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The time after dreams  
being the dream of time.  
Awake . . . ! Go where there will not be  
and when will not be . . .  
go tranquil, go confident,  
you will not lose your way  
in the path of the Moon-Sun:  
the lucid road of Dawn.

 

Remember that one life marks the other;  
one thought knits another.  
Think of what you do not need to take  
and rest, before the final rest.  
Being the time of dreams, the time of awakening.

 

Today you must fly;  
today you must be free;  
what here disturbs, there comforts;  
what here you long for, there it happens.  
Go, Apprentice of Dreams,  
simply wish, and you will be there . . .




Preface

The world of dreams is real. Though at first you may think it impossible, all you have seen and felt in the dream state, all of it, is as true as anything you have ever experienced in your waking life. Furthermore, just as two neighboring countries eventually influence each other’s culture, the lucid and Astral lives have influenced each other since the beginning of time. For those of you who search for a place beyond imagination, where dreams become more solid yet still more fluid, you will find this volume a good fit.

In the beginning I contemplated writing this book in the form of a course. But that would have been almost impossible, as the delicate processes of mind and energy are not rigid or prescribed and, to get to their core, perhaps the least appropriate thing would be a list of rules and determined practices. No, to teach you what I have learned I must tell you about my own  journey to discover what has been called Astral Projection, but which is more adequately described as the awareness and control of consciousness. If you are excited about discovering what dreams truly are and how to begin controlling them, read this work carefully; you will find forms developed that will help you to find lucidity where others see only confusion and diffuse shadows. Though this is a memoir, I have written these experiences in the third person because of the particular nature of this story. In dreams, the dreamer is often simultaneously himself and an observer; with time this effect is amplified as all things seem more distant and one’s past life in turn becomes like a dream.

The simplicity of listening to a gentle song calms us with its tranquil sensations; I hope that the story I am about to tell will give you incentive enough to begin cultivating the Art of Dreams. But before we begin I will ask this of you: Open your mind. The road to the awareness and control of consciousness in dreams is the road by which we let go of our prejudices. If the mind is limited in conscious life, so will the unconscious life be limited—its capacities will be solely dedicated to making up for the chains imposed by daily life. However, if the mind is liberated when awake, that same liberation will come immediately into dreams, as a rapid and inevitable consequence.

 

Asanaro 
In the year of the Bamsei




TIME OF AWAKENING
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I

Apprentice of Dreams

Haa . . . saa . . . naa . . .

“Who am I?” he wondered. He raised his eyes toward the pale green sky while, in the west, slowly and in some strange order, eight Star-Suns were setting. There was a white beach . . . soft . . . warm . . . perfect . . . all matched with the great silver sea that caressed it with gentle waves.

The visitor stood and looked around him. He could see three buildings, apparently made of wood, though if they were wood it was a very odd kind. They were perfectly circular, and on the side of each there was a round platform on the ground, of the same size as the building. There were no streets, only half-hidden paths camouflaged by the grassy fields that began where the sands appeared to sigh.

Slowly, without really paying attention, he came to a small promontory made of smooth rocks that seemed to form a natural  jetty. The view from there was grandiose and beautiful. The mild glow of the sea and the suns distracted him from his thoughts, and the tranquillity he was feeling was beyond description. Even though he could not see anyone as he looked toward the forest or the sea, it seemed that he was well accompanied. As the suns set, the sands pulsed strangely, as one’s chest expands and contracts with slow, deep breaths. In this same way the sea, too, breathed, the waves exhaling upon the beach in a counterpoint to the sea’s inhalation, pulling itself back before the next wave broke. Suddenly he felt a soft, unseen hand touch his left shoulder. Even without seeing it, he knew that it was the hand of a girl. He felt compelled to turn to see her, though he did not want to. He turned . . . and there was no one there.
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The suns now patiently disappeared as the sky and water became one, the suns setting in a line from small to large. They were not so bright as to hurt his eyes; instead their soft light was calming, as if they intended to match the light of the land and sea. At that moment he wished to fly, to move up and away from the natural jetty where he stood.

