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Chapter One

A Dream Unfolds
Once upon a time,

 Time upon a chance,

 Chance upon a change….

“

When my eyes close, my words fall asleep, and I feel them change from sounds, with the power to create, into shapes of light. Blended with the heart pulse of my souls knowing, they become my dreams.

  When the lucid ones come, the eyelid of my minds eye opens and I awaken within my dream.

   Cats know this, I think they can they sense ripples in space-time. Sometimes they close their eyes and whisk me away to places only their royalty know.”                                 

                                                                                                 Luke’s Dream Diary                                                                             
Marlo Timpani sat on a park bench in Regents Park, London thinking deeply. Should he go back to her? Could he commit one hundred percent to all that this would entail? It was not the first time he had left, but something always drew him back to her. Somewhere deep inside, despite his periodic doubts, which flared up like a dark wave of insecurity, he knew that what they did together was good, that the world benefited from their being together. Sometimes it was just too much of a reality shift to live in her world.

  He looked around him, saw children playing in the carefree sunshine of their youth and thought about the world that adults had created. Would it promise the children and the children’s children a bright future? Could this world, the way it was going, help them explore their fullest potential? 

   Two teenage boys slouched slowly past, one spat on the path and said to the other “bashed up a granny last night. It was wicked, got it on camera too…”

    Marlo’s guts tightened with disgust. What was the world coming to? Wickedness was now perceived as goodness and everything stank of moral demise. Where had the magic gone? If he would not try to bring it back who would?

   Quick as a flash all she had taught him came back to him. He closed his eyes and concentrated on the thug’s heart. He saw blackness strangling the seed of light within. Saw the violence the boy had himself endured in life, and mustered his own love light within. He recalled his medicine dreams of Polar Bear.

  Standing swiftly and pitching his voice to perfectly resonate within the lad’s heart he said ”Then it’s prison for you lad, unless you change.” The boys swung around to see who had spoken. 

    “And what you going to do about it grandpa?” They stopped in their tracks. Before them they saw a kind faced, wizened old man standing with his arms outstretched, heart wide open. A trembling fear swept through the lads. They looked at each other in disbelief, having both thought they heard a bear growling. For an instant a subtle beam of soft pink light shot out from Marlo’s heart into the braggarts’ and some darkness melted away. Marlo moved swiftly forward, closed the gap between them in a few strides and touched both boys gently on the heart.

   “Remember this feeling? This is happiness. I’ll be watching you in your dreams. Now go.” He gave them both a sharp rap with his knuckles, right on the heart so they wouldn’t forget, turned and strolled away without looking back.

    The louts just stood there. They couldn’t quite believe what had happened. Something had gone from inside. A dam had been removed and their senses reeled with happiness. The years of aggression had gone and their bodies struggled to remember how to move without it propelling them. They sank to the ground together, right there on the path, blinking through tears and saw the world anew. It was a world that accepted them, as easily as sunlight flows. Looking down the path they saw the old man striding away purposefully. Between each blink of their eyes he seemed to have moved just slightly further than ought to have been possible.

    Marlo had made his decision, he would return to Japan, to his mentor. He would continue upon the path of the dream wizard, and he would not turn away again.

*********************************

 In the village of Shirotori, high up in the Japanese Alps, within sight of the sacred mountain Hakusan lives a young woman called Mio. Her name literally means “Beautiful Umbilical Cord”, which may sound a wee bit strange to the western ear, “Beautiful Connection” would be another way of imparting the meaning of her name.  

  Her village is surrounded by mountains on all sides, covered with forests of cherry, birch and bamboo. Nestling in their depths are lakes and rivers with equally magical names like Kuzuryuko, the Nine Headed Dragon Lake and Umeno Kakehashi, The Bridge into Dreamland!  

   Her parents must have been very insightful in choosing her name for her because Mio certainly makes beautiful connections. She is well loved by all her relatives and is doubly blessed for she has grown up surrounded by not only her immediate family but by aunts and uncles, cousins galore, grandparents and even great grand parents. The beautiful connection of a large supportive family and the stories they tell keeps their link of ancestry, and the wisdom it holds, alive within her like a bubbling spring of joy. 

    Mio endeavours to remain aware, in every moment, of the feeling of really being connected to whatever she is doing, savouring its flavours. Whether she is playing her piano, racing down a mountain slope on her skis, chatting with people or sitting quietly alone just watching nature, she observes the subtleties of the connections being made. 

   From this natural propensity she developed the wonderful gift of being able to observe things just as they are in all their beauty. She chooses to see the good in people and from an early age noticed, with her sparkling hazel eyes, that there is a beauteous web of subtle light that expresses the quality of connection in progress between all living things.

   She first noticed it whilst watching dew on a flower when she was very young. She saw the beauty of the flower and the beauty of the dew and felt that she was not the only one doing the watching! The water, the flower, they were watching her too. For every action there is indeed an equal and opposite reaction! As she opened to the delight of this feeling she saw a golden glow of light between herself and the flower. The flower appreciated the water, the water appreciated the flower and she appreciated them both.

   Whenever she took the time to appreciate the purity and beauty of life in all its many facets, both light and dark, and her connectedness to it, she would see auras. She noticed that people’s auras were always changing, expressing outwardly how they truly felt. If someone were not speaking the truth she would see a murky orange light around their throats!  The auric dance of lights is spontaneous and exists in a huge array of colours; as threads of lights, as tiny sparkles, there one instant and gone the next; as hazy sheets of delicate shades; as jagged uncertainties, as oceanic vistas. They are the dynamic connection between seemingly separate things. Very early on in life she knew without a shadow of a doubt that there is no separation, we are all one.

   Her fascination with the interconnectedness of all things also extends to the world of dreams. To Mio it seems very obvious that we are the living dream of the earth in this huge galaxy. This is where we make the connections to the symbols our bodies need for healing, the place where we all explore our connection to each other most fully.  

*************

    One evening Mio sat gazing out her window at the starry night sky. It had been an excellent day. She had visited a huge waterfall in the mountains near her home. Just being there had cleansed away all her troubles and left her feeling wonderful. Even more wonderful was the fact that she would be seventeen years old the next day.

