large 
spruce or pine about 50 feet below me, as I look down. 
 

Then I look up into the night sky and see one odd thing: the 
outline of a body-shape composed of stars. I wonder about 
that. I yell out some affirmations “to help others, to have 
energy for my activities”, etc. 
 

Then I remember calling out for my (deceased) father to 
help me fly up. I seem to wonder if he is the body shape of 
stars, but no one appears. 
 

As I hang there in space, I try to recall what tasks I want to 
perform. Amazingly, I cannot recall them clearly. I 
remember Ed had suggested some things and Suzanne had 
made me think of some to do, but I could not think of the 
tasks clearly enough to do them! I feel frustrated and yell 
out another affirmation or two. I wake. 
 

(My right nostril felt clogged. Next dream, my dad does 
appear. I think he tells me to watch out for B (bal-de-shar) 
which sounds like some angel spirit type name.)  
 
 
 

C.J. Villegas May 20 2006 
The Movie 
 

I had been dreaming for what seemed like hours, but later I 
realized that it had only been thirty minutes or so. I was 
walking through these oozing stairs that were sucking me 
in. Then I heard music. I looked around for the source, then 
my dream guide, a disembodied female voice, told me I 
wouldn’t find it here. So I stood up and for some reason 
instead of saying “I am dreaming” I said “Dream Now”. 
 

I got a weird feeling in my face, then I started seeing this 
black and white "Movie" which basically instructed me on 
dream control. This wasn’t my first lucid dream and this 
confused me and I lost lucidity and ended up in a new 
dream scene. I was playing baseball with 4 year-olds. I 
started screaming for my dream guide - for some reason I 
was scared. Then the kids went away and I was in a hotel 
room. I now felt better about what just happened, and I 
became lucid again. 
 

I decided I was gonna go fly. Then a DC (Dream Character) 
came in, my mom. I decided I would have some fun so I 
asked her what time it was. She said some inaudible number 
that ended in 40. Then I asked her what day it was and she 
said “Mensday”. 
 

Then I went outside to fly. I went through my normal 
routine. I squarely looked at the ground then said “bye, bye” 
then I jumped and went about 50 ft in the air then abruptly 
came right back down. Not wanting to keep trying and 
frustrate myself into a FA (False Awakening) so I started 
willing DC's through buildings and such, then I heard a 
bang in the waking world and I knew it was time for school 
so I closed my dream eyes. 
 

Craig Webb July 13 2006 
Lovely Lucid Pool Play-Competition with R. 
 

Watching this swim competition with a couple of swimmers 
per lane. It seems a bit like a lifeguard competition in a way, 
or like the regatta at our lake. The swimmer pair in the 
closest lane is a backstroker side by side with a breastroker. 
One is male and the other female (don't remember which), 
maybe in their late teens, twenties, or maybe thirties (hard 
to tell). 
 

For some reason which I forget, we cheer them on for being 
especially inspiring. I realize that we're in a familiar indoor 
pool, and my old friend R. is to my right. We watch the race 
a little more, and it seems mainly for fun and generally for 
kids. I begin to look around to try to recognize which pool 
we are in, then I ask R. saying that the place feels very 
familiar. It looks a little like the McGill University pool, 
where we coached and raced together. 
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Yet as I ask the question, I suddenly realize that both R. and 
I are floating in the air, and I'm spontaneously whisked 
gently out over/into (sort of both) the pool and I very 
quickly realize that I'm dreaming. 
 

The lucidity feeling is tremendously rich and luxurious 
throughout my whole body. I'm trying to decide if I'm in the 
water or not, and I realize it has sort of disappeared as I 
float in/over the pool. I let the rich feeling take me inward, 
but then I feel like one of my running shoes (the old grey 
New Balance style that I used to wear many years ago) is 
coming off, so I help it off and it floats free in the air too. I 
wonder if it will drop to the bottom, but it doesn't. We seem 
to be in weightlessness, so I want to grab my shoe and toss 
it across the pool to see if it will go in a straight line. 
 

