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What People Are Saying About

The Wool Ball, the Smelly Cat and the Cranky Corpse

With his keen ethnographic mind, the author revealingly examines his profound dreams and synchronicities. His many deep analyses demonstrate that active engagement awakens deep psychological and spiritual growth.

Bernard Beitman, MD, Founder and President of the Coincidence Project

The author uncovers the mystery of human experience by sharing his personal and poignant stories. As a social scientist fascinated by ethnographic research on vulnerable groups, he delves into his own struggles with anxiety and fear, loss and grief, and the illness of his daughter. Through painting, dreams, meditation, and narratives we are invited on a journey of enlightenment and recovery with, at the same time, a glance at synchronicity and coincidence. This is a courageous project embracing all ways of knowing in his writing about intricate relationships with the self, family, friends and nature.

Eddie Chiu, PhD, clinical psychologist and professor at Alliant International University

This beautiful book conveys a view of the world in which our living is vividly interpenetrated by a second life of dreams and synchronicities. The author writes with intelligence, grace and insight. His words are like a path. A path to the edge of mystery. Where you meet, not only his heart, but your own.

Rob Foxcroft, author of Feeling Heard, Hearing Others


This book is a profound revelation of reality as an intricate multi-layered complexity where sensing, dream symbols and implicit knowing are available to be formulated into a new understanding of life. We re-experience our own reality in order to make sense of it, as well as re-experience others’ experiences to understand theirs—just as readers re-experience and dip into the intriguing reality articulated in this book.

Akira Ikemi, PhD, Professor, Kansai University






A True Fable

dreams play out in waking life

like a fable

slowly unveiling from the depths

a flower blossoms

thirty stamens whisper in kaleidoscopic silence

in ruins and rubble

softly sung hymns can be heard from afar






This book contains mention of suicidal ideation, mental health disorders, eating disorders, and animal injury. Reader discretion is advised
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Foreword

by Rob Foxcroft, author of Feeling Heard, Hearing Others

Reading this beautiful book as somebody with a European cultural background, I found myself thinking of Jung’s Memories, Dreams and Reflections and The Red Book. I remembered some of the visionary writings of Laurens van der Post and I thought of the deep healing which took place during the making of Alice Miller’s Pictures of a Childhood.

As you read this book, you are drawn into a fascinating and distinctive view of the world, in which our living is vividly interpenetrated by a second life of dreams and synchronicities. You cannot fail to be charmed by the sense that you are meeting a lovely human being at a most intimate level, nor could you fail to be aware of his intelligence, grace and insight.

The story reads like a thriller – a poetic thriller with the mysteries of an unseen world always unfolding within it. You are anxious for the author’s daughter as she wrestles with the uncertain outcome of a serious eating disorder. You are haunted by the threat of imprisonment hanging over the storyteller. You fear with him the shadows of dangerous men.

The prose is never less than captivating and the story is illuminated by a series of exquisite paintings so that, in the end, I was reminded above all of the great poet-painter, Wang Wei, in the synthesis of words and images.

In a Chinese painting of ‘mountains-and-waters’, there is always a winding path. The path leads to a threshold. And everything leads inwards to the heart. In this life-enhancing book, there are these same elements. The words are like a path. A path to the edge of mystery. Where you meet, not only the author’s heart, but your own.
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Prologue: The Beginning of a Spiritual Journey

My daughter woke me up, softly whispering words I could barely hear, but using exaggerated facial expressions I could hardly ignore, “Two men are here asking for you.”

Standing at the door were two heavily built men in black suits. They didn’t come in. They were private investigators hired by a big financial corporation. One showed me his card, the other handed me a legal document. “Ask your lawyers to follow up,” he uttered sternly, without further elaboration.

I read the document. It asked for the monetary transaction records of a corporate social responsibility (CSR) initiative of which I am a director. The parent company of the CSR initiative was involved in high-risk investments incurring colossal debts. As I read the details, my heart sank, but I didn’t experience any anxiety. I signed, and they left.

For the moment I was calm. I had no fear, but it surfaced little by little afterward, growing to slow-burning anxiety and then to throat-choking dread when the lawyers explained that I could be facing grave legal and financial consequences. It was in the middle of the prolonged crisis of the Covid-19 pandemic. The unpredictability of the rapidly changing social circumstances at that time fed into the ordeal and made it worse.