    A huge cherry tree stood in the garden; it was just coming into blossom. Tens of thousands of pinky white five leaf blossoms filled the air with their delicate uplifting scent. Mio watched the air around the tree for the subtle changes in light that she had always been able to see. She breathed in and out with the tree and wondered about the relationship between tree and stars. She saw a soft peachy aura in the air around the tree and from time to time little sparkles of light in the air many meters away from the tree. She watched the thinnest of threads of light extending way out from the tree up, up, up into the night sky.

    “So it's not just the sunlight, but also the starlight you can drink,” she said out loud to the tree.

   With that encouraging thought she blew three kisses into the night air as a thank you to life and snuggled herself down into her bed leaving the window open to let the fresh spring air inspire her dreaming mind. 

   “Tonight I will dream of my birthday present. Tonight I will dream of my birthday present. Tonight I will dream of my birthday present and I will remember my dream,” she said out loud to herself. Then she closed her eyes and soon fell into a deep, deep sleep. This is what she dreamt.

    She moved through a market place. An excited crowd of people was gathered around something up ahead. Mio moved through her dreamscape towards them. She went by stalls selling flowers and stalls selling wooden bowls and stalls selling sky juice until she came to the throng of people. She felt a thrill of excitement, wonder and curiosity emanating from them and wove her way through, peering ahead eagerly as she went.

   The sight that greeted her was quite the most remarkable market stall she had ever seen. It was made up of a multicoloured floral patterned awning, which provided shade for the goods on display. A sign, written in a beautiful flowing script read 

Marlo Timpani,

Purveyor of Tibetan

Long Distance Travelling Cats.

   There on a carpet woven with circular interlinking daisy patterns that rippled out in geometric perfection sat thirteen huge cats. Each one of them sat in a centre of one of the central circles. 
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   They were the size of young bears yet decidedly feline, almost like giant panthers except that they all had deliciously long shiny black fur, large ears with curling hairs like a lynx and extraordinarily long whiskers that quivered to an unfelt wind. Long sweeps of fur came down from their cheeks and chins giving them all an air of mysterious sagacity. 

   The cats were sitting on their haunches with their body’s upright and stock still, their eyes tightly shut. They looked like fine statues that might guard the entrance to an emperor’s palace or a temple. A low undulating humming sound radiated around them through the air. Unlike the purring of ordinary cats these cats purred in harmony with each other and as Mio listened she heard delicate undertones and overtones. The melodic sound chased away any fears the people might have had about getting so close to such big cats!

   Behind the cats, sitting on a barrel, smoking a curved long stemmed pipe was the proprietor. He had the look of someone who had travelled a long, long way in his lifetime, in far off and wonderful places. 

   His clothing was a mixture of many cultures. On his head he wore a wide brimmed black velvet hat, decorated with triangular patches of different colours. It had three peacock feathers sticking out of it, one on each side and one trailing out and back behind him from the centre. His eyes were warm and kind, deep brown and they shone with a mischievous knowing light. His face was deeply tanned and heavily wrinkled when he smiled yet smooth as smooth can be at other times. He had great round cheekbones, a rather long nose and an outrageously curled white moustache that had a sky bluish tinge to it, matching his well-groomed short pointed beard. He wore a long magenta robe that came down to his ankles covering voluminous baggy trousers of golden silk with deep purple pockets, also made of silk. His boots were of soft brown leather decorated with circular mirrors and silver bells. Around his waist was a velvet ochre cummerbund with many small purple half moon pockets, edge with silver, sewn into it. Mio’s dreaming eyes widened with delight just looking at him. He emanated an air of excitement dappled with mystery and great peacefulness.

    “Ladies, gentlemen, little acorns, one and all. You see before you the only collection of Tibetan Long Distance Travelling Cats, in the whole wide world. They originate from a hidden valley in the Himalayas and were discovered by a marathon monk from mount Pi by the name of Benfro Na Omfoot on one of the 10,000mile runs that he made in his distinguished 169-year lifetime. As his student I was left these cats, Kolars, to give them their proper name, by the venerable Mr. Omfoot with the instructions that they should be taken around the world for them to choose their owners.

   At this point Marlo paused and scanned the crowd with his well-travelled eyes. A thrill of excitement raced through Mio at the thought of having one of these amazing cats for her very own.

   “What do they eat she called out” suddenly wondering just how safe the neighbourhood would be with such a huge cat living there. Murmurs of apprehension swept through the crowd

   “Well young lady perhaps you can guess,” said Marlo

   “Bits of Himalayan Mountains? ”Answered Mio hopefully. This caused a wave of laughter with its cuteness.

   “Well no, not exactly,” said Marlo, “although in a way yes as the Himalayas do play a part of making their food. They are in fact vegetarian, preferring milk, wild honey and flowers, particularly seven petal Huka flowers when they can get them.”

   “How long do they live” asked another voice?

   “I don’t know, none of them has ever died “replied Marlo.

   “What makes these Kolars so special then?” asked another voice. Mio gazed around to see who had asked and saw a tall man in his mid twenties with straight sandy hair. Their eyes met and there was a sudden stirring in the texture of the dream as if recognition were taking place, as if in some future or past time they knew each other and were sharing the same dream. They gazed at each other in the dream light, both searching for something to say. She heard the name “Tom” resonating within her. 

   The moment passed as Marlo said “Aha now there’s a question, would you like to see? Perhaps I can wake them up, ah young lady would you like to stroke one of them?”

   “Oh can I really?” said Mio.

   “Sure go ahead,” said Marlo giving her a big wink.

Mio walked forward and gingerly reached out and gently ran her hand over the long black fur of the nearest cat.

   “Oh how soft!”

   “Oh yes “said Marlo.

   “Has he got a name?”

   “Mer Kah Fah Kalish Kah Ba”

     As Marlo said the name all the cats woke up simultaneously and opened their eyes. The crowd jumped back with amazement and gasped with astonishment. Each cat had eyes of a different colour to the next, incredibly clear and bright, sparkling with intelligence and knowing. They had pink and purple and green eyes, electric amber, black and citrine, orange, turquoise and violet eyes, emerald eyes, sapphire eyes and peach coloured eyes. The Kolars sat quietly observing the crowd, detached and nonchalant as can be. These feline eyes saw through and within and beyond all at the same time. The one Mio liked best had mysterious deep dark blue eyes, the colour of a full moon twilight sky.