The moment I move however, I feel my body in bed move 
too, so I stop, not wanting to wake up. I sit on the edge of 
the dream maybe another 15-30 seconds before awakening 
very charged up with rich energy in my whole body. 

submitted by Craig Webb, 
Director of The DREAMS Foundation (www.dreams.ca) 

 

Robert Waggoner July 5-6 2006 
 

(Note: Earlier that night, I dreamt about meeting friends on 
an airplane, etc.) Oddly, I become lucid while looking at the 
outline of an airplane fuselage in which people are seated. 
Consciously, I know I dream, but all I can seem to do 
revolves around observing and questioning my inability to 
influence the imagery. I move forward, but the image 
remains the same. I find it all very odd. 
 

Chiel Varkevisser October 31 2004 
 

I am walking at a location with many bars, restaurants and 
people. Suddenly I become conscious that I am dreaming. I 
decide to inspect the objects in my current environment. 
When I am standing in front of a restaurant I see many 
bicycles which are parked in front. Above is a roof which is 
made of straw. I start to feel what the straw feels like and if 
it differs from the 'real' version. As I feel it I come to the 
conclusion that it feels exactly the same as in daily life. I 
also feel the metal of the bikes and again I agree there is no 
difference with its daily counterpart: the material feels hard 
and cold, just like real metal. I saw a waiter standing just at 
the open entrance of the restaurant and asked him whether 
he knew we were both in a dream. He ignored my question, 
but told me that he was a student and was earning some 
extra money at night. 
 

I entered the restaurant and there were many people located 
at all the tables. One table was very large and oval with 
many people talking to each other. I decided to make some 
fun and I dropped my pants and asked a waitress to 
introduce me to the people at the large table. I find out that 
dream characters are not very active in doing what you ask 

them to do, you have to keep on asking but that did not 
work either. 
 

Some moments later I am standing in a toilet where several 
urinals are located. When I was finished I turned around and 
suddenly a women was standing in front of me and started 
to kiss me very passionately. Overwhelmed by her force I 
fall down with my bottom on the urinal. I could feel she was 
very focused on the kissing and approached me again for a 
very passionate kiss. I did not find the woman specificly 
attractive (she had very thin lips) but the experience felt 
very nice. 
 

A. Dreamer December 27-26 2005 
Man in the Mirror 
 

I am in the kitchen/hall area of my apartment where my cats 
hang out while inside.  My father is over by my cats, that is 
strange, plus I thought I'd gone to bed.  I wonder briefly if I 
could be dreaming but don't pursue the question.  My place 
is larger, somewhat different looking.  On the door to the 
furnace room I see a large mirror.  I look in expecting to see 
myself.  Instead I see a not very tall man of indeterminate 
age.  (I'm a woman.)  He has long, messy dark hair, 
somewhat raggedy clothes, and a beard.  He looks like a 
would-be poet or leftish politico.  This causes me to realize 
I am dreaming.  I begin to laugh at this strange 
manifestation, then the face changes, the hair becomes 
lighter, even reddish.  I think "beard" and the facial hair 
becomes more pronounced.  I am very amused.  Then I 
decide to experiment -- in a dream can I talk with a 
masculine voice?  I think man.  My voice becomes a little 
lower at first but then turns back into a woman's voice. 
 

John, Australia 
A Pleasant Reflection, 1985 
 

I have experienced Sleep Paralysis and Lucid Dreaming for 
over 30 years now and would like to share one of my more 
interesting experiences. 
 

On this night, I felt the all too familiar rush of electrical 
vibration and relaxed and kept my breathing nice and 
steady. I felt myself disconnect from my physical form and 
begin to rise above my bed and thought myself into an 
upright position; at this point it is my habit to repeat my 
name and address to myself just to know that I am wide 
awake. 
 

I turned to face my bedroom wall and thought myself 
forward and slowly passed through the wall and into the 
night air outside. 
 

There’s a main road about 100 meters from my place and 
that’s where I wanted to go so I thought forward and up at 
the same time and started moving and gaining altitude as I 
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moved. When I reached the road I was at a height of about 
50 meters and hovered there for a moment. 
 

I often like to test the speed at which I can move so I turned 
myself in the direction the road went and began to think 
forward and faster at the same time. I keep thinking, faster, 
faster. I wasn’t very experienced yet so I had only reached 
about 50 km/h over a distance of about 1 km. I had just 
come to the local river which is a bit murky and dirty. I 
thought that I had never been under water and this might be 
a good time to try it. I slowed and changed direction, 
moving down and into the river. I stopped at a depth of 
about 7 meters and got a very pleasant surprise, all around 
me there were these beautiful shafts of golden reflected 
moonlight, they were each about 18 inches long and slightly 
curved, and seemed to be evenly spaced throughout the 
water. They looked really outstanding against the dark 
backdrop of the murky river. 
 

