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A NOTE TO THE READER

Before You Begin

What follows is the opening of a book that is not finished
arriving. Paradise (re)Discovered comes out in the fall of 2026.
This is the Introduction and the first chapter, given to you
whole, several months carly.

[ am sharing it now for a Straightforward reason. The
chapter asks a question that does not require a finished book in
order to begin its work. Whose dream are you living? If that
question finds you, it will keep Working on you whether or not
you ever read another page of mine.

This book is the second in a trilogy. The first, A Life Aligned,
was concerned with destination: how to come home to yoursclf
This one is concerned with the passage. The wilderness in the
middle. The part that cannot be shortened or explained away,
and that turns out to hold the thing we were 100king for.

You do not need to have read the first book to begin here.
You need only to be standing somewhere that no longer quite
fits.

Read slowly. Let the material work at its own pace. Notice

what resonates and notice what meets resistance, because both



carry information. And if‘you would like to know when the full
book arrives, there is a page at the end that tells you how.

Welcome to the threshold.

Mark A. Arcuri, PhD

, .
Queretaro, Mexico



PARADISE (RE)DISCOVERED

Introduction

The cave you fear to enter holds the treasure you seck.

JOSEPH CAMPBELL

Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and rightdoing, there is a field.
I’ll meet you there.

RUMI

— Rumi

The morning [ am thinking of begins the way most
mornings in Querctaro begin: with the sound of church bells
faintly audible in the distance before the light has fully arrived,
and the smell of something warm being prepared somewhere
outside. I have been living here since October 2024, in a city
that has no particular interest in whether I have figured things
out yet, in a country that did not ask me to explain myself
when 1 arrived. There is a peculiar freedom in that, and a
particular kind of loneliness that I did not fully anticipate, and
[ have come to understand both as aspects of the same passage.

The threshold has its own instruction.



[ chose to call myself an immigrant rather than an
expatriate when I arrived, a distinction that matters more than
it miglit appear to. Language is never neutral; the words we use
to describe our own experience carry the weiglit of what we are
Willing to acknowledge about it. Expatriate suggests temporary
displacement from a position of privilege, someone on
sabbatical from their real life. Immigrant carries a different
register: Vulnerability, risk, the plain fact of uprooting. It also
places me in solidarity with every person who has ever crossed
a border seeking safety, sanity, or a life their homeland could
no longer offer. That solidarity fele like the psychologically
honest choice, and psychological honesty is what this book is
built around.

I have spent my working life in psychology, with people at
exactly this kind of crossing, the moment when the life they
had been living is no longer adequate for the person they are
being asked to become. I know the difference between a
geographical move and a psychological one. What happened
when [ left the United States was both. The crossing itself was
instruction. The disorientation was curriculum. And what 1

have been learning since, slowly and not always gracefully, is
the subject of this book.
A THRESHOLD AND ITS INVITATION

In 2008, I wrote A Life Aligned. That book was concerned with

destination: how to come home to yourself, how to remember



the essential self beneath the accumulated layers of
conditioning and expectation, how to live in greater alignment
with what is most true in you. [ still believe in that project, and
the recently completed revision of that book deepened rather
than abandoned its central claims. But what A Life Aligned
could not fully address, what I was not yet equipped to address,
is the nature of the passage itself. The darkness between
knowing and becoming. The wilderness that transformation
requires. The thing that happens in the middle, before the
destination reveals itself.

Somewhere in the years between that first book and this
one, I came to understand that the wilderness between worlds
is the crucible, and that trying to abbreviate it or transcend it
is the very move that forecloses the transformation it contains.
Carl Jung called this individuation, the lifelong process by
which a person becomes more fully themselves through
integrating what has been split off; repressed, projected, or
denied. It is a movement toward wholeness that passes directly
through the parts of ourselves we would most prefer to avoid.
The treasure is in the cave. It has always been in the cave.

This book is about that passage. It is about authenticity
understood not as a destination you arrive at once and
maintain effortlessly, but as a practice of returning, again and
again, to what is most true in you, even when the weight of

conditioning, fear, or external pressure makes that recurn feel



nearly impossible. It is about paradise understood
psychologically: a quality of consciousness that becomes
available through the Wiiiingness to inhabit the full compiexity
of a life in transition. And it is about the individuation process

icself,

’

the Jungian arc of becoming more Fui]y oneself, as the
organizing structure through which all genuine transformation
moves.