He did so, and began to fly steadily, gently. He flew higher, and as he did he looked more curiously on the shining sea,  the white beaches, the grass, and those three circular buildings that so perfectly matched their environment. He thought about how it would feel to live there. Why weren’t there any roads? Maybe the people did not need them anymore, maybe they could fly as easily as he was flying right now. All of a sudden he thought about flying itself . . . how could he be flying? The moment that doubt came into his mind he began to drop quickly, falling fast until his feet nearly touched the ground. In an instant he took up the impulse again, and running just an inch above the grass, he began to fly again. Soaring again, it no longer distressed him, because now all he could think about was wanting to see someone, anyone who lived in that strange place, though he could not see anyone or anything. He could see neither animal nor bird, no living being, although he felt strongly some presence; it was just that he could not see them . . . he could not . . .

Suddenly he felt an emptiness, a sensation of cold, and he felt a pull that caused him to fall backward, not toward the ground but up into the sky. Everything became dark.

“Where am I?” he said to himself, still asleep. He tried to look around, and for a moment he seemed to recognize a room between the shadows. He closed his eyes again, still sleeping.

The cold feeling returned, along with an uncomfortable dampness and a tickling feeling, soft, through what seemed to be his body. After a while he began to notice the sounds from far off: tremors that could be the humming of cars . . . a clod of indecipherable noise. And then the sensation of the body’s weight, immovable and dominant. He could not move, he could only feel that inevitable weight. With another moment came some sense of touch, and then vision, first opaque then slowly  translucent, accepting light bit by bit through his half-opened eyelids.

He began to move, with only clumsy control of his body. For a fraction of a second his mind wandered in no idiom: Where was he? What was he doing there? Who was he? These questions of the unconsciousness of consciousness repeated themselves several times until . . . Wham! Quick as a whip he recovered his link with time and space, and with that link his consciousness came snapping back—work, habits, responsibilities . . . He covered his head with his pillow.

Like a bucket of cold water came that spine-chilling RINNNNNNNGGGGGGG! of the alarm clock. He thought . . . “Mmmm . . . Now I know it’s inevitable . . . I’m awake!!!”

“Come on! Up, man!” was how our Dreamer gave himself a bit of courage and at the same time welcomed himself to the world. Especially the world of responsibilities. He sat, still a little sleepy, on the corner of his bed, and began a new day. In those days he always had something to do. The first thing was waking up, and next, looking at the clock he despised yet needed desperately, he would say the same thing:

“What the . . . I’m already late!” He jumped out of bed, washed his face and brushed his teeth, combed his hair a bit. “I’m ready, but for what . . . Ah, University!”

Despite the fact that he lived on the coast, the mornings were not too cold. Just a little cool, but running from home to catch the bus to make it in time for his first class always warmed him up quite a bit. Then came city traffic, with its typical pulse and routine. That was the time when he would finish tying his shoes and fix himself up a bit. Almost every day the same people, same sleepy faces and same weak smiles, sat on the bus. This  time of year everyone was just waiting to go on vacation, and this day in particular was the last day of classes. He wasn’t quite awake enough to realize it, so he sat and counted traffic lights, streets, a church, a supermarket. He played his occasional game of trying to recognize the same cars, even entertaining himself with his favorite silly little game of following the telephone wires.

And then—University. Who ever thought up such a thing? Wasting half a day of the best years of your life sitting in that witness stand of a seat, waiting to face the teacher’s questions, all on a whim. One really has to have character for that. In those days our Dreamer just told himself that it was all for the degree . . . But then he would wonder . . . who gave the first degree to the first university?

While everyone made an effort to look serious for the morning professor, our Dreamer would often draw. His classmates’ books were full of letters and words, while his were full of worlds, figures, and strange characters. On more than one occasion he was discovered.

“Let’s see Mr. . . . What can you tell me about the case of . . . blah blah blah?” To tell the truth, he never could say much, and even if there were some times when he could jumble a few thoughts together to get out of trouble, there were plenty of others when all he could say was “Sorry!”

Those long mornings of “study” were endless. Really, there are things that you are born for, and to be honest, though he didn’t know why, he knew he wasn’t born for that. But he persevered, armed on one hand with the question “What else would I do?” and on the other with a sharp pencil to draw away the time while the others wrote down every word the professor said.

But now our story has gotten sidetracked . . . how did we get here? Ah . . . we were exploring this world of dreams. Actually, this is where the interesting part began.

Our Dreamer had been impatient with the common facts of everyday life since he was a little boy, perhaps even before. For some, as they grow, impatience turns to restlessness, and this restlessness into searching. With this kind of search comes investigation and adventure, which had led our Dreamer into some surprising situations.