I moved a bit deeper and lost my sense of which way was 
up and which way was down and that caused me to feel a 
sense of panic which in turn sent me straight back into my 
body where I instantly woke up, all safe and sound, as 
always. 
 

Lucy Gillis August 6 2006 
Flying Circuits 
 

(Before sleeping I requested a specific type of dream.) . . . 
Not sure what triggered lucidity, but I know that I am 
dreaming. I am walking through a dark, wide tunnel. A 
small dark-skinned man carrying shopping bags in both 
hands walks toward me. Simultaneously, as we approach 
each other, we both lift our arms out to the sides a bit and 
say “It’s a dream.” We don’t break our strides, we keep on 
walking as we pass each other. 
 

Then I am outside of some large structure. I’m crouching or 
sitting on the ground with my back to this large structure. 
There are tall buildings and bushes all around. I look up at 
the sky and ask/command “Dream! Send me ----------.” 
(The subject I had programmed my dream for.) Almost at 
once a man steps up beside me, on my right. (C?) I don’t 
look at him. We both look up at the sky, something is 
happening there in the distance. 
 

I can see small black shapes moving in the sky. At first I 
think they are birds, but their movements are not really bird-
like. The shapes get bigger as they head toward us. It seems 
they multiply as well, as there are now more shapes than 
before. They are beginning to look like an assortment of 
small dark planes, fighter jets, helicopters, ufos, etc.  
 

The man standing beside me asks what they could be. As 
they fly over us in an organized swarm, I think to myself 
that they are (representative of) my thoughts. Looking at the 
dark and somewhat menacing shapes I think that I could get 

fearful if I let myself, and therefore create more menacing 
imagery. I dismiss the idea immediately, there is no need to 
entertain it. I remind myself that they are my thoughts and 
are under my control. (I don’t recall the reply I gave to the 
man but) I mention “circuits” as I look up and see, flying 
directly overhead, two or three amazingly huge 
motherboards, the size of small planes. I can see banks of 
resistors, capacitors, microchips, and numerous other 
electrical components on them. I wake. 
 

Robert Waggoner July 8-9 2006 
 

It gradually dawns on me that I dream. About 8 people 
stand nearby and I explain to them that we dream. I say this 
can be easily proven by floating, or flying. So I float up a 
bit, and look at them. I ask if they have any questions. 
 

Steve Parker April 16 2006 
 

I am standing in front of a pool of water. There are sides of 
rock surrounding the pool of water. It is daytime. People in 
front of me are diving in. I dive in. The water becomes 
choppy. I am thinking about leaving my body. I am now 
lifted up on a wave. I feel myself detached from my body. 
The visuals become gray. I am lucid and want to visit my 
past life. I keep on floating up high and then diving down. I 
now see images of small rocks and clear water. I now wake 
up. 
 

Leah Summer 2006 
 

I was running from a screaming demon-like thing when I 
ran into an elevator to hide. I hit the button and waited for 
the door to close. I had been holding my breath and when I 
breathed in I realized I was only dreaming. I exhaled with 
relief and wondered what I should do. I decided to try to fly. 
Even though I wasn’t in the elevator any more it felt like I 
was lifted up and then I woke up. 
 

Ken Shapley 
 

It all began with dolphins and turtles, over a decade ago. I 
had been playing my didgeridoo at a talk by Dr. Horace 
Dobbs of International Dolphin Watch in Devon, England. 
As I played, I prayed to the spirit of the dolphins to come 
and communicate with the audience. It was very successful, 
about 80% of the people found themselves dreaming of 
dolphins during my long hypnotic didge song. 
 

As luck had it Rebecca Fitzgerald was in the audience that 
day. She runs "Dolphinswim," a company taking small 
groups out to swim with wild dolphins in the Bahamas. She 
invited me to come along on board as a guest workshop 
leader. The BBC was also there filming a documentary 
called "Natural Neighbours," which has since been shown 
worldwide; perhaps you've seen it? 
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For three consecutive nights before flying out I had the 
same lucid dream: 
 

Turquoise water, ocean dream 
I hang suspended, 
Quite able to breathe. 
I wait as if for something 
I know is about to happen. 
 