If you have found your way to this book, I suspect you are
already standing at some version of this threshold. Perhaps
something has ended: a relationship, a career, a city, a version
of yourself that no longer fits who you are discovering yourself
to be. Or perhaps what ended did not wait for your permission:
a dream that dissolved, a person who departed, a future that
closed its door. Either way, you find yourself here, in the tender
and disorienting space of not knowing, carrying a map that no
1onger matches the LeTTitory you are now walking through. That
disorientation is not pathology. It is the beginning of the
passage.

Jung understood that what we grieve most fiercely is rarely
only what appears on the surface. When something central to
our lives falls away, we grieve not just the loss itself but the
aspect of ourselves that was carried in it, the part of us that
lived in and through what is now gone. This is why loss of that
kind can feel disproportionate, harder to carry than others

seem to think is reasonable, longerlasting than the situation



appears to warrant. The invitation hidden inside that grief,
when we are ready to receive it, is to withdraw the projection,
to reclaim the interior life we had placed outside ourselves, and
to carry it differently. This is shadow work. It is demanding,
and it is the source of the most durable transformation

available to us.

THE ARCHITECTURE OF THE JOURNEY

Joseph Campbell spent his life studying the mythological
record of human transformation across cultures and centuries,
and what he found was striking in its consistency. Every
genuinely transformative journey follows the same essential arc.
The hero hears a call to leave the familiar world, resists i,
doubts it, and eventually, willingly or otherwise, crosses a
threshold into the unknown. Trials emerge. The descent into
darkness becomes unavoidable. And if the hero remains in that
darkness long enough, a shift occurs: a death of the former self,
the necessary precondition for whatever comes next. Then
comes the return, carrying the treasure that was found in the
cave: not gold or glory, but wisdom, compassion, and a more
differentiated way of being in the world. Campbell understood
this as the universal structure of transformation, drawn from
the accumulated psychological record of human experience.
Jung understood it as the intrapsychic architecture of
individuation. What both recognized is that this movement

cannot be accomplished at the level of the ego alone. The



familiar self, the identity we have carefully constructed and
maintained, is what must be relinquished for the larger self to
emerge. This is why transformation so often begins with loss,
disruption, or the failure of what we thought we were. The call
comes not when we are ready, but when the old structure can
no longer hold what we are becoming.

This is the architecture of transformation itself, and it is
also a spiral rather than a linear process. The hero's journey does
not proceed tidiiy from stage to stage. We circle back. We
regress. We find ourselves in what felt like the return only to
discover that another descent is rcquircd. Jung's concept of
individuation makes the same point. The movement toward
wholeness is spiral rather than straight, and what looks like
repetition is often deepening. The aim of this book is to help
you recognize where you are in the movement, and to
accompany you through whatever passage you are currently
inhabiting,

The chapters ahead are organized around these three
movements. The first, Awakening and Disillusionment,
addresses the recognition that the life we have been living has
outgrown the identity that once sustained it: the exposure of
inherited illusions, the loosening of dependency structures, and
the beginning of genuine differentiation. The second, The
Descent and Separation, is the wilderness itself: the threshold

crossing, the separation from old identity, the restructuring



that only becomes possible in the absence of familiar ground.
The third, Integration and Return, is the embodiment of what
has been learned, and the offering of that knowing back to the
communities and relationships from which we came. Each
movement builds on the one before it. The reader who arrives
at the final chapter has, if this book works as intended, traveled

a real psychological arc rather than Sll’l’lply read about one.

A CROSSING OF MY OWN

I moved to México in October 2024, and the reasons were both
political and psychological, which is to say they were never
fully separable. The country I had loved and served for decades
was fracturing in ways that felt, to me, structural rather than
cyclical. The values I had built my professional and personal life
around, among them truth, compassion, inclusion, and the slow
imperfect machinery of democratic governance, were eroding
in ways that I could no longer interpret as temporary. Each day
brought its particular form of’ grief There came a point when
staying fele less like 1oyalty than like a refusal to acknowledge
what I was seeing.

[ want to be careful here, because this book is not primarﬂy
about politics, and I have no interest in using a public crisis as
a vehicle for personal drama. But I also cannot pretend that the
crossing was abstract. It was concrete and difficulc and
continues to be both. I grieve the country I left, as an ongoing

project I loved and believed in. T carry that grief alongside a



genuine gratitude for what I have found here: the warmth of
Queretaro's streets and people, the cobblestones at dawn, the
markets, and the particular quaiity of welcome that México
extended to me before I had done anything to carn it. And I
carry something that surprised me: a renewed capacity for
hope, which I had let go of as naive. México elected its first
woman president, Dra. Claudia Sheinbaum, an energy engineer
and climate scientist and person of Jewish heritage governing a
predorninantly Catholic nation. \X/atching her lead with
competence and evident care for her people reminded me that
these qualitics are not incompatiblc with leadership.