In those days our Dreamer had already known Alsam for a while. Alsam was one of those strange beings who do not fit so well with the norms of the city. He had formed a small, unique school in that coastal city; his teachings possessed a certain mystery, and his students were not at all stereotypical. Alsam’s school taught arts for the body called Seamm-Jasani and Boabom; to the beginner’s eye these arts looked something like a cross between yoga and an unusual form of defense. Over time, a few of the students began to encounter some unexpected and surprising aspects of Alsam’s teaching, which, as we shall learn, is precisely what happened to our Dreamer.

That afternoon our Dreamer would go to visit Alsam and the school. It was the moment he always waited for, the day of his class! But this class was different. It was nothing like those university classes that bored him—it was a class he never wanted to miss. He always ran faster than anyone else, away from the routine of the university, and toward his lessons in the Old Arts.

It was a hot but breezy afternoon, and the ride on the bus seemed interminable. As soon as he got to Alsam’s school, our Dreamer knocked on the door three times and Hernan, who had also been a student for some time, opened it almost immediately.  Hernan smiled and told our Dreamer that there was a group of new students and that Alsam was describing the different courses offered at the school. Entering the main room, our Dreamer saw many people: some regular students he recognized, as well as eight people he had never met before. They all greeted him with a bit of curiosity, as did Alsam. A man of average height with a long beard and a smiling but enigmatic expression, Alsam was nearly finished addressing the attentive new students.

“So, to summarize, in these teachings, which comprise Boabom and Seamm-Jasani, we learn and then execute simple movements; these progress from the most basic steps and projections to the most complex coordinations, with the goal of achieving tranquillity and fundamental balance. The beginning course in which you could participate consists of three subjects, or courses, essential to the development of body, mind, and relaxation, as each physical movement taught here has a direct link within the mind. These three courses are: the Art of Awakening, or Jass-U; the Art of Active Relaxation, also known as Seamm-Jasani; and the Osseous Art, also referred to as Boabom. The Art of Awakening is a fundamental beginning to these classes: in it we move the body in order to awaken our physical-psychical energy. Seamm-Jasani, the Art of Active Relaxation, combines gentle movements and breathing to promote quietude, vitality, and health. Finally, Boabom, or the Osseous Art, is an art of defense and energy united in meditation. Together they comprise an Art we call the Path of Eternal Youth. If you consider the practices you will learn here as exercises for relaxation, they will help you relax. If you see them as ways to improve your health, they will also bring you health benefits, and . . .

“. . . if you look at them as a way to awaken in dreams, they will be a key . . .” This last seemed a whisper, and our Dreamer looked around, wondering if anyone else had noticed.

Alsam continued, “If you see Boabom as an Art of Gentle Defense, it will improve your personal harmony, security, and vitality. Basically, it’s a bit like dancing: You have to feel it, dance it, in order to understand what it is! Now . . . do you have any questions?”

Some of the new faces asked a few questions about the classes, about the days and times and some other details. Our Dreamer, meanwhile, wondered why Alsam had said that about dreams. Our Dreamer had never heard him speak of that before, and, besides, no one at the school even seemed to have noticed Alsam’s whispered comment—they had come because they had heard that Boabom and Seamm-Jasani were an excellent combination of relaxation and physical exercise. Dreams had nothing to do with it. Why had Alsam said that?

While our Dreamer was agonizing over that question, most of the new students left, saying that they would come back later that week to begin their classes. A few of them stayed to speak with some of the more advanced students like Juan Carlos and Eduardo, who were waiting for their own class to begin.

Our Dreamer, however, was still intrigued. That morning’s dream, as well as others before, had piqued his curiosity, and though he had been wondering about his dreams for a while, now he wanted to know: What did these classes have to do with all of it? He would wait for just the right moment to ask Alsam, for our Dreamer was sure that Alsam had some knowledge, knew something about dreams, though this was the first time he had ever heard him mention it.