Out from the depths 
Great turtle swims, 
Tireless, in its kin's ways 
That spans five hundred million years. 
Larger and larger and larger it grows. 
I cannot move and I fear for my life 
As it opens its mighty mouth and swallows me whole! 
 

There is a sense of knowing 
Slow waves of realisation 
Like an inner eye blinking awake 
With each blink I awaken within the dream 
I am dreaming and I know that I am dreaming. 
 

There I am again, suspended in waters blue. 
The Turtle has swallowed yet passed right through. 
Another Turtle swims in from the depths. 
Mesmerised by its grace I wait, unable to move. 
Larger and larger and larger it grows. 
The great Turtle swallows yet passes right through, 
Once more I am suspended in waters blue. 
Something of the Turtle has imprinted in me. 
Over and over again this happens, 
 

It's like being cradled within Russian Dolls 
Yet they are living Turtles, swum into my dream to 
Give me a personal message and us all a collective 
Dream of our larger family. 
With each new level the realisation of dreaming 
Whilst I know I am dreaming gets clearer and clearer. 
 

In a quiet cave now, I watch, 
Slow motion water droplets falling 
Into the pool of your knowing, 
Sending circular ripples out and away, 
Gently stirring your soul to remembrance. 
A voice I can trust booms in my head, 
"Remember, you are master of your own time." 
I will never forget this dream, 
How can I? My cells have changed. 
 

Now I'm travelling. 
Ocean's' deep and the depths of space 
Feel just the same. 
I'm travelling within the dreaming of the Turtle Tribe. 
Ahead I see a light, 
It grows larger and larger and larger 
I see it is a vast spacecraft, 
As large as a city. 

I know it is a Mother ship. 
Closer I come and I see within its walls 
Spheres of light racing along within transparent tubes. 
I wish to be inside, and in a flash, 
So I am! Travelling within a sphere. 
It takes me to a huge hall where I 
See other dreamers. 
 

We have all come to witness something special. 
The hall is full with row after row after row 
Of beautiful black suits of armour, 
Curvaceous and delicately crafted by alien hands. 
I desire to be inside, 
And so I am 
Safe and sound, I feel so secure. 
A nuclear bomb could go off next to me 
And I would be fine. 
The suit of armour rises into the air. 
Looking out I see thousands of them, all 
Flying towards the end of the hall. 
I follow and at the halls end, having travelled 
Many miles, up I fly, right up to the top 
Of the Mother ship. 
I see a vast amphitheatre open to the stars. 
There, in the ever rising tiers are 
Hundreds of thousands of people all like me, 
Safe within glorious suits of armour. 
I fly to a seat and look down to the stage 
Far below, you see dancers, ritually sweeping it clean, 
Bringing joy to their mundane task as a lesson. 
 

The Dancers depart and a being of light 
Descends from the stars. 
We need our suits for we are in the presence of 
A being so magnificent it would 
Destroy us with its radiance, 
Burn us up in its love 
Reduce us to ash 
Yet we would not mind at all 
For we would have just gone home. 
 

The being of light descends, 
Its chakras are like galaxies, 
Its meridians, great rivers of light, 
Each acupuncture point a Sun. 
It asks us how it may be of service? 
It gives us all exactly what we need, 
All at once 
By way of diamond light sounds, 
Given from its body 
In their hundreds of thousands. 
All at once we receive 
A wonderful something 
No words can describe 
We just know. 
And awaken drenched in the scent of roses. 
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And then, when I got out to sea and jumped in the water for 
the first time with wild dolphins, a dolphin came up to me 
hung still in the water and we watched each other for a long 
while. Then the dolphin jerked its head off to the side and 
looked at me again. It repeated the action and then swam off 
slowly in the direction it had indicated. Bemused, I 
followed and after 100 metres or so it turned around and 
looked at me again and then nodded its head, indicating the 
space over my right shoulder, I turned to look and there, to 
my utter amazement was a huge sea turtle swimming in 
from the depths. I looked back to the dolphin and it got 
really excited and nodded its head up and down very fast 
and emitted a lot of sounds that swept through my body 
head to foot. 
 