What this crossing has given me, beyond its surface beauty
and daily strangeness, is an embodied understanding of what it
means to leave a paradigm rather than simply a geography.
Individuation often requires exaet]y this kind of physical
enactment: the interior movement made concrete, the inner
crossing given outer form. The wilderness I have been
inhabiting is not only the one outside my window in
Quercetaro. It is the one that opened up inside me when the
familiar structures fell away and I was left with the question of
what, exactly, I was without them. That question is the one this

book is built around.

HOW TO READ THIS BOOK

I do not teach in straight lines, and this book does not move in

them either. The approach that hLlS shaped my practice for



decades, rooted in the indirect influence of Milton Erickson,
trusts that insight arrives most durably when it is not forced
but allowed: when metaphor and narrative create the
conditions in which understanding can surface in its own time,
at its own depth, without the resistance that direct instruction
tends to produce. This approach assumes that the reader's
unconscious is already participating, and that the slower, more
patient processes of integration are already underway beneath
the surface of conscious attention. What the book asks ofyou is
not comprehension but presence.

As you read, allow the ideas to move through you without
requiring them to settle immediately into resolution. Notice
what resonates and what meets resistance; both carry
information. Some chapters will strike close to home and
others will feel more distant. Trust the distance as much as the
recognition. The process of individuation is not linear, and
neither is the experience of reading about it. What does not
seem relevant now may become essential later. What lands as
abstract today may become deeply personal in the weeks ahead,
in a conversation, in a dream, in a moment of unexpected
clarity that arrives long after you have set the book down.

This book offers a framework drawn from depth psychology,
from the lived experience of crossing a real threshold, from
decades of working with people in the middle of their own

passages, and from the kind of reflection that only becomes



possible when you have finally scopped moving long enough to
look back at the terrain you have covered. The aim is not
inspiration. The aim is grounded coherence: a steadiness that
comes from having learned to inhabit the questions with less
fear.

Throughout the chapters ahead, I will draw on stories from
my own journey: the struggles, the failures, the moments of
unexpected grace, alongside the insights of those who have
walked this path before us. Where I offer case illustrations, they
are constructed composites drawn from decades of clinical
practice, shapcd to protect privacy while preserving
psychoiogical truth. Where I write from my own experience, |
have tried to be factuaily honest about what I know and what I
am still iearning. The guide on this particular path is also still
walking it. That, as I understand it, is the only honest position
from which to write a book like this one.

My grandmother Rosie used to say, with the partieuiar
directness of someone who had earned her convictions through
living: "You're all right, kid. The world's all wrong." She meant it
as a distinction, that the confusion and grief we carry are not
cvidence of personal failure but signs of contact with
something real. She lived with fierce authenticity until her final
breath, and in her I saw what it looks like when a person carries

individuation all the way through. The treasure she found was



the knowledge that difficulty was a passage. That knowledge is
what this book is in service of.

Paradise is not behind us. It was never safely located in the
past, waiting to be recovered. It is discovered, and rediscovered,
in the act of remaining present to the full complexity of a life
in passage, in the willingness to keep moving even when the
path forward is unclear. The field Rumi speaks of, the one that
exists beyond Wrongdoing and rightdoing, is not somewhere
else. Tt is the ground beneath this threshold. And T will meet

you tl’lCI‘C.

J\/félv you ﬁnd E]”LC courage to ZCQU@ DUhClE no ZOHQCT seroes your becoming.
% J C C C

May YOu trust the wilderness when clarity fad(’b‘ and the fdmiliar falls

away.
May you recognize that you are not lost; you are in the passage.

May you discover that pamdisc was never a destination you had leff

behind, but a quality of seeing that was waiting to be earned.
Welcome to the threshold.

Mark A. Arcuri, PhD

QUERETARO, MEXICO



Awakening and

Disillusionment

The recognition that the life we have been living has outgrown the

idcnrity that once sustained. it.



CHAPTER ONE

Dreaming Our Reahty

The dream is a litele hidden door in the innermost and most
secret recesses of the soul.

CARL JUNG

THE THRESHOLD OF SLEEP

Night after night, the world softens into stillness. The noise of
thought subsides, and something beneath awareness stirs into
motion. The body rests, yet the deeper mind moves through
landscapes  older than memory, images surfacing from
unmapped depths, emotions arriving without explanation,
stories unfolding by a 10gic that dissolves at Waking. We call
them dreams, and yet thcy carry a different kind of truth than
the daylight hours we so carefully arrange.