My regular weekly hike with a group of retired friends was scheduled that morning. I didn’t skip it. I joined the group on time. The hike had resumed after stopping for a few months because of several Covid outbreaks in the community. Fellow hikers were delighted to see each other. I mingled, smiled, and chatted as if nothing had happened. In fact, in the following months, only a few of my friends ever learned of my situation. People are wary of the risk of the unknown. Better be discreet.


Walking along the hiking trails, mind blank, my heart was saddened, filled with the weight of a bag of stones. But hiking in the countryside was much better than fretting at home and pondering restlessly on the things to come.

It had started to rain when we arrived at a difficult climb. A few hikers had gone up but the remainder waited for the rain to stop. The hill was a dozen meters high and too slippery under the pouring rain. After a long wait and a few failed attempts, we decided to go for another, less difficult trail. No good working against the weather. One fellow hiker jokingly said, “If Mother Nature warns you time and again, give in. Don’t argue!”

The rain and the detour kept my mind occupied. It was good. I didn’t have time to think. But as the sky cleared, the thorny events to come kept pressing on me. The phone rang. A meeting with the lawyers was set up for the afternoon. There are two of us involved in the case. Brian and I are directors of the charitable initiative, which is a subsidiary company, a small division of the CSR taking care of social services, with the executives and founders of the parent investment company shouldering major liability.

As the group rested by a small reservoir, I decided to cancel my lectures and talks in the coming months. I sent out a few brief text messages. The disappointed organizers were curious and questioning, but I didn’t allow myself to give the slightest hint of what was going on.

This is just a snapshot of the commotion that has been going on since that morning. What happened to me has been hectic and eventful, but the events inside me have been much more significant and long-lasting. Amid the emotional turmoil came a series of coincidences, which turned enigmas into meanings, sufferings into blessings, and life-long egoic pursuits into compassionate redemption. I have experienced synchronicities in dreams and in my waking life. So has my daughter, who suffers from a life-threatening eating disorder. She wrestles with her inner demons -- a messy wool ball, a smelly cat and a cranky corpse, imagined and real, ethereal but deeply entwined with her life. This book is a diary of my endeavor to understand the coincidences I have experienced, to stay with my daughter on her long road of recovery, and to find a spiritual anchor for this earthly life.

Each chapter begins with a painting that drawn in a mindful and meditative state. It is a visual account of the chapter that follows. Throughout the book, names, places, personal particulars and the specifics of events have been altered and obscured for anonymity, but I have documented dreams and visions as accurately as I can. Among them, the most pivotal is the dream which carries the archetypal symbol of a sacrificial lamb. In the timespan of two years, the dream has gradually unfolded its meaning: it is an invitation for me to give a peace offering for myself, my family, and for K-Town, the city I reside in. The journey began at midnight on March 23, 2021.
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Chapter 1

Meditative Focusing and the Dragon Dream

A Midnight Call

It all began at midnight on March 23, 2021, when I received a phone call inviting me to participate in a CSR initiative to provide psychiatric support for citizens of K-Town, especially those afflicted by the pandemic. K-Town is a multi-ethnic city with a significant proportion of the population of Hakka Chinese descent.

It was quite a peculiar situation when my phone rang. I was waiting for my daughter, Constance, to get off from work. Despite taking anti-anxiety drugs, she was still anxious about her diet. She had a severe eating disorder. A rule allowed no eating after 8:00 pm, and her panic attack would be unrelenting if she couldn’t get back home for dinner before this deadline. For the past few years, I had given her a ride home almost every workday to help tame her anxiety.

That evening, I waited for six hours before finally getting her in the car at 2:00 am. The street was empty. She was abysmally beaten, teetering on the brink of collapse. Part of her eating disorder meant that she couldn’t voice her needs, especially to her superior at work. Despite the boiling emotions inside her, she had held tight to her calm composure and stayed in her office for hours. She didn’t eat. She could have asked for a short dinner break or a time out for a walk as she was only on standby to help her boss revise an urgent proposal. But she didn’t make any request, just sat there, frozen. I didn’t want to add any extra straw to her back, so I told her I was fine waiting, working on my column in a small basketball court nearby. I texted her, “Don’t worry about me, I am drafting my essay. You need your father to stand by your side.”


A well-known medical doctor phoned me and explained that the charitable endeavor was reliable. The parent investment company laid aside a small but regular percentage of its revenue to finance the CSR operations. Providing free psychiatric care for the public was a long-term commitment. The financial implications were huge, and so was the workload I might have to shoulder. When the conversation ended, I strolled back and forth in the empty courtyard. I had worries. As my daughter was very much dependent on my support, it would be detrimental to her if I got myself entangled in some demanding operations. I ought to decline the invitation to become involved.