   The Kolars rose as one and stretched all over then began to wander around nuzzling each other. They began to play fight, tumbling over and over each other with the grace of Olympic gymnasts. The crowd sighed in unison and this sound acted as a trigger for the Kolars.

   They suddenly stopped their playing and happily padded their way into the midst of the assembled people. Wherever their paws touched the ground Mio was amazed to see soft ripples appear as if the Kolars were affecting the fabric of the dream with their movement! Anxiety dissolved into wonder and laughter as the Kolars rubbed themselves against legs, hips and outstretched hands. The Kolars showed no fear, their bright eyes and whiskers thrilled with every touch of a human hand. They moved with great surefootedness as all cats do and were so alert and relaxed and powerful that Mio wondered whether these cats could travel extremely fast if they wanted to. The Kolars radiated an aura of tirelessness and hospitality. They greeted each and every person with their undivided attention courteously, and were always aware of their bodies, being careful not to step on people’s feet or have their own stepped on. 

   On occasion a young hand would reach out to grab hold of a long swishing furry black tail. These always moved out of the way with lightning speed, performed a snake like dance that ended in a gentle yet firm tap on the hand of the offender. Not too harsh yet definite enough to leave the impression that the tails of Tibetan Long Distance Travelling Cats are not for pulling!

   A few people tried to pick them up but even the strongest found that they could only lift their front feet off the ground with their hands wrapped under the Kolars’ chests. The Kolars did not mind this especially if they were given a big squeeze.

   Mio had fallen in love with Mer Kah Fah Kalish Kah Ba and it seemed that the he had taken a fancy to her too. He had rolled on his back and was purring loudly as Mio stroked his jet-black fur. She looked closely at the fur as it fell through her fingers. It was not actually black at all yet a dark rusty auburn color when the light caught it just right. Peering even closer with her dreaming vision she saw that right down at the root of every hair now and again she saw a flicker of life fire blue light! The colour was mesmerizing, and as she looked at it other images began to swim through her senses. 

   Majestic mountains and spiral galaxies, courts of emperors and wide open fields, scents of breezes and the thrill of running, running, running faster, faster, faster then a sense of travelling through dimensions in coiling corridors of light! Mer Kah Fah Kalish Kah Ba rolled over and circled around to look deeply into Mios' eyes. Mio gazed back entranced, those eyes held questions, questions as clear and as direct as spoken words.

Are you worthy?

Are you true?

Are you ready?

   A dreaming tear fell from a dreaming eye down a dreamer's cheek. Mios' eyes held the reply, "I always have been and I am now."

    Tiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinnnnnnng, Marlo chimed some symbols and the dream dissolved into the strident scene of one great cat and one wizardly looking gentleman with a curling moustache sat on a golden disk floating on sunset dappled clouds. Mios’ body thrilled with excitement as within her dream she realized that she was dreaming. Smiles and laughter and ridiculousness erupted from all around. It was as if the water within the clouds suddenly formed into the shapes of people, people who were sharing a colossal cosmic joke with her. A new sense of what it is to have life reigned supreme.

    Now that she knew that she was dreaming the realization dawned on her that she could choose what happened if she wanted to. Just like being an artist, she could create or do whatever she wanted in her dream! With a fixed intent Mio expressed the desire to fly through and around the clouds. Instantly her body tingled with energy and she felt wind upon her cheeks as she sailed up into the sky. Her dream expanded on a sensory level; colours had smells, sounds had feelings and euphoria swept through her being. Mer Kah Fah Kalish Kah Ba shone like a black diamond and soft strong words reverberated within Mio's heart. 

“I choose you.

You will find me soon.

Remember.

Look in the newspaper

 When you wake up."

   A deep dreamless, smiling sleep came upon Mio as a soothing balm of light. Then, after a while of a new dream unfolded. She saw a shining sphere of amethyst light. It seemed to be calling to her. It was so beautiful, every shade of violet and purple imaginable danced within its perfect form. She had never seen anything so beautiful in her life; it was as if it were made of concentrated “Ki”- life force. It radiated an intelligence she at once felt intimately familiar with! She was so mesmerized by its radiance that before long she felt herself becoming one with it.

    The instant she did so the dream vanished and she suddenly found herself looking down at her physical body, lying asleep in her warm bed! Around her whole body was an aura of the same gorgeous violet and purple lights! The softest of motions, a childlike wave passed slowly though her aura from her feet to her head and back again in synch with her breathing. She saw a thin silvery umbilical cord extending from her dreaming self down into her physical body. Within it flowed amethyst light and tiny sparkles of many different colours. As she looked closer she saw the sparkles held within their radiance complex geometric patterns as beautiful as spherical snowflakes.

   Down the umbilicus and into her physical body they flowed. Mio desired to return into her body and experience what feelings were present and, as if blown by a dreaming wind she moved slowly down and her awareness returned once more to the vessel that carried it during the waking hours.

   Luxuriant warmth swept through her senses, and like the contented purr of a happy cat she started to snore.  Long, long, long she slept and as the first rays of the spring morning sun touched her forehead she awoke and she remembered who she was and what to do.

[image: image4.png]< S
:g.ﬁ‘;‘g%\
< 1 <‘F.}‘k
‘},Eg«o@
<0>‘?‘€{.§‘
i‘)‘k .240
<§‘>).;






Chapter Two

Dream Wizards

   Her soft voice speaks: “Listen now and remember what is said, for it is the time to return from your dream and be fully present here and now. You will remember all that you have seen on your Dream Quest and any abilities, old or new, that you have discovered will be fully available to you. Now feel yourself putting on a heavy cloak, feel its weight, see its fabric and colour, know that it bestows to you authority, balance and wisdom as your birthright. When you are ready open your eyes.”
    Wee Min sat patiently on a large cushion waiting for Marlo to return from his Dream Quest. The room in which they sat had tapestries of mandalas and Buddha’s hanging from its walls. Several sprays of beautiful flowers sat in skilfully crafted vases of oriental design on small intricately carved wooden tables. A low round table, surrounded with large cushions of various pastel shades occupied the centre of the room. Upon the table was a crystal jug full of spring water, flavoured with thinly cut lemons and limes, two matching crystal glasses and a wooden bowl full of sand holding burning incense sticks. The coils of smoke rising from them left a scent of monastic purity in their wake. A serene spiritual ambience filled their little sanctuary which was situated through a bead curtain, to the rear of their shop which was full of hand crafted treasures from around the world, yet principally of Tibetan origin. Their shop was located in a narrow street amongst a maze of other winding streets in the village of Shirotori, which means White Feather, high up in the Japanese Alps. Amongst other things the village is famous for having the freshest spring water anywhere on the mainland.