As Hernan’s class was about to start, all the students were comfortably dressed and ready for their new lesson. There was always a feeling of expectation among the students before their classes; every class was different from the previous, always enriched with a surprise, some new movement or coordination to learn. They all came respectfully and silently into the room where the classes were held. Our Dreamer quietly followed, finding a place where he could sit and watch without distracting or interrupting. But he was distracted; he couldn’t stop thinking about dreams. While he wondered, the students followed Alsam’s directions in rhythm, beginning low and long, progressing to breathing techniques, exercises for the eyes, the neck, and balance, then through the midlevel techniques. It was always interesting to watch the students link these peculiar movements, from the very simple to the most complex, and the hours flew by.

Once the lesson was finished the class was completed with a special greeting made with both hands gathered in a gesture of respect. The still-perspiring students began to leave for the waiting room, and our Dreamer felt that it was his chance to find out a bit more about the subject, to find out just how much this mysterious teacher knew about dreams. He stood close by him and asked, “Alsam, what is your opinion of dreams?”

“Whaaaaaat?” Alsam sounded amazed, but our Dreamer wasn’t sure if he was just pretending to be. The others who were nearby came closer.

“Well . . . I mean . . . to tell the truth, I wanted to, uh, ask you . . . about dreams. I’ve read somewhere that there are people who can, um . . . leave their bodies and . . . I don’t know if you know . . .”

“Eh? I can’t hear so well through this ear. People who breathe? We all do!” He scratched his ear, inhaling theatrically. The rest of the students began to laugh. Our Dreamer was a bit angered by Alsam’s answer; if he didn’t want to say anything, why had he mentioned dreams when he was speaking with the new students?

Just then someone entered the room. It was Marilyn. She was flushed and, before anyone could greet her, she was already speaking. “I’ve got everything ready!” No pause. “Well, what are we doing? I bet no one’s remembered to figure out the food and everything else we need for the trip! There are only three and a half weeks left!” She took a breath and added enthusiastically, “Don’t forget that we’re going to be lost in the mountains for a long time! Have you forgotten already?” Alsam just smiled and watched.

With his mind on dreams, our Dreamer had completely forgotten about the trip. That year the students who had been in the school the longest had gotten together and asked Alsam to take them to the Osi Mountains. A lonely place between beautiful peaks, the Osi Mountains were ideal for relaxing and developing the teachings. He couldn’t yet fathom what he would learn there.

Angelina, Vanessa, and Marcelo, three of the most energetic students, arrived just then to interrupt his wanderings and interject their opinions on how to best organize every tiny detail, and the students broke out in loud enthusiasm over the trip.

While they were making noisy arrangements to organize the trip, our Dreamer quietly approached Alsam. He was still full of questions, so without being noticed this time, he interrogated him directly.

“Excuse me, Alsam, but while you were speaking to the new students, why did you say that the Art you teach is also useful for . . . ‘waking up in dreams,’ or something like that? I really didn’t understand what you were trying to say. How can you wake up in dreams?”

“I haven’t said anything.” Alsam smiled strangely. His answer was emphatic, and the way he spoke made it seem true.

Alsam was by no means a common teacher. He was always open and willing to show his teachings, but only the ones related to the classes and their movements; it was very difficult to get answers out of him on any other topic. His students knew that the Arts that he taught were far from ordinary, that they weren’t the kinds of techniques taught in any institution, and that they were old, very old, from an ancient Tibetan school, and from long before most other teachings they had heard of. Though people sometimes were skeptical when they first heard about the school, after they started taking classes it didn’t take long to convince them of the depth and age of the teachings. Yet beyond this Alsam remained mysterious, and more than a few students had been left talking to themselves when they asked Alsam about how and with whom he had learned what he knew. Despite this difficulty, our Dreamer was always trying to learn more, and he sensed that, in one way or another, Alsam could help.

A couple of hours later, after another class, almost all of the students had gone home to get some rest. That day, as on many others, our Dreamer stayed until the very last minute; he wasn’t going to leave without an answer! Once everyone else had gone Alsam arranged the room for the next day. They left together, and as they were walking down the street our Dreamer gathered the nerve to ask all the questions that had been occupying him  that day. He didn’t really know how to begin, but after a few steps he did, though with a certain anxiety.

“Excuse me, Alsam, but, you know, I had a very strange dream today. It was as if I was on another planet, totally different from this one. It had many suns and a big silver sea. What do you think? Could there be a place like that? Or was it just my imagination, and am I just exaggerating . . . ?”

Alsam answered quietly, still walking. “What is imagination to you, Asanaro?”