But the other side of me argued with compelling force. Supporting those suffering from psychological trauma has been a serious undertaking dear to my heart and I have written a lot about my commitment to this. If I declined I would be going against my own conviction and belief. At that very moment, the column I was drafting was encouraging readers to care about each other’s wellbeing in challenging times. After some soul searching, I agreed to attend a briefing the following day.

As I recall the sequence of events, the very beginning of this prolonged legal entanglement – that ground zero at the basketball court – was a meaningful coincidence that I wasn’t aware of until months later. That was the only time I had had such a long wait for my distressed daughter, long into the night. Amid her agony, she texted me from inside the restroom of her office, in tears. She was screaming inside, but she couldn’t make the slightest squawk.

Scrolling back to the text messages I wrote her on that night, I read, “Mother Nature is generous. Sunshine is for everyone. All you have to do is face the light.”

On my mind as I wrote the text to my daughter was an obscure poem she used to cite. It is recited in a scene at the very end of the last episode of the TV mini-series 11.22.63, an adaptation of Stephen King’s book of the same title.


We did not ask for this room,

or this music;

we were invited in.

Therefore,

because the dark surrounds us,

let us turn our faces toward the light.

Let us endure hardship

to be grateful for plenty.

We have been given pain

to be astounded by joy.

We have been given life

to deny death.

We did not ask for this room,

or this music.

But because we are here,

let us dance.

Her reading of this poem was quite different from mine. She had a burning sensation when she read “let us turn our faces toward the light,” as if she was scorched by the imaginary heat. While for me this line reminds me of the bible verses, “The Word gave life to everything that was created, and his life brought light to everyone. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness can never extinguish it.”

I encouraged her to step into the bright side of life. But later, when I looked at things through her eyes, I could vicariously share her feeling of cuddling down in darkness and fearing the scorching sun. It seemed an unfathomable paradox that the inertia of her depression made her feel safe, even when she was in the darkness of pain and hardship. It is easy for us to say, “Face the light, and light will effortlessly extinguish darkness.” But for those who are deep in their sufferings, a leap of faith is difficult. She used to say the poem struck a chord in her. There were some contradictory emotions she couldn’t understand. At that time, to be astounded by joy was still far off.


Looking back, my daughter’s recovery has been inexplicably intertwined with the events that unfolded after that midnight call. My predicament, unknown to me at that time, has speeded up my psychological and spiritual growth, and in turn, my experience has inspired my daughter to sail through life challenges of her own.

Focusing

Ten years ago, in my early 50s, I had a pretty good career in academia, a good marriage, and a lovely daughter working diligently at the beginning of her career. In the eyes of my relatives, friends, colleagues, and students, I was living a good life. I thought so too, for I had been working extremely hard to be a good husband, a liberal father, an innovative researcher, and a caring teacher. But I was gradually running out of steam, like an orange which looks normal from the outside but is drying up inside.

I had a tough time maintaining my stamina. Not that I was not performing, but as my research grants got bigger, my projects lost the novelty they used to have.

My wife, Teresa, had a successful career as a physical therapist. We were both content with a family life that was peaceful, but our hearts and minds were drifting apart as the years went by. So was my daughter. She had a good relationship with us, but all three of us lived separate lives. Teresa and I were not aware of Constance’s depression until a late stage. The irony was that I was not aware of my own depression either.

Like Constance, I was able to perform very well despite my depression. No one sensed any problem in me, not even myself. I was as energetic as a stand-up comedian when I was lecturing, immediately switching off when I left the lecture hall. I ate my lunch alone. I didn’t answer the knock on my office door. I drank a lot before going to bed, but I wouldn’t go over the tipping point of being drunk. This had been going on for many years, until I finally decided to retire early and mend the broken shards of my shattered life.

There are many roads to the inner journey of our earthly life: prayer, meditation, yoga, mainstream, and alternative therapies… When one’s life is leading toward a dead end, I believe a door will be opened for the willing soul.