   Wee Min, herself from Tibet and in her 97th year, observed Marlo’s peaceful face, his lightly tanned skin and swept back silvery white hair. “He is seventy five years old yet looks like he is just thirty five when dream questing,” she thought to herself with a smile. Wee Min stroked the longhaired white cat that was sitting in her lap with her ancient, loving hands. 

   “ I think he went deep that time don’t you?” she said, giving the cat a tickle under its chin. The cat, whose name was Hath, opened her eyes and gazed at the woman adoringly. Wee Min melted into Haths’ startlingly clear deep mauve eyes and Hath gazed back steadily with a sagacity that only cats have. Wee Min allowed her mind to become calm and, closing her eyes, saw images flowing in a waking dream of perfect clarity.

    The two communed for quite some time in this way until Marlo, letting out a huge yawn, broke their silent link of minds. He had a good stretch and blinked slowly several times, his eyes deep brown and sparkling with fresh understanding and inner certainty. He rested his hands on his knees; his legs were crossed and his back effortlessly straight.

  “Welcome back,” said Wee Min smiling, “ Hath has been dreaming along with you and guided you back all safe and sound.”

   “ Yes indeed, thank you Hath,” said Marlo, in a smooth flowing voice, which was deep, yet very crisp and clear so that one could hear every syllable enunciated perfectly. Moreover, Marlo spoke with a deep reverence for the sounds within each word, as if each held a sacred truth and power that one only ever found out about if one were willing to take complete responsibility for what one chose to say and precisely how one said it.

   He knew that once said, all words have a life and power that does not die. Both he and Wee Min took great responsibility for their power of creating words. They also respected the power of the opposite; being quiet and just sensing the moment; observing that time definitely does not go tick tock yet may be any length at all, and that the only thing one could be absolutely sure of was that everything changes!

    Hath looked at him and purred, her eyes observing leisurely yet seeing straight through him, all at the same time. Marlo was amazed by Hath’s keen alertness of senses, particularly how she seemed to see several worlds all at the same time and still be very relaxed and detached from what she saw, ready to act in a flash. The two gazed at one another and Marlo heard words echoing gently within his mind, gracious yet humble in their tone.

“ Curiosity curdled in time.

Prowess, perfected, sublime.

Content, confusion less now.

What about milk? Meow!”

   “Very good Hath! Well said, succinct and delectable as ever. I do wish Pythagoras would share with me like this,” he said, glancing over to a large black cat sitting in the corner of the room like a rather superior statue.

  “Now then,” said Wee Min cheerfully, “ we could sit around for years waiting for Pythagoras to grace you with a poem. He’s just a perfectionist like you dear friend! Besides I rather think that we have some more important business to attend to, so if you are ready, shall we conclude?” 

    Marlo smiled and took a deep breath, brought his fingers together in a steeple, breathed out slowly and began to speak, his voice pitched effortlessly to reverberate off the walls of the room in which they sat. 

   “ This is what I saw on my dream quest.   I am young, nine, nearly ten years old, sat on warm sand, a white cloth about my waist. Eleven other children are there with me. We are in a Mayan temple, 859 BC. An Elder is speaking to us. We all listen attentively as he tells us of great cycles of time. With a stick he draws a circle with a spiral looping out from its centre, across and around it in the sand. This is the Milky Way. He traces an elliptical pathway, which swings up within the thickness of the spiral, passes through its centre, and then dives down through it again on the far side of the circle. This is the path of the Earth around the Milky Way. One circuit takes 26,000 years. The Elder explains that our people have observed this process many times in our long history. When the Earth passes through a certain place in the spiral it enters a region called “ Hanub Ku - The Place of Greatest Awe” a place where Earth is flooded with vast amounts of starlight. A place where it is ever more easy for people to contact “ The Source,” firsthand, without having to ask a priest whether the experience is real or not. One just knows for sure.

    I ask when this will happen again? He smiles and says,      “ Oh not until the beginning of the third millennium. That is when the people of Earth begin dreaming as one again. It is also a time when this light will cause people to seek for the greatest truths within themselves. A time when they can feel the truth that there is something that links us all together and gives them experiences of the infinite realms of psychic abilities. They will feel a great power arising within them. This can have many effects. If people know how to use the power wisely it will be a great time of peace and open heartedness. If they use the power selfishly and greedily it could well be a time of terrible conflict and war.”

   The Elder’s eyes were wide open and he paused to let us reflect on this. We all felt the weight of his words. How important it was to be responsible for what we chose to do with this gift of life we have been given.

   “If people celebrate the power of the source by sharing its love,” he continued, “letting it fill and then pass through them without the need to own and possess it, all will be well. If not, the nature of light, which is to shine, will become trapped. Pressure will build up and people’s inner fears will concentrate within. They will fail to see that the light, in time, gives life to what they think and believe, for good or bad. Oh yes children “The Place of Greatest Awe” is a challenging place indeed. A testing place for humanity to evolve or die!”

     “This dream faded away and then a new one began. I am middle aged. I am wearing a fawn coloured caftan and sandals upon my feet. I am teaching a meditation to initiates within an Egyptian temple. The year is 2005 BC by our modern day reckoning. There is a symbol of “The Flower of Life” carved on the wall behind me. This symbol holds the key to understanding, how everything relates to everything else! 