Our Dreamer was happy that Alsam had addressed him so; he knew that that name held a special meaning in the Boabom Arts, and in truth, it had taken him time and dedication to earn it. After thinking for a moment, he answered.

“Well . . . I don’t really know.” Our Dreamer felt insecure. “Maybe it’s what you want to see but doesn’t actually exist.”

“Why have you asked me about dreams?”

“Because I want an answer . . . actually, I just want to know what you know about it.”

“That means you want to know if I know about dreams. Well, tell me something first. Have you imagined that I know something about dreams?”

“Um . . . I don’t know . . . actually, yes!”

“You see, if you think so, it’s just what you want me to know. But that doesn’t exist,” he added, smiling.

“Come on!” our Dreamer said, caught. “I didn’t mean to say that. I know you know something, I know, I know!”

Alsam laughed. “Well, who knows it, you or your imagination?”

“Aaahhh . . . I’m positive that you know something about it, but you refuse to teach it!”

Alsam looked at our Dreamer more seriously and said, “Imagination is a powerful strength, Asanaro; do not ignore its value. This isn’t the first time you’ve spoken about your dreams. I’ve heard you. I know that you’re curious and that you want to learn, but most people are not ready to listen. They just follow the road, the current trend, and they don’t want to hear anything that might change their way. And if they do hear something, they misunderstand it and, therefore, I prefer silence.”

“But if you know about it, why don’t you teach it as you teach Boabom and Seamm-Jasani? Why don’t you have a school dedicated to dreaming?”

He answered quietly. “No, Asanaro, it’s not so simple. What you see as Boabom is not only the development of many external movements, but of internal ones as well. For most of my students it’s a path to relax, to learn a unique form of defense, and to gain security and health—nothing more. But for a few, such as yourself, it has an intense and profound effect. Even so, certain stages of the Art are forbidden . . . I mean, forbidden by their own requirements, because they require too much dedication, not just a few hours of exercise each week. Speaking about dreams is a delicate subject—people are not prepared.”

“I would like to learn, to know what really happens when you dream, and to control that whole stage.” Enthusiastically he added, “I know you can teach me!”

“Well, you want everything. Wanting is easy, but proving it with facts is hard.”

“I’m willing to prove it. But tell me what I have to do to start. I’ve always been intrigued by the world of dreams, and lately they’ve gotten a bit strange.”

“Well . . . if so, I can help you, but you are going to need a  discipline and dedication much stronger than what you’ve had in your classes in Seamm-Jasani and Boabom.”

“I understand, and I’m willing. Just tell me what I have to do. I’m all ears!”

“Well, Asanaro, first, from now on, pay attention to every detail that you hear.” He continued, “Because your dreams are your window to another world, look at them no longer as dreams but as concrete realities. I know it’s difficult to understand, but if you are disciplined and follow certain exercises, you’ll soon see results. In about three weeks we’re going on our trip with the rest of the students . . . you already know the Osi Mountains, so get ready, because it’s a great place to begin.”

Our Dreamer couldn’t contain his excitement, so he blurted out, messily, “That’s great! I knew it, I knew it, I knew you’d help me! I mean . . . I knew you knew . . . you know . . . as soon as I see my classmates, I’m so excited to tell them about it!”

“I said pay attention, Asanaro! Not call everyone’s attention . . . The Art has many paths, and not everyone is prepared for all of them. Perhaps for the basic ones, but not beyond. The remainder of the way can be difficult . . . very difficult. You are the one who wants to learn, not your classmates, so let each one find their own path. That task is for each individual, so don’t start imposing your desires on them, do not even insinuate. Dreams will bring you many surprises—you might learn from them, but you must also learn how to keep to yourself many of the things that you’ll see. You will have to center your mind and learn how to control it.”

Alsam’s words left our Dreamer a little dazed, though in time he would discover why Alsam said the things that he did. At  that moment, however, our Dreamer could only ask, timidly, “Is there a special exercise that I should do now?”

“Nothing special, Asanaro—you are a good student of Seamm-Jasani and Boabom. As I said before, most of the students see the classes simply as exercise, but each movement has a reflection in the mind. In each coordination, in each projection, what moves is the mind, not just your hand, your arm, or your leg. Thus as the Art becomes more and more complicated, it becomes more deeply rooted in the infinite webs that are woven through your body, your brain, and the electric sparks that awaken the areas that had been sleeping . . . you begin to see what you couldn’t before. But that isn’t for everyone, since not everyone can sense it, not everyone has the same conditions, the same amount of imagination. For now, what you’ve learned as breathing exercises in the Art of Active Relaxation will be the best exercise for you to prepare for the Astral Journey. Do them every morning and before going to sleep.”