Here in México, the line between sleeping and waking feels
differently drawn. In the early hours before dawn, I sometimes
sit by the window and listen to the city begin to breathe again.
A rooster answers from somewhere unseen. A cool breeze

carries the scent of earth and fresh-ground coffee. Somewhere



in the faint distance, a lone church bell marks the passing of
another hour. The sky holds its darkness a moment longer, as if
reluctant to release what the night has been keeping.

In those carly hours I feel the city as a living presence, still
and expectant, filled with stories that have not yet taken shape.
The energy that will soon carry people to markets and work is
continuous with what moves through private dreams in the
dark. I taste the sweetness of cafe de olla, feel the rough texture
of the sill beneath my ﬁngers, hear the first Spanish
conversations drifting into open windows, and recognize that
this moment, like every moment, is alrcady bcing shapcd by
something interior.

When we enter sleep, we step into an in-between place the
conscious mind cannot fully enter. Its organizing noise recedes,
and what remains speaks in its native language: color, symboi,
sensation, emotion without name. The dreaming mind does not
invent so much as remember; cach night it returns to a field of
knowing the waking self tends to forget. The dreaming does not
stop at dawn. Every thought and emotion we carry into the day
shapes the pattern of our hours, and the dreams of night and
the choices of day are one continuous current flowing through
different channels of the same life.

All of which opens a question that changes everything;:

Whose dream are you ]iving?



THE LANGUAGE OF DREAMS

Dreams speak in a language other than daylight's. They offer
images: a locked door, a house we have never lived in, a face we
recognize though we cannot piace it. They leave us with images
that linger for years, obscure in content yet exact in their
emotional weight. And yet somewhere beneath thought, we
understand them perfectly. The dream of falling carries
information abourt the life already being lived. The dream of
being chased carries information about the one who flees.
These images are not prophecies; they are the unconscious
making visible what the conscious mind has been working to
avoid.

The soul, as the old traditions understood it, does not speak
in propositions. It speaks in images, in reversals, in figures
encountered at borders and rivers and thresholds. When Jung
wrote about the dream as the royal road to the unconscious, he
was not speaking metaphorically. He meant that the dreaming
mind has access to psychic material the Waking self has not yet
integrated, and that this integration, the gathering of what has
been scattered or suppressed, is the deepest work of a human
life. Dreams are dispatches from that work in progress.

During my first weeks in México, I dreamed I was standing
at a border. The actual border I had recently crossed dissolved
nto something more elemental: a river, dark and moving fast,

deeper than I could see. On one side stood everyone who had



shaped me, people whose expectations I had carried for
decades, whose voices I had internalized so thoroughly I could
no ionger distinguish them from my own. rIhey were Caiiing to
me across the water, their urgency familiar and p]aintive. On
the other side: silence. Emptiness. The particu]ar terror of
unmapped space.

I woke with my heart still moving fast, grief‘ Washing
through me in waves. I understood with the certainty that
sometimes arrives oniy in dreams that this image had nothing
to do with geography. It was about every threshold T had ever
stood before, every moment I had been asked to choose
between belonging as I had known it and the more uncertain
authority of becoming myself The river was the always—present
divide between the life we inherit and the life we might
actually claim. Dreams compress decades into single images.
They move beneath our defenses, beneath the carefully
maintained stories we carry about who we are and what we
want, and they show us what the psychological structure is
actually doing. The dream of the river, I came to understand,
was individuation made nocturnal and personal, the night's way
of asking what the day kept avoiding. And the waking life, I
was learning, had its own dream logic, governed by patterns

laid down long before I had language to question them.
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THE SILENT ARCHITECT

Beneath awareness moves a subtle intelligenee. Freud called it
the unconscious; Jung elaborated it as something far l:irger than
a repository of personal repression, a dynamic, creative force
that participates aetively n shaping lived experience. What the
unconscious believes, it tends to manifesc. What it expects, it
tends to organize the world around finding. This is not
mysticism; it is the architecture of psychological life,
documented across more than a century of clinical observation.
This inner architect is tireless. It protects, creates, and
organizes even as we sleep. Yet much of what it builds rests on
blueprints drawn by others: parents, teachers, carly experiences
that handed us plans for survival before we had the capacity to
evaluate them. These early templates become the seafﬁ)lding of
our lives, sturdy but limiting, familiar but not necessarily
chosen. The subconscious records everything, every tone of
voice, every look of approval or its withdrawal, every moment
of Visibility or erasure. By the time a child is seven, the
architecture is largely in plaee.