    The initiates are exercising their ability to mentally create a sphere of light around their heads. They are sensing outwards from their pituitary gland, visualizing beams of light, all the same length coming out through their foreheads, the top, sides and back of their heads, as well as down into their hearts.

    From these six directions the ends of the beams of light touch the surface of a sphere. They are expanding and contracting the sphere, and as they are doing so, sensing what is really there all around them. In time they will find a special door between the worlds that exists if they just sense it.  It is always there just waiting to be discovered. Their training in this and other arts of mind, body and spirit will last for 24 years. Then they will visit the Great Pyramid to journey beyond the Earth. Most will return. Some will choose to stay beyond this dimension, and take their next step in human evolution.

    The dream changes again, and now I am an old man wearing a worn buckskin shirt. I have a twisted knot of hair resting on my forehead. About me is a gathering of children listening intently to my story. There are the silhouettes of trucks and wigwams away out from the firelight. This is not so long ago. I tell the ancient story of the creation and destruction of the worlds. There have been three worlds that have been and gone before this one, each one ending with an ice age or flood or fire.

   This fourth world, the world we are in now, is reaching the time when it must die so a new world can be born. The fifth world is overlapping the fourth world even as we speak. An unfinished war is taking place in Iraq, the cradle of civilization; in the place where the civilization began. 

    For the fifth world to be one of beauty humanity must choose peace above war. If they don’t all will end in terrible destruction. There is hope yet for our prophecies speak of the return of great souls who will remember who they really are and bring the world back into wholeness. These children will know their own magic and use it to protect the next seven generations. These children are born to the generations following the time when people of the white races go back to painting their faces. This has already been happening since the 1960’s. They are already here and grown up to have children of their own. They are getting stronger by sharing their skills with each other day by day. Their awakening is progressively triggered by Sun Dogs, ever more colourful circles of light observed around the Sun.”

    Marlos’ eyes grew deeper in colour, almost dark as night yet still retaining a chestnut warmth. “I believe I also saw into the future,” he said in a quiet voice. “I would like to contemplate what I have seen for longer at this time before sharing it.”

  Wee Min nodded slowly and did not push Marlo to say any more. She respected his wishes for time to understand his visions privately. She knew he would share them if he needed her council.

 “ It is time to continue the great work,” she said emphatically. “Time to go hunting for another Dream Tribe. Let us hope and pray that the hold of the material world is not so strong as to blind people from their spiritual potential as beings greater than individual consciousnesses. It would be such a tragedy if people could not be bothered to respond to their dreams, for here it is that the future is born.”

    Marlo stood and paced around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. “Yet many people’s senses are still dulled by overload of images, relentlessly hurled through their eyes and ears from government spin departments, pulpit, television and press office! Worse still, what is happening is not even recognized for what it truly is, twisted magic! The fear gripped, power crazed leaders who are sucking Earth dry, do not, I fear, remember the feeling of love- inspired decision making, and forget that everyone, even their so called enemies, are just as connected to the one source of the one love as they are themselves! Bringing thoughts into reality from a motive of greed blackens their hearts and disgraces their humanity.”

  “ Marlo Timpani” said Wee Min sternly “ compose yourself! Are you not adding to the fear yourself by speaking of the threat as if it is something that cannot be resolved? The number of people awakening to their inner magic who are using it for good is increasing too. Remember. Trust. Have faith old friend.”  She stood and went to hold his hands letting Hath drop to the floor.

    “ I just hope we are not too late,” said Marlo with dread in his voice.

    Pythagoras yawned in his corner of the room whist Hath rubbed herself against Marlos’ legs and then started playing with a thread she spotted sticking out from the hem of his robe. The two Dream Shifters laughed as the words “A stitch in time saves nine” came into their minds along with the image of Hath looking particularly cool, confident in the fact that she should know because she had nine lives.

   Wee Min and Marlo searched each other’s eyes for some time and, as if coming to a mutual silent conclusion they both said the same thing at the same time.

   “ Love is light. Sound is shape. Time is right. Cho!” They pronounced this last word with an explosion of breath into the room, simultaneously imagining a spherical Flower of Life expanding from a tiny dot to infinity. From a point between them a great circular field of light shot out at great speed. It passed through the walls of the small room they were in as if nothing would stop it. In its passing the atmosphere of the room suddenly changed, the air became more rarefied and clear as if the very atoms had become more organized. 

    Together they sat down on the floor back to back and began to dream. Hath curled up into a cozy ball; it was time to call the others.

Fifty two furry feet

Finding footfall flawlessly.

Twenty six feline eyes,

Silent seeing sagacity.

Thirteen circles, intermeshed,

Telepathic tribe of great black cats.

Thirteen dreamers, open wide

Awakening to what's inside.

A world of beauty

On the brink of death.

The circles secrets 

Sacred breath.

One dreamer, one dream

No person left unseen.
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Chapter Three

The Grove
   Dreams come in many varied hues of realism. Some maybe hazy and insubstantial whilst others so sensorial and strident that, to the dreamer they are more real than waking life itself. Over many years Wee Min and Marlo had trained themselves to enter into, by an act of will, a vibrant, tactile shamanic state of dreaming, a precise harmonic of consciousness where the dreamscape was as reliably familiar as the world one finds in the waking world. The only difference being that here the rules that govern what is possible and what is not were very different indeed.

   With the crystal clear surety that one is the dreamer and the dream, the creative possibilities in this place were limited only by ones own imagination. Just as an architect sits between the invisible world of their imagination and the mundane world, as the medium who brings the future into solid form, so here the dreamer consciously connects with archetypal forces of creation to sow the seeds of inspirations which will grow into the future of their hearts desire. Whatever is dreamed here remains as permanent a feature of the dream as any creative act in the waking world, and so, causes and effects are set into motion. 

   Over hundreds of thousands of years of conscious dreaming “The Grove” had been crafted into a magical place of wonder, by the dreams of druids and shamans, of pure heart and mind, whose intent was of the highest integrity and clarity of devotion to love. 

  From within The Grove, worlds of radiant divinely inspired dreams unfolded into the collective consciousness of humanity and, by its own gravity called out to dreamers seeking answers to come and partake of its ancient inspirational wisdom.