Our Dreamer asked immediately, “Astral Journey? What do you mean?”

“Step by step, you will learn, all in its moment . . . I can tell you that from a higher point of view, dreaming is a synonym for traveling, for consciously separating from the body, and that ‘Astral’ is merely a reference to the universal, because dreaming can open doors for you so you can see the infinite. In time you will learn the true words and more appropriate ideas. For now, dedicate yourself to your exercises in the Art, and cultivate your imagination, as I’ve already said . . . every night and every morning. It’s the first step on a long road.”

“Okay! Alsam, thank you very much for your explanations.  I’ve only got one question, about the breathing exercises. How long do I have to work on them every night? An hour?”

“No, no, no . . . this is simple,” he said quietly.“Take it easy. Do you remember the breathing technique of the Great Circle from your Seamm-Jasani classes? Well, every morning, when you wake up, sit on your bed and do it three times, no more, which won’t take you more than a couple of minutes. It will be a great help, though, because the more oxygen entering your blood the better. The oxygen is one part of the food of your mind, where you must store the memory of your dreams. In you that memory is still a little unstable . . . on the other hand, it barely exists in most other people. Later, at night before going to sleep, do the same thing. It will calm you from your daily activities while bringing more food into the blood and brain. This is fundamental—understand that the first hours after you fall asleep are when you fall into the greatest unconsciousness, but that doesn’t mean that you stop dreaming. Have you understood?”

“Completely. But . . . in terms of imagination, what special things do I have to do?”

“Well . . . this is a bit more complicated . . . for now, keep in mind the fact that the Earth is moved by two great forces, and one of them is imagination. From now on you shall grow your imagination, adore your imagination . . . take care of it as if it were a newborn child, and do not expose it to those who are not willing to respect it. Believe firmly in it, for it is the door to the world of dreams and it is the link that carries us from the inconsistency that we are accustomed to in dreams to something more real, strong, and solid even than what your imagination sees as physical reality.

“The mind is projected in imagination, creates in imagination,  forms in imagination. You move your arms because of it, you walk, you even speak because of imagination . . . each movement is anticipated by imagination. Actually, the act of speaking in a particular language is a powerful act of imagination. If you ever hear an ignorant person say that dreams don’t exist, just think to yourself, ‘Therefore, words do not either . . .’ ”

“Well, Alsam . . . I must say I’m intrigued . . .”

Alsam laughed hard and slapped our Dreamer on the back. “You’ll make a good Apprentice of Dreams!”

“What?”

“You have been a student and apprentice of Boabom . . . from now on, you can also consider yourself an Apprentice of Dreams. Remember, too, that in every dream there is some reality.”

He liked the sound of that—Apprentice of Dreams; it reverberated like his name in the Boabom Arts, Asanaro. Both sounded great, and he felt happy. Distracted by those thoughts, by the time he turned to ask Alsam another question, the teacher had already crossed the street. He could barely see his teacher, up through the old stairs between two poorly lit streets. In the distance Alsam raised his hands to say good-bye, saying, “See you on the trip to the Osi Mountains! When you’re there, you will have time to awaken!”

Asanaro, our Apprentice of Dreams, could only raise his arms and say good-bye without words. That moment and its lessons had been important, and left him with the feeling that there would be great surprises to come.



II.

Artisans of Mind

The city looks so strange from here, up on my roof,” Asanaro said to himself. He thought, “What would happen . . . if I threw myself from here? Come on, come on . . .” he repeated to himself, “if I jump from here I’ll wind up splattered on the pavement, my hot, red, real blood everywhere . . . or no?”

He mulled it over in his mind as he sat on the roof ’s corner, dangling his legs and propping his chin up with one hand like a pouting, spoiled child who wants to run away. He repeated his thoughts: “Can I jump? Will I fly or fall flat on the pavement . . . I’m sure I’ll fall on my face . . . or am I dreaming? If so, then nothing can happen to me. I can do anything! Can I?