The turtle settled itself down on the sands 20 feet below and 
I took a breath and swam down, I curled up next to it and 
we just observed each other for a long long while. It was the 
oldest living creature I had ever seen. 
 

This was my first experience of a lucid dream unfolding 
into a similar reality, and to me the dolphins were the guides 
between the two. There is particular magic to dolphins. 
Everyone who has encountered them physically or through 
their dreams will testify to this. In honour of the experience 
I created two CD's one called Didgeridoo Dolphin 
Dreamtime and the other called What The Turtle Heard. 
Each sends out a call to the spirit of Dolphin or Turtle to 
come visit you in your dreams. They are wonderful for a 
quick power nap or for deep meditations into the dreamtime 
of these totem animals. To hear a sample visit the link 
below. Happy dreaming. 
 

http://www.lulu.com/content/263093 for Didgeridoo 
Dolphin Dreamtime 
http://www.lulu.com/content/263655  for What The Turtle 
Heard 
 

This dream is also featured in my new novel "When We All 
Dream Together" a wondertale exploring collective lucid 
dreaming. To read a preview visit 
www.lulu.com/kenscreations 
 

A. Dreamer February 17-18 2006 
Riding a Tortoise 
 

I am browsing in a bookstore when I notice a whole wall of 
shelves is gone. There are only a few crates. Because of that 
I realize I am dreaming. 
 

I hear music playing, not a CD but a very old, scratchy 
record. I leave, saying, "There'll be a deep woods outside 
the bookstore." No such luck -- I'm in the middle of 
downtown. I no longer hear the music but I hear scratching. 
I wonder if one of my cats is using the litter box in the next 
room (in waking life). 
 

Soon the scratching stops. Now I see a field and grassy area. 
A poodle-like dog is walking along. I say, "I don't want 
dogs -- I want cats." I call, "Kitty, Kitty," but no cats 
appear. But then in the field I see three lovely horses. 
 

I recall a time I rode a horse in a lucid dream and go into the 
field. As I approach the horses, they have turned into 
earless, alien animals, slightly smaller than horses. I think 
I'll ride one. 
 

Then, as I get closer, they change into tortoises. Very well, 
I'll ride one of them. A boy mounts easily. I pull myself up 
behind him. I am riding the tortoise when I wake up. 
 

Steve Parker May 23 2006 
 

I begin with a very vivid dream. I am dreaming that I am 
dreaming. I am lying on my back on my bed. I am trying to 
leave my body. I now find myself face down on the floor 
and have to walk back to my bed. To my right I see my 
spirit guide. The guide is in silhouette with a white orange 
aura surrounding them. I can also hear voices and banging 
sounds. I ask to see my past life. 
 

I get an image of a large white hospital. I am unable to get a 
name. I also see many white objects in the ground, possibly 
crosses or grave markers. I am still in my dream-bed when I 
look out the bedroom window and see very tall columns of 
polished stone. It is daytime and the columns rise from the 
city streets. The one column in front of me is made of 
brown polished stone with a huge green diamond shape 
attached to it. In the center of the green diamond is a 
smaller black diamond. 
 

This geometric shape really gets my attention and I now 
realize I am dreaming. I become lucid at this point and float 
out of the window towards the green diamond. I now float 
higher then the column and slowly float over the city 
streets. I am enjoying this floating and continue to go along 
with this lucid dream. I come to an intersection and turn left 
still at rooftop height. In front of me are powerlines. I pass 
right through them. I decide to float down into oncoming 
traffic. When I started to float down I knew I would lose 
lucidity. I floated back up and drifted around for awhile, just 
enjoying the sensation. The visuals started fading in and 
out. I then woke up. 
 

Lucy Gillis August 9 2006 
Surprised By Pain 
 

I’m outside in a woodsy/canyon-like area. Suddenly I think 
“Dream. I’m in a dream,” while I look down at the dusty 
dry path or patch of ground that I stand on, amid small 
scrubby bushes. My eyes are then drawn slightly upward as 
I glimpse a dark shape on the canyon wall a few metres 
ahead of me. The shape is a very dark reddish colour and I 

http://www.lulu.com/content/263093
http://www.lulu.com/content/263655
http://www.lulu.com/kenscreations
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can’t tell if it is a vein of rock or mineral ore, or if it is a 
shadow of an opening or cave in the canyon wall.  
 