*************

    Marlo looked around the familiar dreamscape before him. All the flowers shone with a celestial elegance and from their scent the deep memories of all the times he had come here before filled his mind.
     A path of golden stepping-stones lay before him, curving down a gently sloping grassy glade up to a silver bridge that arced over a wide fast flowing river. On either side of the bridge were two tall standing stones, and beyond the silver bridge he saw the outskirts of the familiar forest, circled by the river. On both sides of the river stood other standing stones at regular intervals, slightly smaller than the ones by the bridge. From the bases of the stones on the forest side of the river, hazy streams of blue green lights flowed out of the ground. They snaked away into the forest from every direction.

    The stones on the opposite side, facing away from the mysterious trees, emitted a slow undulating chant, ripe with power, protecting this sacred dreaming space. 

   All stones hold the stories of what they have experienced in their long slow lifetimes. They are literally made of the epic stories that have taken place in history. They are even created by other living things, such as trees, turned into stone by the colossal powers of time and the high pressure inner workings of the Earth.  

  Wee Min was not to be seen anywhere. 

   “She must be off on business of her own,” thought Marlo to himself. 

   He wore a cloak of fawn colour cashmere sown with golden threads depicting the Flower of Life and upon his head he wore his best dreaming hat, which was white, tall and pointed with a large floppy brim. The only decoration the hat had was a thin spiral of the same golden thread, which wound its way around and around from the brim to the peak.

    Marlo concentrated and his body rose smoothly up in the air, several inches off the ground.  He began singing a magical song to himself in an ancient tongue, and whisked off along the path, never changing his height above the ground. It was the song he always sang to himself before entering the woods to perform magic. The song was his song of remembering. Very important not to forget who you are and to do what you are. In English the song went like this.
I am a magic wand.

I am a guardian of light.

I am the gatekeeper of Dreaming.

I am the awakened who awakens.

I move through the winds of imagination,

Bearing the shapes of making.

My movements trace the circles of time,

The balance of being and doing.

I am etheric water by nature.

I am at your service.
     As he swept along within his dream he added a splash of colour to the sky with his mind and brought a host of beautiful lilac butterflies into existence with a wish. Just for fun he created a ten feet high sculpture of the inner ear in mother of pearl. The butterflies danced around it, their senses alert to the tiniest changes of the breeze, stirring the fractal nature of cause and effect with their joyous thrill of being alive.

   The standing stones stood like two huge sentinels guarding the only way into the Grove. They were nine feet tall and made of a wondrous translucent green stone called nephrite. A rare form of jade which, within its swirls of many shades of green held veins of white and rose quartz as well as inclusions of long blade like crystals of emerald green actinolite which grew out of the two stones from their bases and ringed their tops like great crowns. 

   Deep within the stones one could see a single huge quartz crystals and upon the stones smooth surface impressions of other quartz crystals long since turned to nephrite over millennia. Straight lines within the swirling greens, whites and pinks.

    Held within the contours and shadings of these two mighty stones, facing inwards, were the images of mighty Jaguars. From certain angles they stood like statues, yet at others, by a trick of the light, they rose upon their hind legs, mouths open in silent roars paws upheld and ready to strike, so that as one approached they might seem to suddenly leap for you if you approached with fear in your heart.

   Facing outwards towards the other standing stones were beautiful, ancient figures of “Stone People” dreaming. Facing upwards towards the heavens “Stone Children” smiling, their arms held up in praise.

   Through the stones the sunlight streamed and refracting creating a wonderful aura of many colours about the stones. Marlo passed through the stones feeling their presence evoke within his dream a sense of expansive calm, balance and protection and a soulful link to all that is through the homely love of brother and sister dreamers wherever they may be. 

    At the bridge he reached out and rang a tiny golden bell that was mounted near the handrail and waited.  

  Presently, out from the forest came a large black cat. It was a meter high at the shoulder, decidedly feline, almost like a panther except that it had deliciously long shiny black fur; large ears with curling hairs like a lynx, and extraordinarily long whiskers that quivered to an unfelt wind. Long sweeps of fur came down from its cheeks and chin, giving it an air of mysterious sagacity. 
    Its fur was wet; as if it had just come from having a swim when it saw Marlo it gave a deep growl as if to register displeasure for having been disturbed. This cat was a Kolar.
  “Good day to you to Pythagoras” chuckled Marlo, giving him a tickle under his chin. “How are you today?”  

  Pythagoras gazed back at him with a haughty expression on his face and wrinkled his whiskers. He looked like he was actually about to say something. Marlo stepped back.

   “Yes, yes, yes….go on.”
  Pythagoras, however decided to ignore him and, staring off into the middle distance, pricked up his ears and sniffed the dreaming wind.

  “Aw I thought this would be the time!” Said Marlo, a trifle disappointed.

What he was referring to is the fact that Kolars, are by nature very good poets, dreaming poets you might say. Amongst their own kind they communicate with rich telepathic images even in waking mode. This happens with many humans too but mostly when they are sleeping.

 On rare occasions Kolars will actually come out with the most beautiful poetry and quirky remarks in various languages, surprising themselves in the process. When it happens it is as if the Kolar has suddenly dreamed itself into the human world so much so that for a brief period of time they speak as if from a dream, where they forget they are feline.

  Ordinary cats do this too from time to time but their vocabulary tends to be limited to one or two words. 

 Kolars have excellent memories. They can also grab hold of the coils of dreamtime with their claws; are extremely long lived and have an intuitive grasp of geometry, which is most unusual for cats and something Kolars are rather proud of.

 Marlo replaced the bell in its holder and floated over the bridge and into the forest with Pythagoras padding along the path in front of him. Silver Birch trees, as white as snow, their bark ringed with subtle lines of peach and russet, yellow and sky-blue lined the pathway through the forest. The wood was silent, warm and still, full of imagination. Pythagoras’s paws made no sound as he walked gracefully along. He was like a king in his kingdom granting his protection to all who came here. 
  Beyond the Silver Birch trees mighty Oaks stood, their trunks gnarled and their bark full of the subtle shapes of humans and animals wrapped into and around trunks and branches. Their mighty presence invoked a feeling of strength and courage and a power to protect.
 Further away from the path, on both sides, delicate blue green lights could be seen, long stream of light like living rivers, bordered by dreamy Willow trees. 