Consider a child who grows up Watching a parent struggle
with money, who absorbs the WOTTY in late—night conversations,
who feels the tension whenever unexpected expenses arrive.
That child learns through the nervous system itself, before any
explicit teaching7 that resources are scarce, that safety is

precarious, that Wanting too much carries danger, Forty years
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later, that same child, now an adult with stable income and
sound finances, still lies awake at three in the morning
convinced that everything is about to run out. The blueprint
governs regardless of the circumstances that have since
changed.

Consider also the child praised only for achievement, whose
authentic self was met with silence while performance was met
with warmth. Love becomes something to be earned. Decades
later, that person cannot rest. Their nervous system has learned
that stillness equals abandonment, that being rather than doing
registers as failure. They drive themselves through achievement
after achievement, ecach one leaving them more depleted,
Wondering why success never settles into satisfaction. These are
not character flaws. They are the subconscious doing exactly
what it was designed to do: keeping the person safe according
to the rules learned when survival felt contingent on
compliance.

Here is the mechanism: a belief creates a perceprual filter.
That filter determines what is noticed and what is discarded.
What is noticed becomes the focus of attention. Focus shapes
action. Action produces results. And those results confirm the
original belief. The loop is self-sealing. The subconscious that
believes in unworthiness  will  unconsciously  select
circumstances and relationships that confirm it because

confirmation feels like truth and f‘ami]iarity registers as safety.
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This is why positive affirmations often fail: they address the
surface while the architecture below continues its older, deeper
work.

[ absorbed carly that safecy meant following rules, that
worthiness arrived through external validation, that be]onging
required excellence. These beliefs were never taught explicitly;
no one articulated them as doctrine. They were absorbed
through what was celebrated and what was ignored, through
which questions were welcomed and which were met with
uncomfortable silence, through the subtle ways my family
system rewarded cornpliancc and made deviation costly. By
graduate school, T had taken these patterns for reality itself. 1
did not recognize them as beliefs because they felt like the
nature of things.

[ have spent my life studying the mind, professionaily and as
someone working to understand my own patterns and my own
repeated scumbles. What I have come to understand is chis: we
are always manifesting. The subconscious never stops building.
But most of us are manifesting lives we never consciously chose,

running blueprints we absorbed before we could read them.

THE TWENTY-FIVE YEAR DREAM THAT WAS NOT MINE

The rccognition arrived on an ordinary morning with the
devastating ciarity that truth sometimes carries when it has
waited 10ng enough to be heard. T was sitcting in my oftice,

surrounded by the accumulated evidence that T had done
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everything correctly. The degrees on the wall. The license
renewed every two years. The title that conferred authority
within an institutional system. All of it earned through years of
sustained effort, real sacrifice, and a kind of diligence I had
never questioned because it felt like virtue. And iooking at
what I had built, the recognition arrived with unusual clarity:
none of it was mine.

The work itself, the people served, the teaching, the genuine
contribution: these remained real. But the shape of the
professionai life T had organized, the identity I had constructed
within institutional structures, the version of success I had
been pursuing; all of it had been built according to someone
else's blueprint. I had shaped my professional existence around
a license the state board defined rather than my own
competence, around testing practices that served someone else's
needs rather than my passion, around academic systems that
valued my labor more than my imagination. From the outside,
it looked like success. From the inside, T felt like a stranger
carefully administering someone else's life.

Twenty-five years. The accumulation was staggering when [
finally lec myself see it. I had not arrived here through passivity

or accident. I had worked diligently

M

achieved consistently,
performed the role with genuine effort and real care. The
deeper problem was that I had never stopped long enough to

ask whose dream [ was so faithfu]iy rea]izing. The subconscious
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had been manifesting with extraordinary efficiency, in a
direction I had never consciously chosen.

This is how it happens. We absorb the dream young, before
we have the capacity to examine it. A parent's unspoken
expectations. A culture's definition of what constitutes a life
well-lived. A family system's rules about who gets to matter and
how. These seep into the subconscious the way water moves
into soil, shaping what grows there 10ng before we notice we
are tending someone else's garden. I built inside a framework
that had been handed to me as reality. I never questioned it
because it never occurred to me that it was a framework rather
than the nature of things.

That morning in my oftice was the beginning of a reckoning
with inheritance. And what followed was a process, a threshold
experience that Jungian psychology would recognize as the
beginning of individuation, the confrontation between the life
we have been performing and the life that actually belongs to

us.

THE COST OF LIVING SOMEONE ELSE'S DREAM

The body keeps its own accounting. Even when the mind has
constructed elaborate justifications, when you tell yourself you
should be grateful for what you have, when you appear
successful by every external measure, the body registers the

discrepancy between the life being lived and the life that wants
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to be lived. The body cannot be persuaded by argument. It
responds only to what is actually crue.

