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Presenting my dream to the class turned out to be a rather rewarding experience,
which was a complete surprise in light of the fact that I struggled with the class and the
process all quarter long. Time and again, my dreams did not suffer analysis well, regardless
of the method I used. While the dream I selected probably works best with a Freudian
analysis, I used the Hillman approach of sticking with the image to yield the results for the
presentation. More on that in a while, let me first share my dream.
The dream begins with an image of an ATM machine. I have inserted my card and
am trying to recall the PIN—in this case, it will not let me get out of this cave. I want
desperately to get out, I am almost in a frenzy. That is when I become aware of the cave
itself—immense, dark, hard, wet, cold, cold, cold. I am whizzing about as if disembodied,
returning to the ATM to punch in a few other numbers and then panic again. The walls of the
cave are alive with forms, barely distinguishable animal forms that are largely incomplete but
comprehensible as well. As I fumble with the keypad of the ATM, I hear my mother’s voice,
beckoning me seductively. The strange thing is that I cannot tell whether she is beckoning me
back into the cave or out of it. Either way, I again frantically work the numbers but nothing is
happening. Numbers, frenzy, more numbers and then finally I am falling, falling, falling.
Somewhere in my fall, I wake up.
As I reflected later on this dream, rather than images, it was what Gendlin calls the
“felt sense” of hard and cold that stuck with me the most. As I prepared the presentation, I
created a poem that was very evocative of those feelings. I wanted to convey the sense of
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isolation, desolation, and resignation that I felt. I then found images that went reasonably
well with the feelings that the text of the poem engendered. Finally, I selected music that I
felt would have some psychic impact. The original piece was a John Tavener piece for solo
cello, which as I reviewed the presentation was probably much more intense than most
people could handle. The final selection of Old and Lost Rivers by Tobias Pickers seemed to
fit most appropriately. I have included the text of the poem and the images and commentary
of the dream, as well as a collage of some of the visuals that accompanied the poem.
This dream is laden with a great deal of psychic content that I will probably spend a
very long time in trying to unpack, certainly more than the parameters of this essay will
allow. While it is intensely personal, I believe that I can share quite a bit. I will endeavor to
unlock some of the background, look at some of the images and attempt to make a
preliminary analysis of the dream from a mythic perspective.
I mentioned above that the primary emphasis of this dream is probably Freudian,
because of the cave image (womb reference) and the voice of my mother. I am not going to
say a great deal about this other than both of my parents were alcoholic and there was an
outrageous amount of sexual, physical and emotional abuse inflicted upon my brother, my
three sisters and myself by my parents and their drunken friends. My sisters and the ir
children have the most convoluted and tragic family histories one can imagine. My brother
has been imprisoned for child molestation and several of my in- laws should have been
imprisoned for child and spousal abuse. By the grace of God, I have been spared most of the
outward manifestations of the brokenness of my family legacy, but I have some issues that
have troubled me from time to time. Fortunately, my children have not been subjected to the
ramifications of that type of family system.
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I cannot criticize Freud’s focus on the Oedipus myth. Within the family system from
which I emerged, all of those themes were played out on an ongoing basis for many years. I
did want to kill my father, and I did possess my mother. I felt lust and shame and jealousy
and rage all at the same time, as I feared for my own safety and was unable to insure the
safety of my siblings. When it comes to The Interpretation of Dreams, I feel a great affinity
for the work of Dr. Freud.
However, if Hillman is correct, the voice of my mother could actually be the voice of
the “Magna Mater.”[72] In that instance, it would be a wisdom voice calling me either
inward or outward to some other type of psychic experience—not that of which I am afraid
and ashamed, but something else. The fact that it is just her voice, disembodied, and that she
is now dead, could bear significantly on how one interprets the whole thing. This is
something I want to pursue as part of my work with this dream.
As I said earlier, in my presentation, I really tried to convey what Gendlin calls the
“felt sense” of the dream. The ideas of hard, cold and alone seemed to be the dominant
feeling clusters of the dream, and I think I was able to convey that felt sense pretty well. It is
the felt sense rather than the imagery that propels the poem.
Bosnak and Adams both speak of the role of “active imagination” in working with the
dream content. I found myself doing that quite a bit as I created the poem and the visual
presentation. One of the things I am not quite certain about is how much the active
imagination work altered the dream content itself by affecting my memory of the dream. As I
worked with the whole project, it took on a great deal more power than I originally realized.
I am not entirely certain what to make of the animal images on the cave walls. Jung
speaks of animals as wisdom figures in dreams [79], but in the sense of them speaking to the
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dreamer within the context of the dream itself. In my dream, the animals did not speak that I
can recall—but they did make those hard rock walls seem alive. I remember them as being
very much like the cave paintings of Lascaux or Altamira.
The one image I really do want to focus on is the ATM. I tend to think the machine in
this case is not truly mechanical metaphor, but paradoxically represents some aspect of
humanity that is preventing me from leaving the cave. I just cannot find the right
combination to make it happen. How much like life. We think we can slide our card into the
slot, punch a few numbers and get away when we need to. Perhaps we can, but certainly not
in my dream.
As far as the underlying mythology of this dream, I am tending to think of it in terms
of the myth of Orpheus and Eurydice. The falling or flying, empty handed—the emptiness
idea after emerging from the underworld makes me think that whatever Eurydice I was
escaping with somehow did not make it out of the cave. The whole idea of the poem, just
sitting there afraid, ashamed, alone reflects Orpheus sitting by the mouth of the cave
mourning the loss of Eur ydice. Perhaps it may be a little far fetched, but I think I will stick
with that image for a while. I really want to be careful of that story though, because of what
happens next as far as relations with young boys. That is really problematic considering my
family history.
Deciding on what medium to use for the presentation was perhaps the most daunting
aspect of the whole project. When the quarter began there was discussion of creating masks
for the dream project, but apparently, it evolved to encompass nearly any mode of
presentation. I knew that a mask would not work particularly well for my dream, and my
artistic skills are quite limited. The idea of multi- media was appealing, but the technical

Andersen (5)

aspects were a bit inhibiting, as well as the problem that I could not find a workable image of
an ATM. Fortunately, I just focused on the metaphor and not the concrete details of the
image to suggest a machine. It was a very satisfying feeling when the technical details were
finally solved and the presentation given. The response of the class was most gratifying,
particularly in light of how revealing this particular dream was.
Included over the next several pages is a reprise of the presentation. I have separated
the poem from the images, since they will not all render well in black and white. I’ve
included as many as I thought would work reasonably well, but some of the images of snow,
while evocative, just do not reveal enough detail to be helpful.
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