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This book is offered as part of a living dreamwork practice—an exchange of energy, creativity, and consciousness.
Your purchase helps sustain the ongoing work of recording, refining, and sharing these dreams so that others may awaken to their own.
🌙 Subscribe for dream stories and tips:https://nicholassargent.substack.com
☕ Support my dreamwork:https://ko-fi.com/nicholassargent
Whether you give, read, or simply dream alongside me—thank you for being part of the unfolding.

—DJ Dreamy

—or scan the QR code below—
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Whether you offer, receive, or simply read—thank you for dreaming with me.

—Nicholas
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An Introduction to *The Pearl Dreaming Us – Volume I*
Before a journey begins in the waking world, it stirs in the dream.
This book is a record of such stirrings—fragments, symbols, and visitations that arrived in the night as I prepared for a great transition: the move from a structured life in Virginia to the open horizon of The Pearl, an emerging eco-village in Mississippi.
I have been recording dreams for years—since at least 2020, and even earlier—but something changed at the start of 2025. The dreams grew louder, more layered, more luminous. Patterns emerged. A narrative began to unfold—not just personal, but archetypal. A mythos of departure, transformation, and arrival.
This book captures that mythos through 27 dreamings, grouped into three larger Movements—what we might call arcs of Innocence, Experience, and Ascension. Each Movement contains three Dreamings, and each Dreaming is made of one or more dreams selected for their resonance with a specific soul stage.
But that’s not the whole rhythm.
Within each Movement, the three Dreamings subtly mirror the broader arc—meaning every part contains a micro-journey of Innocence, Experience, and Ascension. And the book as a whole—this volume—is just the first step in a three-volume cycle, with future books unfolding the same mythic spiral.
You’re invited to read not just for meaning, but for memory. Not just for interpretation, but for invitation.
At the close of each Dreaming, you’ll find a section called *Dream Mirror: Reflections for the Reader*. These questions aren’t just about analyzing the dreamer’s experience—they’re prompts for your own inner life. What is rising for you as you read? What patterns are speaking? What dreams have been waiting for your attention?
This book isn’t just about me.
It’s about what dreams us.
And how, when we finally say yes to that dream, the path ahead begins to shine—even in the dark.
Welcome to *The Pearl Dreaming Us*.
— Nicholas Sargent
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​
An introduction to Dream Cycle One
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There comes a moment when your outer world begins to echo your inner stirrings. You don’t always notice it right away. It starts with small questions—a restless edge in the ordinary, a glance at a map you hadn’t meant to unfold, a dream that lingers a little longer than usual.
I was still living in Virginia when the dreams began to gather like signals on a shoreline. Each one seemed to pull back a curtain—not just on who I was, but on what I might become. At the time, the Pearl was just a whisper. An idea. A conversation with Gil. A corner of Mississippi where something sacred might take root. Where I might take root.
But the dreams knew before I did.
They began to show me houses that weren’t mine, trains I was barely able to catch, people I used to know fading into soft shadows. They gave me glimpses of levitation, loss, strange alliances, spiritual awakenings, and subtle betrayals of the self. Not always dramatic—but precise. As if some deeper part of me was trying to reorient the compass.
This first Dream Cycle is titled Dreams of Innocence—but don’t let the name fool you. Innocence here is not naivety. It’s a sacred unlayering. A return to the unguarded truth beneath the masks I wore to function in the world I was preparing to leave.
What follows are three dream movements that traced the arc of unbuilding.
Not the collapse of a life—but the quiet, radiant dismantling of what no longer served it.
Let these dreams meet you like lanterns at dusk. You don’t need to interpret them all. Just follow the shimmer. Let yourself be read by them.
The dreaming has already begun.
​
🌙 Movement One: The House of Innocence

IN THIS MOVEMENT, WE return to the earliest whispers of transformation—those first gentle nudges, the barely audible murmurings of change. This is the House of Innocence, not because it is naïve, but because it holds the purity of first recognition. The dreams gathered here speak in the language of initiation: misfit surroundings, longings for flight, moments of forgotten identity, and the early questions of what no longer fits.
Each dreaming is a breadcrumb along the path toward awakening—beckoning us to notice, to feel, to remember.
––––––––
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🌌DREAMING ONE: THE Dry Riverbed
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When the water has already left, but the shape remains

There was a wide riverbed, cracked and dry, stretching across a dusty field beneath a faded sky. The sun wasn’t harsh, just steady—an ancient witness. I wasn’t alone. Others walked beside me, scattered across the river’s former path like pilgrims tracing the bones of a vanished god. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to. The silence felt appropriate, almost ceremonial.