During those twenty-five years, [ developed a pattern of
physical symptoms I could not explain through the available
frameworks. Recurring skin eruptions. Palpitations. A fatigue
that arrived without warning and could 1ay me flat for days,
resistant to rest. Headaches that appeared with enough
regularity to organize my calendar around them. I saw my
integrative doctor, adjusted routines, tried every responsible
intervention. Nothing resolved the underlying pattern. From
the other side of that period, the meaning is clearer than it was
then: the body was attempting to communicate what the mind
had not yet found language for. The illness carried no
punishment in it; it was information. The organism, which
cannot lie the way the mind can, was signaling that something
essential was being consistently overridden.

Research in psyehoneuroimmunology has formalized what
body-based traditions have long understood: psychological
states do not merely influence physical health, they are
continuous with it. When we live in sustained misalignment
with our deepest commitments, the stress manifests
physiologically. Inflammation increases. The immune system
operates at reduced capacity. The nervous system maintains a
state of low-level activation, as though perpetually preparing

for a threat that never resolves because its source is interior
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rather than external. The sustained cost of self-betrayal, of
spending one's days manifesting a reality the deeper self
recognizes as wrong, exacts a biological toll that no amount of
professional accomplishment can offset.

The paradox of those years is one I recognize in many people
who arrive at this kind of reckoning: extraordinary external
success alongside an interior depletion that success cannot
touch. The credentials accumulate. The recognition arrives. The
income reflects the effort. And none of it reaches the part of
the self that is actually hungry, because that part has not been
consulted about what it needs. This is not ingratitude. It is the
direct consequence of building a life on an inherited blueprint

1”21'[1’161” than on one's own.

DREAMS AS MIRRORS

Your life, examined with honesty, reflects the beliefs your
subconscious has been building upon, often for decades, often
without your conscious participation. Your relationships reflect
your beliefs about what love looks like and what you deserve
within it. Your work reflects your beliefs about value and
contribution. Your daily habits reflect beliefs about what is
possible for someone like you. The external world expresses the
internal architecture; it does not cause it.

This principle carries no blame. The subconscious is the
guardian of a self that formed under specific conditions, often

conditions of real constraint. The blueprints it works from were
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drawn when the person was very young, in circumstances that
may have disappeared entirely, by people who had their own
inherited limitations and who passed them on in good faich.
The subconscious works according to its own logic. The
prob]em is that it is ioyai, 10ya1 to patterns that once served
survival and have not been updated to reflect what is now
possible.

I think of a woman I worked with over several years whose
life, viewed from outside, resembled something carefuliy
curated. Her home was immaculate in the particular way that
announces sustained effort rather than ease. She served on
committees, organized fundraisers, maintained friendships
through meticulous attention to others' needs. She wore her
competence like a structure that had been there so long she had
forgotten it was buile rather than born. When she came to
therapy, she described herself as empty, not depressed exactly,
though that was present too, but hollowed out, as though the
essential person had been replaced by a flawless performance of
the role.

"I don't even know what I like," she said, in a voice careful
and tentative, as though the admission itself required
permission. "If you asked me my favorite color, I would think
about which color would be approved of. I have spent my
entire life being who everyone needed me to be." As we worked

tOth]’lCT, a pattern emerged: i’lCT mother had been 4 woman
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whose own creative gifts had been surrendered through the
stecady accumulation of prioritizing others. The message
conveyed was not through any explicit instruction but through
what was celebrated and what went unacknowledged: a good
person sacrifices, fulfillment comes through service, the self is
most legitimate when it is invisible. My client had absorbed
this completely and built an entire life on its premises. When 1
asked her what she would want if no one else's needs mattered,
she began to cry. She had never asked herself that question.
Siowiy, tentatively, she began to expiore it, buying a dress she
liked rather than one she calculated would be approved of,
declining a committee position and sitting with the anxiety
that followed, letting the house stay messy for a week and
discovering that her famiiy bareiy registered the change. Each
small act of genuine preference felt disproportionately
dangerous. The subconscious insisted she was failing, that
abandonment would follow for stepping out of the role. And
cach time, she practiced pausing long enough to ask whether
that fear reflected present reality or an old recording from a
time when her belonging had depended on perfect compliance.
Over months, a different self began to emerge from beneath the
performance. She discovered she loved pottery, messy and
unpredictable, not useful in any way the role would sanction.
She found she was most alive in her garden, hands in soil, away

from the management of impression. Her relationships did not
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collapse when she brought her real self’ into them; some
friendships deepened when she stopped performing and started
being present, others faded, and she grieved them and kept
moving. Her children, she discovered, needed a real and present
mother far more than a perfect one.