I want to get closer to it and immediately I begin to think of 
“drawing it closer to me” (a lucid dream technique to move 
closer to a faraway object that I have not tried out before). 
The dark shape grows wider and larger, as though it is 
approaching me, yet I also feel like I am (subconsciously 
intentionally) moving toward it. In other words, as I 
concentrate on the shape coming to me, I feel sensations in 
my dream body that resemble forward movement, though I 
am not consciously trying to move at all. 
 

Suddenly, I feel a sharp pain in my foot or leg. I look down 
and see a blackberry runner - lush, long and healthy - with 
one of its thorns/stickers caught in my flesh. I’m distracted 
from my task of getting to the “vein or cave opening”, by 
the surprise of feeling pain in a lucid dream. I pull out the 
thorn/sticker, but lucidity vanishes. 
 

Note: I can only remember one other lucid dream in which I 
was surprised to feel a sensation of pain. That was over ten 
years ago. I was kind of surprised when I woke, that I had 
spontaneously tried the lucid technique of moving an object 
to me, instead of traveling to it. I had never tried it before, 
and had not even been thinking of it lately. But obviously, 
the thought had been in my dream consciousness. Was not 
surprised to be in a canyon, though. Visited Red Rock 
Canyon, Alberta only three days before. 
 

Ana August 2 2006 
My Lucid Dream 
 

Decided to go back to sleep at about 7:15 a.m. to try and 
have a Lucid Dream and try out some suggested tasks 
including one of my own. 
 

In the dream I meet a physically disabled person who says 
her name is Gennie. We are walking along the way to an 
annual medical luncheon as she mentions how popular the 
event is. I tell her about how at lunchtime there is also a 
concert at the Old Church in Portland. (Note: There really is 
a concert there today in waking life which I plan on 
attending).  We board a bus and soon realize we are being 
abducted by some group of aliens. When we are taken to 
their destination and are disembarking, I turn back to offer 
help to the disabled woman. She is reaching into the back of 
the bus for what I thought was a wheel chair and it is not 
there. I ask if she could use crutches and then look for some. 
When I turn back around she is gone.... “How odd”, I 
thought.... “well, I think I should do a reality check” ... I 
then realize I'm lucid and look at my hand just to see how it 
looks in this dream. 
 

“O.K.,” I think to myself, “what is my 'to do' list for this 
dream. Oh yes, first the experiment about knowing thoughts 
of others, then check out the environment and finally learn 

something new to see if I can go beyond what my 
imagination can create from just what I already know.” I 
look around and see I'm in a yard with no people, just some 
birds and a small red haired dog. As I look intently at the 
dog I think “Nope, nada, no thoughts there.” Since this 
place is where our dream captors took us, I decide to 
approach them and tell them I know this is a dream and 
therefore am immune to their illusions and can even mute 
out anything I don't like. When I do walk up to a man and 
woman I presumed to be part of the group who abducted us, 
I simply tell them I am lucid dreaming. I try to see if I can 
hear their thoughts and nope, I am unable too. The man 
seems mildly interested in my being lucid, he talks about 
how the others have social conditioning and family which 
hampers their ability to become lucid. He shows me a big 
bill board sign that has lights on it and says I can explore 
many things like the famous person in the bill board picture 
has done. (Although I can't fully remember the name on the 
board, it sounded Spanish). 
 

Next I saw a conference table full of people sitting around it 
who seemed to be involved in some type of auction. As I 
approached them I tell them this is a lucid dream. I walk up 
to a chart pad in the front of the area and pick up a marker 
to write: "My Lucid Dream" on the top of the page. The pen 
fades as if it were out of ink and the people lose interest. I 
try some other pens that do not work well. Out of 
frustration, I think to myself, this is my lucid dream and I'm 
going to will the red marker to work. I pick up the red 
marker and it works for a while, just long enough for me to 
write “Lucid Dream” several times. 
 

Later I use a pencil and end up writing in small print not 
much more than “Lucid” several times.  I think about the 
environment experiment suggestion I read about in an email 
from The Lucid Dream Exchange and remember how 
Genie's blue dress was made of rough silk paper and how 
the experience with the pens are relevant.  
 