“I could fly high up, the night is so beautiful and the sky seems, well, too clear . . . what am I doing here on the roof, anyway, in my pajamas, dangling my feet? This really is a dream, now I  remember . . . Alsam said, ‘Use your imagination, your imagination, your imagination . . .’ ” he repeated, trying to convince himself, when all of a sudden he felt himself levitate just a tiny bit.

He came back down, saying, “Wow! This really does seem to work! I’ll jump!” and he stood up on the roof of the two-story building built high into the side of a hill. He hesitated, thinking, “No . . . I can’t take this risk! What if I’m really awake! Or maybe I’m really sleepwalking, and if I do jump, I’ll really be jumping! And tomorrow I’d just be a headline in some sensationalist newspaper: ‘Poor Fool Jumps from His Roof in His Pajamas’ . . . and he laughed to himself, trying to relax.
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“I’ll jump, that’s it, since I’m certain I’m sleeping . . . it’s just that this is so real! I guess Alsam was right . . . But if this is a dream, is it just a product of my imagination? Is it real, or what? Oh, now I’m just talking myself in circles . . . here I go! Waaahhh!!!”

Just like that, Asanaro jumped from his roof and, just before  nearly crashing on the ground he began to float, to move upward; he knew then that it was a dream and smiled to himself. He was flying, higher and higher!!!

“But . . . but . . . is this a dream?” at which thought he immediately started falling, again nearly belly flopping onto the pavement. He propelled himself with his hands and feet as if crawling, trying to move himself higher. Then he jumped, first little hops, then larger and larger, until he could fly again, though he wasn’t as high up as before, and he looked quite like a kite on a windless day. He had been in the middle of a city street and was lucky there weren’t any cars around. In an instant he flew up several feet and, looking to his right he saw a white horse far off, behind a street, nearly impossible to follow. Surprised, he looked ahead and saw that he was headed straight for some power lines.

“I wonder if I can fly through them?” and before he could answer he was caught in their midst, all tangled up as if they were gigantic, sticky rubber bands. All he could say was, “I hstaaaatttttteeeeeee these lines!”

RIINNNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!

 

 

The alarm clock rang. Asanaro woke up, agitated and rushed: He was going to be late. In the bathroom he saw himself in the mirror and remembered the dream, remembered that he should have done the breathing exercises before getting out of bed, thinking that he should have gotten up earlier. Then he thought, “Wait a minute! I’m on vacation! Why am I in such a hurry?” He continued, to himself:

“What a strange dream . . . Well, it was just a dream, though Alsam said that in every dream there is a bit of reality . . . nah,  it can’t be, he’s probably exaggerating. What a shame that it’s so long before our trip to the mountains! And the school is closed until then; no classes, and no one knows where Alsam lives. He’s so secretive. What should I do?

“Well, he told me that I should let my imagination grow . . . so what if I imagine that I leave earlier for the Osi Mountains? Well, what about the rest of the group . . . they’re not even considering it, so I’d be alone for three weeks, not to mention the long walk . . . but, imagination . . . That’s it! I’m leaving now!”

 

 

That morning Asanaro packed his bags, carefully folded his special clothes for the classes, and quietly left for the last morning bus. He knew there was a long trip ahead of him, alone, but he didn’t let that concern him; he simply followed what he felt.

Hours passed as his bus came slowly closer to the place where he would meet the other students in eighteen days, from where they would walk, ascending to the place where they would camp with Alsam. The sun was getting low and Asanaro felt a bit concerned. But he had made his decision and would have to climb on his own as it grew dark; there would be no one waiting for him. The bus stopped, only two or three country folk left on it, neighbors of those lonely landscapes. While taking his bags from the bus, he wondered at which exact moment he had chosen to come here before the rest—it was insane! The bus left him in a cloud of dust, alone in the dirt road, and though he knew that now he could not escape this adventure, he still felt quite overwhelmed. That part of the country was known for being rocky and isolated; he didn’t want to enlarge the list of those who had gotten lost off the trail. In that moment, though, there was no  solution other than taking the path that would lead him to the small valley in the mountaintops that Alsam and his students had long used as a gathering place.

 

 

The sun was setting, irremediably, accompanied by a cool evening breeze, the mountains closing slowly around him as his way became steeper and steeper. He had been walking for a few hours already and was tired. The breeze gently swayed the tops of the trees, the road was wearing him out, and his bag, full of food, was not cooperating. According to his calculations it couldn’t have been much farther, but as it was quickly growing dark he became disoriented.
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All of a sudden he saw the light of a distant fire clearly reflected in the towering mountains.