I think also of a man in his fifties, a physician whose
professional achievement was considerable and whose inner life
had been essentially on hold for three decades. He had become
the doctor his immigrant parents had sacrificed for, had
exceeded every external measure of the dream they carried to
this country. He sat across from me for months before he could
articulate what was wrong, because naming it fele like
ingratitude. What was wrong was that he had fulfilled someone
clse's vocation with absolute fidelity and had never once
consulted his own. He still did not know, at fifty-four, whether
medicine was something he would have chosen.

The dreams we absorb are rarely handed to us with
malicious intent. The people who gave them to us were working
from their own inherited blueprints, their own survival
strategies, their own best understanding of what a life should
look like. Your parents passed forward the patterns that had
sustained them. Your culture offered frameworks it believed
would lead to safety and belonging. The inheritance, however

well-intentioned, carries a cost when it is never examined: the
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gradual erosion of the self that exists beneath all the roles and

all the performance.

THE DREAMS WE ABSORB

Family 10ya1ty operates as one of the deepest invisible currents
n psycho]ogical life. If your father worked his entire life
without adequate reward, the act of thriving can feel, in some
wordless stratum of the self, like a form of abandonment. If a
parent's own desires were consistently surrendered for the
family, claiming your own can feel like an accusation against
that sacrifice. The unspoken rule is clear even when it is never
spoken: carry what we carried. Do not exceed us. Do not betray
your people by arriving somewhere they were never allowed to
go.

This dynamic appears in clinical work with consistent
regularity. A person who steadily undermines professional
advancement because the father died broke, the subconscious
understanding that surpassing him would mean 1eaving him
behind. Someone who cannot settle into a stable partnership
because the parental model offered no template for what
settled love looks like. An artist who keeps the work private,
who cannot bring it into Visibility, because to show it would
mean surpassing the parent who never dared to create. These
are not conscious choices. They are expressions of an
underground loyalty written into the nervous system before the

person knew they had other options.
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Cultural conditioning operates at a larger scale but through
the same mechanism. I grew up inside a particular American
cultural moment that presented one specific dream as the
nature of things rather than one possibi]ity among many. Work
hard, ascend the ladder, achieve the markers of success, and
happiness will follow. Endless growth. Individual achievement
as the primary value. Progress as its own justiﬁcation. This was
offered as reality itself, the water we swam in, invisible because
it was everywhere.

Only by physicaﬂy leaving, by crossing a border and 1iving
within a culture organizcd around different assumptions, did 1
come to see how completely T had absorbed these beliefs as
though they were simply the structure of reality. Here in
México, I watch people prioritize differently. Time with family
over productivity. Celebration over accumulation. Presence
over performance. On any evening, the plaza fills with people
who have come simply to be together, no agenda, no metric, no
cfhiciency to be extracted from the gathering. When I first
arrived, my American nervous system read this as time wasted.
[t took months before I could recognize it as a different and
coherent answer to the question of what a life is for.

Mexico carries its own shadows and limitations, as every
culture does. But the crossing revealed something essential: the
way I had been living was one way among many. The dream I

had been so faithﬁﬂ]y manifesting was ]arge]y my culture's
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dream, the belief that worth is located in achievement, that rest
is a form of failure, that more is a]ways the right direction. And
if entire cultures can organize themselves around inherited
assumptions that are never examined, the same is true of
individual lives, perhaps even more so, because we rare]y have
the shock of genuine cultural contrast to reveal what we have

been taking for granted.

THE DREAMER AWAKENS

Joseph Campbell spent his scholarly life studying myths from
across human history and discovered something that has
continued to prove itself true in clinical practice. The hero's
journey is the architecture of transformation itself. And it
always begins the same way, with a disruption of the ordinary
world sufficient to make simple return impossible. That
disruption can arrive as catastrophe or as a whisper, as a dream
or a diagnosis, as a loss that opens a question or a longing that
refuses to be silenced. What it asks, invariably, is whether the
person is Willing to wake up within their own life and relate to
it differently.

The hero does not leave the ordinary world because it is
insufﬁcicntly comfortable. Thcy leave because somcthing has
been activated, a psychological readiness that makes staying in
the familiar more costly than stepping into the unknown. The
refusal that most heroes initially exhibit is a recognition of the

genuine stakes. To question the dream you have been living is
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to put its entire architecture at risk. And the ego, which has
organized itself around that architecture, experiences the
invitation to change as a kind of death. Jung saw it this way.
Individuation, the process of becoming what one actually is
rather than what one has been shaped to perform, requires a
Willingness to let die what was never truly alive.