Eugene Gendlin, the late philosopher and psychologist at the University of Chicago, initiator of a practice called “Focusing”, was a door opened for me. He analyzed thousands of therapist-patient sessions recorded on tape and found that successful cases were those in which the clients talked differently and had a willingness to change. They made successful changes because they did something inside themselves, irrespective of the therapists’ techniques – “differences in methods of therapy seem to mean surprisingly little.” Gendlin turned this inner act that these successful patients were doing into the practice of Focusing.

Eight years ago, Liz, my former research student, and her husband Cliff, took a gap year at Plum Village in France where they came across the practice of Focusing. Interestingly, instead of bringing me back a book by Thich Nhat Hanh, the founder of Plum Village, Liz gave me Gendlin’s little book, Focusing. I read it but didn’t manage to experience its transformative effects.

A few years later, someone by the name of PC was offering courses in Focusing. I took two courses from him and started my inner journey of self-discovery with this new-found tool. For me, at that point, the exercise was about psychological awareness rather than being explicitly spiritual. It helped me know more about myself, about my self-centeredness, even my hypocrisy. Focusing was a quick way for me to face squarely and frankly my insecure ego.

My first, most enlightening, focusing experience was on Yakushima Island, at the southern tip of Japan. We were a group of ten, staying in a nice tourist cottage by the seaside. Late at night, ten hours before a storm hit the island, the beach was extraordinarily calm. The full moon was like a mirror, pure silver light in a clear sky. Enormous rain clouds covered the horizon as far as the eye could see. A storm must be gathering there, but mysteriously, the ocean here was smooth and quiet. The tide gently caressed the ash-white sand, the soothing sound eased the tension of the imminent storm. Strange moonlight effects had wrought shining silver edges on the clouds. The stars were shining, the view wide open. This was Kyushu Japan’s southernmost island, Yakushima. The weather alert said that high winds would paralyze traffic on the island the following day.

It was around 2:00 a.m. and everybody else was asleep. Standing on a ledge overlooking the beach, a feeling of something solemn yet unknown came over me, as if I was conscious in a dream covered by a gossamer veil. I had a gut feeling that here was a good place to put into practice what I had learned about Focusing. I opened my senses and immersed myself in the immediate moment. In front of me was the panoramic view of the glittering sea. There was an eeriness in the air, despite the deceptively tranquil scene. This state of presence, rich in sensations, was a window into my gradual understanding of the unattended self.

The practice of Focusing starts with a step Gendlin called “clearing a space”: be aware of whatever feelings and concerns are coming up, greet them one by one, and put each aside, next to you. With a clear space inside, it is easier to get in touch with the edge of the unknown.

Gendlin’s idea of an edge is the hidden side of the self we are temporarily unable to recognize, deep in the ocean of the unconscious – those past events we cannot remember, and a variety of painful experiences we do not want to face. The edge is the shoreline of the unknown. It is the partly hidden, partly visible boundary of the unconscious.


Exploring the edge, we are felt-sensing the unknown. Gendlin called Focusing a process in which you make contact with a special kind of internal bodily awareness. He called this awareness a felt sense, which is intuitive, sensory, in the realm of the body:


• “A felt sense is usually not just there, it must form. You have to know how to let it form by attending inside your body. When it comes, it is at first unclear, fuzzy. By certain steps it can come into focus and also change. A felt sense is the body’s sense of a particular problem or situation.”

• “A felt sense is not an emotion. We recognize emotions. We know when we are angry, or sad, or glad. A felt sense is something you do not at first recognize – it is vague and murky. It feels meaningful, but not known. It is body-sense of meaning.”



The calmness before the storm was sharpening my senses. My felt sense came strongly. The picturesque moonlit sky was half covered under a still curtain of prescient clouds. Focusing encourages being gentle with these murky felt senses at the edge of my existence, staying close with patience and tolerance, not being judgmental.

I was presented with unfamiliar moods which I did not evade, or rush to understand. The felt sensing of my edge was the starting point of my inner journey. I felt the weariness of performing the role of pleasing all through the years. Underneath the peacefulness of a harmonious life was a storm of inconceivable turbulence. I could smell decay when I groped towards my hidden self in Yakushima.

I won’t go into the details of my issues, suffice it to say that my skillfully managed persona was alienating my feelings and needs to such an extent that I was no longer connected with myself. I thought I was a good husband because of my compliance; but in doing so, I suppressed a lot of resentments towards Teresa. I thought I was a liberal father because Constance was free to explore whatever interested her. It is only very recently that Constance told me that she felt the weight of my high expectations on her; me all unaware. Sadly, my stiffness was alienating her. I thought I was a humble scholar, but deep down I was judgmental and jealous.