For my final task of learning something new, I asked 
another group of people in the dream if they could teach me 
something new. One older woman starts talking to me in 
another language (sounded like Spanish) and gave me a 
word (which started with an M and sounded Spanish). She 
then explained that it was a medical word for an instrument 
that is used for the ears. It seems the other people were 
impressed and thought she could do well if she decided to 
go into business producing and distributing that instrument. 
At the end of the conversation she says she is eighty years 
old. (Dream ends here and I wake up). 
 

Steve Parker June 24 2006 
 

I am having many vivid dreams. At 4:00 a.m. I am 
dreaming that I am floating in my bedroom. I realize now 
that I am dreaming and become lucid. I am floating in the 
air in my lucid bedroom. I am inches from the floor lying 
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horizontal. Then I float up to the ceiling and back down 
again. The visuals are fairly dark but there is enough light to 
see around. I am enjoying the floating around the room. 
There is so much freedom in this sensation. I float around 
enjoying myself when the dream environment changes. I am 
now in my workplace. I start flying all over the factory.  
 

Flying high and then swooping down. It is great fun. I 
decide to see if any of my co-workers can see me. I fly 
straight up to their faces and stare in their eyes. They cannot 
see me. I feel like a ghost that cannot make contact with the 
living. I decide to float up to the roof of the factory. Since I 
know I am dreaming I decide to push myself through the 
ceiling. I try but I cannot get through the ceiling. I know I 
am lucid and should be able to get through. I am unable to 
control the dream environments but I really enjoyed the 
sensation of controlling my flying. I then wake up.  
 

Note: I enjoyed the latest publication of the LDE. I realize 
there is a fine line and many similarities between a lucid 
dream and an OBE. At times there appears to be a 
combination of both. Interesting reading. 
 

A. Dreamer May 1-2 2006 
“Zen” Exercises 
 

(WILD*) I was trying to sleep after my cats awakened me.  
Suddenly I am in the school hall. Immediately I realize I am 
dreaming.  I want to leave the school but don't have much 
control of my dream body yet so can only walk very slowly. 
 

I decide to turn these slow movements into the “Zen 
walking” that some people do as an exercise or practice. I 
try to be conscious of each movement of my leg muscles as 
I walk but am not very good at it. My mind keeps 
wandering. 
 

Then I decide to try to unite my mind with the root of 
creation, rather than with my ego.  I feel my mind clear a 
little but that is about all. 
 

By then I have made it to the door. I can walk better now. I 
go out and think to visit a house across the street. I cross 
and go down to a further house nonexistent in waking life. It 
is in an alleyway. As I approach I hear a party going on -- 

milling crowds, loud music.  I see no one I know so 
eventually leave. 
 

I dream jog at one point and at another, get down on my 
knees on hard rocks, imagining I am praying. I worry about 
repercussions to my bad leg in waking life so get up and jog 
some more. My lucidity lessons. A woman seems to give 
me guidance about my profession but none of it makes 
enough sense for me to remember, though a part of me 
wants to think it was profound. 
(*Wake Initiated Lucid Dream) 
 

Lucy Gillis June 23 2006 
Message Vehicles 
 

. . . In the lucid part of a dream, where I know I am 
dreaming, I find a small wrapped package. I decide that 
whatever is in it will be a symbolic message for me. It 
seems to be covered in a kind of “parafilm” that we use in 
the laboratory at work.  
 

The package then becomes two small packages sort of 
joined together. I put one aside and open the other. Inside it 
is a combination of a Ferrari-like car and a dump truck, with 
an ordinary car in front. The ordinary car seems to be 
attached to the dump truck by forks extending from the 
lower part of the dump truck. The Ferrari is attached at the 
back of the dump truck but before I can examine it further 
and decipher what the “message” is, I wake. 
 

A. Dreamer December 27-26 2005 
“Expecto Patronum” 
 

I am in my apartment.  It seems larger. I wonder if I could 
be dreaming and jump up.  I float. Eventually I decide to try 
saying "Expecto Patronum" as Lucy did for the Ed Kellogg 
challenge.  I say it a number of times in a variety of voices, 
dramatically pointing as I say it.  One of my black kitties 
comes in. I am a bit amused.  I look away then back at the 
cat who has now become huge black beetle. 
 