Within these rivers of light dreams of all kinds danced as they wound their way into the heart of the forest.

  Down the path they padded and floated until the Silver Birch trees gave way to Yew trees. How many there were was hard to tell for each trees’ lower branches touched the earth and from that place a new tree grew. Perhaps there was only one tree, as old as time itself.

 As they passed along the atmosphere of the forest took on a new quality. There was a presence of patience and of growing and dying and growing again. Within this texture was a warding ness, a sense of foreboding dark shapes moving suddenly from shadows and of treasures tangled in roots for those who dared to look. 

Though somewhat scary the Yew trees also evoked a deep feeling of protection, as if their presence banished any presence of evil. Any fear one felt here was a fear that you brought in with you, not a fear in the place itself, though it may not have seemed that way at the time.

 For some distance the Yews persisted and then up ahead, through the trees, a glade opened out, a wide-open glade ringed with giant Ash trees that towered up high above the Yews. Their canopy reached out far above the glade the uppermost branches leaving only a circle of open sky through which streamed the light from nearby stars and suns and moons.
 Beneath the Ash trees, several meters from there smooth trunks, stood a ring of twenty seven, three meter high standing stones of beautiful unpolished rose quartz. Each stone had within its form the image of a guardian spirit, some human, and some animal, some not of the human world at all. 
 Within the creases and the contours and the shifting shadings of the stones they were held. Made of the flow of passing time and the touches of the elemental emotions of dreams become forces of shaping winds and stormy rains.  

From time to time lightening flickered within the stones and behind the power of their physical presence soft voices spoke. Each stone’s mighty heart beat once every full moon and in between the beats the stones listened in silence to the stories unfolding in peoples dreams.   

Entering their circle Marlo felt all negativity being cleansed from his light body and a love of artistic beauty swell within.

   Pythagoras walked around the stones sun wise and rubbed his body against each one. As he did so the feint whisper of voices was replaced by the gentlest of low deep hums, each one slightly different in pitch from the next. A wonderful calming cascade of bass tones and their interplay of harmonics filled the air, evoking a deeply reverential atmosphere and charging the circle with power. 

 When he had completed his round Pythagoras placed himself on the path that led up to the stones and assumed his most commanding statue like pose, facing away from the stone circle and fixed his dark green eyes on the path through the forest. His ears alert to the quietest of sounds.

    Marlo stood with his arms clasped behind his back and gazed around this sacred place.
   To his left was a shallow circular pool of ultramarine blue water, its colour all the more vivid as the sides of the pool were made of Kyanite. Tiny purple flowers grew around its’ borders and its’ bottom was strewn with five-pointed star shape sand. 
   In the centre of the circle was a huge boulder of granite, three feet high and seven feet long. It was the shape of a mighty egg split in half by a bolt of lightning from the hand of God. Thirteen large circular grooves had been flash carved into its highly polished mirror like surface. Each was twelve inches across and they formed a beautiful six-sided star shape, known in many traditions of the world as “The Fruit of Life.” From the centres of the circles straight grooves ran to each other depicting well-balanced geometrical shapes.
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     Marlo pondered on the teachings he had received about Dreaming. He recited the rhymes of knowledge, handed down orally and transmitted in meditation from teacher to student over the millennia.

    They formed a synthesis of knowledge untaught in children’s education these days. This was a pity, as we would all spend over a third of our entire lives in the land of our dreams. Quite why the subject was deemed of no value at all was quite beyond Marlo’s understanding. As adults were not the living of our dreams something we all searched for?

Wake and sleep, wake and sleep.

To natures seasons always keep.

Sun and Moon, Sun and Moon.

Honour each light, to enjoy their boon.

No separation of Self from Divine.

From this feeling, seek and find.

Physical, etheric, spirit, astral, soul.

Gather power in sleep for tomorrow’s goal.

Reality begins as dreaming seeds.

Magic creates and fulfils your needs.

Answer the need to sleep and roam.

Fatigue is the call of the soul, for home.

Discernments edge keep bright and keen

Distinguish which of thirteen’s your dream.

A dream from experiences of the days just gone?

No medicine here, dwell not on them long.

A dream of healing for self or a friend

Knowing what’s to be done for all to mend?

A dream that is guidance from your soul

Fathom its messages; find your gold.

Teaching dreams, yours or through a friend,

From soul to soul they do wend.

A dream where you awaken within your dream?

Now you’re the artist of your futures gleam.

A dream of knowing what will soon be,

A day or two later it is there to see.

A dream so real it cannot be a dream!

You’re locked into past’s life force beam!

A dream of blending from I to we,

Knowing what your waking life cannot see.

A dream undertaken with your intent.

Underworld, over world; communing with the dead.

Ancestral dreams of collective ceremony,

Bringing into life the will of divinity.

Wild dreams, oh flying free compliance,

In this realm shatter laws of science.

Dreams sublime sourced in holy word

So simple! Oh to understand what you heard!

No limit when, symbolic mysteries

Definite dreams unfold as prophesy.

   Marlo, reflected upon the act of being awake. To him it seemed clear that the physical body is a wondrous vessel, animated by the life force of our spirit; that which can commune with our soul. The soul, not the body, being the true self and that self is in every way intimately part of the oneness.

  Whilst awake, one’s body, itself a geometrical living marvel made of the most sacred proportions, is fuelled by the life force, the ‘Ki’, within the air we breath, the food we eat, the love we share and the indwelling conscious light of the spirit.

   The spirit is tucked away within a mediating life force, the astral sheath, and dwells within the heart, sending its power through the network of 169 vortexes of energy, the major and minor chakras, to the many physical systems of the body. 

    Each charka a blend of colours and sound: a spinning force of consciousness, each concerned with a particular aspect of life’s rich tapestry. The depth and integrity of our self awareness determining, as a two way thing, how one functions as a human being.

    Surrounding the body is the etheric sheath, a veil of energy, semi osmotic in nature, created by the spinning of ones chakric system in dynamic relationship to the Earth, Planets, Stars, and Galaxies. It holds the patterns of sound and light that enable one’s form to resonate as solid matter.