I considered these sentiments incompatible with my perceived self and forcefully brushed them under the carpet. Out of sight, out of mind. Being a nice guy was fine, but when overdone, I came close to a state of desolation, believing my persona was my good self. It is like wearing a theatrical mask, performing a socially acceptable role, and mistaking the mask for the real me. All my attention was given to maintaining the mask, at the expense of the wellbeing of the flesh and blood behind it.

For the two years after the trip, many of my suppressed feelings began to unfold. It was a prolonged and painstaking process to get out of the dark tunnel of my depression.

The Parachute

I am grateful to have recovered before my daughter’s depression worsened into a big crisis. With the experiences of my own recovery, and the practice of Focusing, I was able to reconnect with her and lend her a helping hand. When I put my stiffness aside, she found me much more approachable. At that time, she might have sensed my changes. When her suffering became intolerable, she decided to reach out to me.

I remember one poignant summer night, eight years ago. Teresa was already asleep. I was alone in the living room. Constance came back home in her jogging suit, sweating all over, frazzled. She broke down in tears, saying, “I can’t go on like this anymore.”


I was shocked, because like me, Constance had been strong, presentable, and independent. Even though she had been depressed for years, Teresa and I had had no clue of her dire condition like sleeping only for two to three hours every night for a few years. She had been putting on her good-girl persona and performing it well. She had held her breath for too long, until she could not hold it any longer. For the first time, Constance told me that she had been suffering from insomnia, high anxiety, an eating disorder, and depression ever since she graduated and started working. She had bruised her knees because of over-exercising and couldn’t jog anymore. She had messed up her hormonal cycle because of her strict diet. From that night on, Teresa and I have been accompanying her on a long road of recovery.

Constance started to see a clinical psychologist once a week. For years her eating disorder and depression had been dragging on – three steps forward and two steps back. The good thing is that we, as a family, have rebuilt trust among ourselves. Constance has felt comfortable enough to be willing to share with us her pains and sorrows.

As I discovered more about her suffering, the burden on me became heavier and heavier. I reached a crippling point four years ago, when Constance first told me about her suicidal thoughts. They usually crept into her mind before going to bed. It was so vivid that I felt shivers down my spine listening to her taut voice: images flashing involuntarily in her mind of her jumping from the roof of a tall building, the wind whipping through her fluttering shirt, feeling the pull of gravity and the gust of wind on her face, body plunked to the ground, bone shattered. A graphic sight, no pain, but piercing fear…

Constance’s psychologist suggested that she see a psychiatrist and take medication, which she was very reluctant to do at first, until we reached a life-threatening crisis.


I received a call from Constance at noon. This was odd, as she seldom called during the day when she was busy at work. Despite her illness and her youth, she was heading a team of a few dozen staff at that time. There was a whooshing sound of the wind at the end of the phone and my heart filled with lead.

Her voice, trembling, “Dad, can we talk? … I am on the rooftop…”

A part of me was frozen, chilled all through my spine; another part of me was barely able to stay calm. I thought to myself, how lucky that she called, and that I hadn’t missed the call; that I had picked up the phone immediately.

To distract us both, I started talking about trivial things, asking about the work she had done that morning, etc. Then I asked her to leave the railing at the edge and walk back to the staircase.

We stayed on the phone until she was calm and easy.

Hanging up. I collapsed in a heap on the floor, totally exhausted. Teresa was by my side. “We need to stay strong,” I whispered.

I rushed to Constance’s office and met her alone, holding her hands, telling her I would always be on her side. With her permission, I informed one of her trusted colleagues about her condition and asked the colleague to keep an eye on her. I called Constance’s psychologist at once and she referred me to a psychiatrist and an appointment was quickly arranged.

Constance agreed to take medication.

Dr. Wang, the psychiatrist, was a gentle lady in her 40s. She was generous in giving us ample time to talk about Constance’s condition. She won Constance’s trust by sharing her empathy for suicidal patients, how painful and desperate they are, and how strong the emotional pull is that makes ending one’s life seem to be the only thing to do. She told Constance that for her suicidal patients, “There is no alternative in their mind. Death is the only way out.” In many ways, Dr. Wang could connect with the feelings deep inside Constance. She told her, “With patience, recovery is possible.” Taking medication gradually took effect. Constance’s routine of rehearsing suicide before bedtime subsided.