He began to think, “Who can that be? Some local probably camped where we usually do . . . No, that can’t be right; no one likes this place! It’s too far from everything; it’s so isolated!  Maybe some hikers or people on vacation . . . ? No, it can’t be, they’re all on the beach, there’s never anyone here!”

As he came closer he tried to distinguish something, but it was too dark already. At nightfall in the mountains, the curtain drops. Looking around, he kept trying to pick something out, but there was only that shining. He tripped several times, beginning to sweat. His mouth was dry. What was he thinking?

Soon he was close enough to see the fire, but no one was there. He dropped his bag and came closer when, not knowing from where, he heard a voice.

“You are late, Asanaro.”

“Aaahhh!!!” the Apprentice shouted when he heard the disembodied voice. He turned his head and, a few feet from him, quietly sitting on a rock was Alsam, who added:

“I expected you earlier . . . you look like you had a difficult walk.”

“ALSAM! It’s you! I never expected you’d be here so long before the rest . . . it’s such a long time before the gathering.”

“I like solitude, too . . .” replied the teacher.

“Wow, that’s great! Actually, I’m sorry, I probably interrupted you, since I was supposed to arrive with the rest of the group, three weeks from now. Am I disturbing you?” asked Asanaro, a bit concerned.

“No, not at all. In fact, I was waiting for you.”

“Really? Actually, I followed my feelings, and my imagination told me that this would be a very interesting time . . .”

“It’s fine,” continued Alsam, “you have successfully completed a stage, and I see that you are understanding. Now, rest and warm yourself by the fire.”
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Asanaro began arranging his things, and Alsam helped him to set up the tent that he had brought to spend those nights. While they were working, the Apprentice spoke of the strange dream that he had at dawn. When they were finished they sat in the light of the fire and drank a tea made from medicinal herbs that Alsam had gathered nearby. They calmly continued their conversation, for the Apprentice had many questions on his mind.

“Tell me, Alsam. What precisely are dreams?”

“First, you must analyze what reality is to you, and then you can understand dreams. If you want an answer, I’ll tell you that there is no answer, only a path to follow; if you believe that you’re ready for it, take it, but if not, then you’re better off not even trying, because you will encounter some unpleasant surprises.

“What?”

“Pay attention: The world of dreams is a science and an art, and like every science and art it requires constancy, dedication, and a big, open mind, since you can see too much. That is the ‘dream,’ and the difference between the ‘dream’ and ‘traveling in dreams’ is enormous. Every living being dreams; it is a way to rest and renew all of the physical and psychical energies, but at the same time it also is a very special state of consciousness and sensitivity.”

“But . . . does what you see really exist?” Asanaro asked excitedly. “And where do you see it? Inside your mind, or outside of it?”

“You are trying to learn many things without having experienced them, Apprentice of Dreams.”

“I like that you call me Apprentice of Dreams. If I am the Apprentice, then you’ll be my Guide, right?” he added, excitedly.

Alsam laughed out loud. “If that is what you want, then, yes, I will be your Guide.”

“Okay, Guide . . . please tell me what I have to do to learn . . .”

“I’ll start you off with a tip: Begin with experience and come to your own conclusions. But I will tell you something—there is a state in dreams between total unconsciousness and semi-unconsciousness; this is the state that everyone experiences. Later on there comes a state of consciousness, and that is the state that you lived today, according to what you’ve told me. This state is the threshold at which you can begin to cultivate dreams as an Art. When the Internal Art is born the Astral Journey is born, and from that comes the Universal Journey: the Bamso.”

The Apprentice was awed; he didn’t know exactly where in the conversation he had gotten lost. Alsam continued.

“Pay attention. A common mind conforms to darkness in its time of sleep; unconsciousness is the price you pay for abusing mind and body with your daily obsessions. Only on rare occasions will the mind break into the second world, as you have today. In order to live the higher stages, to understand their essential nature and their real reach, one must be very well prepared, Asanaro . . . very well prepared.”

“Why is it so complicated to reach those stages? And why do you have to be so prepared?” asked the Apprentice. “I don’t quite understand.”

“You will understand, you will. The higher stages are far  too intense, and you will see things
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