The earth beneath our feet bore the memory of movement. Carved banks. Worn stone. The unmistakable shape of what once flowed. You could tell this place had held water. Had held life. A floodplain, now fossilized. Sacred in its emptiness.

Someone near me suggested we dig, hopeful we might reach what still runs beneath. Another bent down to point at animal tracks—fox, maybe deer—evidence that even in its drought, the land still served as passage. I lingered behind, gazing at the horizon where the river might have vanished or begun. I didn’t try to fix the emptiness. I simply stood with it.

There was no grief, only reverence. This was not devastation. It was pause. Not the end—just the breath between cycles. Something had moved through here, and might again. But for now, it rested.

The dream seemed to ask, not with urgency but with quiet insistence: Can you love the riverbed even when it holds no water?

Because the shape remains.

Because it remembers.

🪞 Dream Mirror: Reflections for the Reader

	What parts of your life feel “emptied out,” but still hold shape?
 

	Have you mistaken pause for absence?
 

	What do you feel called to love—even in its barrenness?
 

	Where might the water return, not because you force it, but because you’re present to receive it?
 

	Can you recognize your own sacred geography beneath the surface?
 


🌌Dreaming Two: Float, Fall, Fly
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The weightless joy of flight—and the gravity that still pulls
Not all dreams come with narrative clarity. Some offer sensation more than story. Flight dreams are like that. You don’t always know how you got airborne—only that you’ve broken some quiet rule and suddenly, the world isn’t holding you down anymore.
In one dream, I found a balloon. That was all it took. Just one hand on the string, and I lifted effortlessly into the sky. It was quiet up there. I remember waving to a train conductor below as I floated over treetops, a gentle kind of freedom, unburdened by destination. I wasn’t escaping anything—I was simply in motion, in trust. I didn’t need to try. It was all grace.
But not every flight was so easy.
In another dream, I prepared myself to leap—literally dressed for the occasion in a black leather jacket, a cape, maybe even a top hat. There were people gathering around, some of them mocking me as I stood near the railing. I was determined to take off. But this time, I couldn’t quite get enough lift. I crashed in the front yard. It wasn’t failure exactly—but it was humbling.
Still, there was someone in that dream who saw me. A friend, encouraging me to keep going, to learn how to minimize the damage. Her presence reminded me that flight isn’t about perfection. It’s about practice.
These dreams became more frequent as my waking life moved closer to the threshold of change. I was preparing to leave a job, a home, a version of myself that had grown too heavy. And in the dreams, my body responded with longing. Lift off. Lightness. Possibility.
But always, gravity returned. There were ceilings I couldn’t break through, fences I barely cleared, moments I had to land before I wanted to. The dreamspace was gently instructing me: flight is a language you must relearn. And it’s not just about escape. It’s about navigating freedom with wisdom.
Even the failed flights were sacred. They showed me
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[image: ]

​––––––––🌙 MOVEMENT TWO: Dreams of Experience















	Have you dreamed of different versions of yourself?
 

	What might your inner child want to tell you right now?
 

	How do you imagine your future elder self shows up in your life?
 

	Where do you feel time collapsing or circling in your growth?
 

	What reunions are happening within you, quietly and powerfully?
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​🌙 MOVEMENT THREE: Ascension
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	What role are you preparing to leave behind?
 

	How do you define yourself in moments of transition?
 

	Have you left space for the unknown to find you?
 

	What “resume” do you hand to life—and is it still true?
 

	What doorway is cracked open that you’ve been hesitant to enter?
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	Who in your life plays the provocateur?
 

	What does it feel like to choose peace when anger is justified?
 

	Have you ever been tested in front of people you admire?
 

	How do you respond when someone tries to pull you out of your center?
 

	When you’re under pressure, what power do you forget you already carry?
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