Later I experiment with the mirror again. This time I am a 
woman, thinner and younger than I really am, with curly red 
hair. 
 

 
 

 

DreamSpeak An Interview with a Lucid Dreamer - Continued from page 7 
 
Robert: Thanks Don for your observations into lucid dreaming. Any parting thoughts? 
 

It has been a real joy to watch the evolution of the LDE over the last decade. I thank you (Robert) and Lucy for putting so 
much time into this (and Ruth for starting it). I can’t tell you how many flying or lucid or otherwise “cool” dreams I’ve had 

after reading the dreams that people have shared in the LDE. 



 

  



 

  

 
 

LUCID LINKS 
 

 

The Lucid Dream Exchange  
www.dreaminglucid.com 
 

The First PhD. Thesis on Lucid Dreaming 
A site featuring Dr. Keith Hearne's PhD thesis as well as other 
lucid dreaming firsts. 
www.european-college.co.uk/thesis.htm 
 

Ralf's "Maui DreamCamp Picture Show" 
http://home.t-online.de/home/Ralf.Penderak/index.htm 
 

Richard Hilton’s Lucid Dream Documentary 
http://www.BulbMedia.net/lucid_dream_documentary 
 

The Dream Explorer 
Linda Lane Magallon's website featuring lucid, OBE, 
telepathic, mutual and flying dreams. Some dreams and 
articles have appeared in LDE.  
http://members.aol.com/psiflyer/dream/explorer.html 
 

Linda Magallón's Flying Dreams website 
www.members.aol.com/caseyflyer/flying/dreams.html 
 

Experience Festival 
Several articles on lucid dream-related topics 
http://www.experiencefestival.com/lucid_dreaming 
 

Lucid Dream Newsgroups 
alt.dreams.lucid and alt.out-of-body  
 

Sleep Paralysis and Lucid Dreaming Research 
www.geocities.com/jorgeconesa/Paralysis/sleepnew.html 
 

David F. Melbourne 
Author and lucid dream researcher. 
http://ourworld.compuserve.com/homepages/dreamthemes 
 

the5aint's website  
www.angelfire.com/ca/auricles/lucid4.html 
 

Lucid Dreaming Links 
http://www.greatdreams.com/lucid.htm 
 

The D.R.E.A.M.S. Foundation 
www.dreams.ca 
 

Lucidity Institute Forum 
A thought-provoking, inspiring place to participate in on-
going discussions about the very stuff that lucid dreams are 
made of. 
www.lucidity.com/forum 
 

Reve, Conscience, Eveil 
A French site (with English translations) about lucid 
dreaming, obe, and consciousness. 
http://florence.ghibellini.free.fr/ 
 
 

The International Association for the Study of Dreams 
www.asdreams.org 
 

Christoph Gassmann 
Information about lucid dreaming and lucid dream pioneer and 
gestalt psychology professor, Paul Tholey. 
www.home.sunrise.ch/cgassman/tholey2.html 
 

Werner Zurfluh 
"Over the Fence" 
www.oobe.ch/index_e.htm 
 

Beverly D'Urso - Lucid Dream Papers 
www.durso.org/beverly 
 

The Conscious Dreamer 
Sirley Marques Bonham 
www.theconsciousdreamer.org 
 

Fariba Bogzaran 
www.bogzaran.com 
 

Robert Moss 
www.mossdreams.com 
 

Electric Dreams 
www.dreamgate.com 
 

The Lucidity Institute 
www.lucidity.com 
 

Jayne Gackenbach 
Past editor of Lucidity Letter. All issues of Lucidity Letter 
now available on her website. 
www.spiritwatch.ca 
 

The Lucid Art Foundation 
www.lucidart.org 
 

Matt Jones’s Lucid Dreaming and OBE Forum 
www.saltcube.com 
 

Dreams and Lucidity 
http://www.spiritonline.com 
 

Janice’s Website 
With links to lucid dreaming and out of body sites. 
http://www.hopkinsfan.net 
 

Oniris - Le Forum des Rêves 
A French site dedicated to lucid dreaming. 
http://reveslucides.free.fr/index.php 
 

DreamTokens 
www.dream-tokens.com 
 

 

Send in Your Lucid Dreams! 
Deadline: November 5 2006 

www.dreaminglucid.com 
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