   The interplay of so many things determines our health. The interplay of the earth’s electromagnetism with our own; the quality of all we take into our bodies; the fluidity of the flow of love though our being; the degree to which we live our truth; the nature of the thoughts and images in our minds. All these and many more go together to produce heath and happiness. 

     Marlo smiled, thinking about the difference between positioning ones body in vertical or horizontal relationship to the giant electromagnetic field of the Earth. What enormous differences it actually made to ones experience of life! And what a change in experience between having one’s eyes open and one’s eyes shut! He recalled a poem he had written long ago.

Open your eyes,

Gotcha says vision.

Open your ears,

Gotcha says the spell of sound.

Open your mouth to eat.

Gotcha says what you’ve eaten.

Open your nostrils to breath,

Gotcha says whatever is in that air.

Close your eyes.

Roll your senses into one,

You are the illuminator

Of your own thoughts!

Now you’ve got it

Rather than the illusion
Gotten you

    He smiled with the memory of when he had written it, then went over in his mind what he had been taught, and observed, as he prepared himself to get down to work.

   Whilst asleep the etheric sheath allows the astral sheath and the spirit to rise from the body, leaving behind them the knowledge, as food, in the form of lights and sounds and shapes, what it brings to us every day of our lives.  

   This process takes place to varying degrees of separation depending on our state of awareness, yet a connective resonance; an umbilical cord always links the two. Certain meditations, such as imagining breathing in white light to fill and surround ones body prior to sleep, make this a consciously nurtured act. 

   As we sink into unconscious sleep our spirit, ferried as it were in our astral body, travels to the realm of our soul. Here, having let go of mental images from the day, if all goes well and our sleep is not disturbed, the soul gives us of itself the energy we need to survive, to rest and refresh, to heal and to receive, guidance in the form of dreams. 

   Marlo pondered the wonder of it all, remembered how it feels to have a lack of sleep or a lack of dreams or indeed to have nightmares! It certainly effects how we feel physically, emotionally and mentally. He smiled to himself, contented in the fact that no matter how much he knew there was always more to the mystery. 

    Marlo strolled over to the great split stone table and beheld the thirteen circles, one in the centre, six arranged perfectly around it and six more beyond those, carved into its mirrored surface. He nodded to himself; this indeed was the “Fruit of Life.” 

  He knew that it had a holographic nature: that it was a pattern which could repeat itself infinity, going inwards as smaller versions of itself, or outwards as larger versions. Its nature had solved the problem of infinite storage capacity in nature, and is used in the design of computer chips.    

  From the interaction of the circles, the feminine principle, and the straight lines, the masculine principle, came the symbol known through long ages as Metatrons’ Cube. It was the living link between the microcosm and the macrocosm, snuggling perfectly within the deeper mystery of The Flower of Life. This was the blueprint for the whole shebang. 
     From their long years of practice and study in the art of dream shifting Marlo and Wee Min were very aware that it was possible to utilize these archetypal symbols, to activate within ones dreams, access to the harmony of the spheres and the angelic realms of light. Through conscious dreaming one could provide the physical body with a very rich diet indeed. What was more, through the principles expressed within the symbols one need not dream alone! 

    Marlo left the stone and walked over to the azure blue pool and bowed low. When he righted himself he clapped his hands twice and said in a firm, authoritative voice.
“Oh spirit of this Grove,

Spirit of the dreamer and the dream,

I thank you for being here.

To the East to the West

To the South to the North

To Above, Below, Within
And throughout.

Let there be peace.
For without peace can no work be.

Oh Pool of Naming, I am that that I am.

Dream shaper,

Guardian of light,

Maker of dream tribes.

I call forth the first Ring of Truth

For this family of kindred dreamers.

     Marlo reflected a while upon the shape that he had created through honoring all the directions. Two pyramids with their bases meeting, one pointing up, and one pointing down. As above, so below. 

   He then bent down and drew a pentagram with his index finger on the surface of the water. The shape he made held fast as golden light within the meniscus of the water.
   The humming from the stones increased into a mighty AAAAAH sound and a single sphere of white light emerged from each of the twenty seven standing rose quartz stones. They floated over to the pool, and in triangular groups of three fell into the water, straight through the heart of the pentagram. As they touched the water they released their light, which melted in a flash into the golden pentagram. Nine times three spheres fell into that star and each time the ripples of their light pushed out its shape, rounding its straight lines until it became, by degrees a perfect circle of gold.

   As the last ripples faded away a solid ring of gold twelve inches thick and one fifth of an inch thick fell to the bottom of the shallow pool.

“Thank you “said Marlo. He took a deep breath, held his hands out in front of him, cupped as if holding a sphere and sang a long sweet soft tone, within which many overtones coiled. The golden ring rose out of the pool and hovered in front him. Maintaining the same tone on the same breath Marlo turned towards the flat stone table and pushed his hands in that direction. The golden ring floated slowly through the air and hovered on its edge a few inches in the air above one of the carved rings that kissed the central one. A great silence filled the rose quartz stone circle.

   Marlo sat on the ground and waited patiently whistling a merry tune to himself. Presently Pythagoras turned around from his position breathed in deeply looked at Ring of Truth and gave a mighty belly roar. The roar of another Kolar answered his call and another beautiful black majestic feline with midnight blue eyes came bounding into the stone circle. The humming of the stones awoke once more with that roar. The Ring of Truth began to rotate slowly and emit a delicate high-pitched tone and purple light began to appear within its centre. Its light was of many shades from soft lilac to a deep amethyst mist.

    Marlo and the second Kolar disappeared as if suddenly pulled out of this dream and hurled into another. Upon the mirrored surface of the great flat stone table, the Ring of Truth continued to spin faster and the colourful misty light began to thicken, pulsing away safely within this sacred place where the journey of particularly lucid dreams start out to connect to the physical world. Pythagoras lifted his noble head and sniffed the air, ears suddenly alert. He dropped down quickly onto his belly; something was prowling out there in the forest. As silently as only a cat can be he slipped out of the stone circle and melted into the shadows.