A few months later, Constance told me about a strange dream she’d had of falling from a high place in super slow motion, with stylistic camera angles. She was an onlooker, no fear, no pain. It was like watching an art film by the acclaimed director Wong Kar-wai. The dream alerted me of a possible relapse. “Is Constance on the edge again?” I asked Dr. Wang anxiously. But she gently explained that there was no need for alarm. The dream was qualitatively different from involuntary suicidal thoughts. Those aestheticized images in her dream, coming out of her unconscious, were her defense, drawing a distance between her life and the imagined tragedy.

Going through the challenges in those eventful months, I had learned a great lesson too. All of us face life choices of our own. No matter how much I care about Constance, I can’t take her place and bear the suffering for her. Even if she decides to end her life, that’s her decision. All I can do is stay by her side and be an empathic companion, providing her with all the support I can give. In the depths of desperation, the pull of self-destruction seems inescapable, but with the company of loved ones, life is a bit bearable and healing is possible.

Some time afterward, Constance had yet another interesting dream: she was falling off the roof, and in mid-air she felt tired, very tired. She asked herself, “Why not pull open the parachute and take a rest?”

In the dream, as soon as she had that idea it became true. A magic bling, a parachute wide open, filled up fully. The sky was blue. White marshmallow clouds were close at her fingertips. She was resting peacefully up in the air.


I remember still, the whole week after she told me that parachute dream, every time I thought of a blue parachute, with a swoosh it would open fully.

Dreamwork

Three years ago, Liz introduced me to a group of friends from all walks of life, who have been meeting regularly ever since. The practice of Focusing brings us all together. The group is led by a teacher called Ed. A devoted Catholic in his early 70s, he is open to Buddhist thoughts and other spiritual practices. Besides teaching Focusing, he has led a few dream workshops, mainly in the Jungian tradition.

When I was in my 30s, I was fascinated by Carl Jung’s ideas on dreams. I attended some courses in dream interpretation but found I was getting nowhere. Ed rekindled my interest in dreams. Under his mentorship, I have been recording my dreams in a diary and attending a monthly dream workshop with a group of Focusing friends. Working on dreams has unlocked another door to an enigmatic, expressive, and uninhibited world in which some shadowy sides of me can be unveiled. Dreams embody abundant resources for my individuation, a key term coined by Jung, referring to the process of the life-long journey into the unconscious to attain better understanding of ourselves. Working with Constance on her dreams has also facilitated a few major breakthroughs in her recovery, for dreams help her face squarely the traumas she has been avoiding for years.

In dream literature, there are three main types of dreams: firstly, the “little dreams”. They are residues of the waking life, and mostly of little analytic value. They are here for the processing of everyday emotions and experiences.

Secondly, the “blockage dreams”, or “compensatory dreams”. They are latent imageries of suppressed feelings, traumas, and blockages. They compensate for the one-sidedness of our waking life. If we are facing too much towards the bright side of life, dreams tell us there are shadows at the back of our mind. The unconscious persistently sends signals to the conscious side until the messages manage to get through the bottleneck to facilitate self-awareness and personal growth.

Thirdly, the “big dreams”, or archetypal dreams, through which the personal is connected with the collective unconscious. Accumulated throughout human civilization is a big reservoir of mythic images and imageries, which reveal themselves in big dreams to articulate some significant issues about the dreamer as well as society at large.

I have been working on a lot of blockage dreams which help me, and also Constance, to know more about our hidden selves. Of the three types, the most unfathomable is the category of “big dreams”. They are often dismissed by academic scholars as mystical fantasies. I remain a skeptic, pondering upon the impossibility of centuries-old images permeating time and space. It is quite remarkable and improbable that a dreamer would dream of these mythic images, which are beyond their personal life.

Added to my curiosity is my research interest in collective memory. Throughout my academic career, I have studied how social and commercial interests produce traditions and histories in their favor, and how people share emotions and myths under the common social conditions of the times. Since the COVID outbreak in 2020, K-Town, the city where our family lives, has undergone colossal changes in which collective emotions are reconstructed and social history rewritten. The impacts of the pandemic were felt on a global scale. Many K-Town citizens share the edginess and stress as the social fabric is torn and rebuilt in the tumult of transition.

Societal and family ties are transforming. According to various surveys, cases of depression and PTSD have been on the rise. It is understood that collective emotions will find their way into dreams, in which the hopes and fears are bigger than those of the individual dreamer. I have experienced this in my own
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