There was a morning in Querétaro, about six months after
my arrival, when something shifted in my re]ationship to the
circumstances. | was sitting in the main plaza, Watching the
light change on the cathedral's pink stone facade. The bells rang
for Carly Mass, their resonance moving through the colonial
buildings and into the body. Market vendors were calling
greetings to each other. The air carried the sweetness that seems
inseparable from this city. And in that moment I stopped
measuring what [ was experiencing against what I had left.

The shift was gradual and almost unremarkable in its
mechanics. I stopped observing this life through the lens of
exile, through the filter of everything I had given up, and began
observing it through presence. The plaza had always been
beautiful. The bells had always rung at this hour. What changed
was my capacity to receive it, because I had stopped collapsing
every moment into the singular narracive of loss. The arrival I
had been waiting for, I realized, had been available all along,
blocked only by the story I had been telling about being
displaced.
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What we call paradise, I was beginning to see, belongs to
this same perceptual architecture. It is among the realities we
dream into being, shaped less by the coordinates of a place than
by the quality of awareness we bring to where we aiready stand.
The 10nging for paradise that runs through SO many lives carries
within it an unexamined assumption: that wholeness waits
somewhere else, in some other arrangement of circumstance,
rather than in the reorganization of how we perceive the life
already given.

This is what Waking within the dream means: becorning
sufiicicntly aware of which lens you are observing through,
which version of the story you are teiiing, which inherited
belief is filtering the present moment, to begin choosing
differently. The movement is toward awareness, toward
conscious participation in what the subconscious has been
buiiciing,r on your behalf. The subconscious will keep building.
The question is whether you are participating in what it builds,

or simpiy inheriting the program without examining it.
THE QUESTION THAT CHANGES EVERYTHING

Before the move to México, before 1 recognized the professionai
identity I had been maintaining as someone else's construction,
I lived in what I can oniy describe as a functional half-sleep. 1
was productive. I was capable. I met the responsibilities I had
undertaken and met them well. But I was not, in any

meaningful sense, awake to my own life.
8 ) Yy
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The awakening began with a question, one that arose from
somewhere beneath the mind's management, from a part of me
that had been observing and waiting with considerable
patience. Whose dream are you living? The first response was
resistance. | had worked too hard to entertain the possibility
that the architecture was wrong. I had achieved too much to
question whether the direction had been mine. But the
question had the peculiar persistence of things that are true,
and it could not be managed out of awareness once it had been
heard.

Slowly, over months, I began to look honestly at what I had
buile. The credentials pursued because they would be
recognized. The roles accepted because they were available. The
version of’ professional identity I had been Working to sustain,
measured against an external standard I had absorbed without
ever consciously choosing it. Layer by layer, the recognition
deepened. This had not been my dream. I had been so
committed to manifesting it, so diligent in its pursuit, that I
had never once paused to ask what I was actually creating or
why.

The moment I finally acknowledged this, the ground felc less
solid and somehow more real. The future became less certain
and more genuinely alive with possibility. I did not yet know

what my dream was. But I understood, with a Clarity that felt
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almost brutal, what it had not been. And that understanding
was enough to begin.

This is the threshold that appears, in one form or another, in
cevery life serious about its own development. The moment
when continued pretending becomes more costly than the
uncertainty of Waking. The moment when the question has
been heard and cannot be unheard. The person who sits with
the question, who allows it to move through the body without
rushing to answer it, defend against it, or use it to construct a
new pcrformancc, will find that something gcnuinciy bcgins to
stir. The subconscious that has been building the life will start,
when  this question is held scriously, to receive new
instructions.

You may discover, as I did, that signiﬁcant portions ofyour
life have been organized according to an inherited biucprint.
The career that was actualiy a parent's unrealized ambition. The
relationship sustained by someone else's fear of solicude. The
version of the self that is a composite of accumulated
expectations rather than an expression of what actually wants
to live. This recognition is not comfortable, and it is not
designed to be. The hero's journey, as Campbell understood it,
begins with a call that is almost always unwelcome and almost

a]ways accurate.
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THE INTERIOR WORLD SHAPES REALITY

The shift that this chapter asks ofyou is deccptivciy simpic in
its statement and genuinely demanding in its implications. Life
is not happening to you. Your interior world, with its inherited
beliefs, its unconscious loyalties, its subterranean convictions
about what you deserve and what is possibie, is activeiy shaping
what shows up in your days. The circumstances that surround
you are, in significant part, an expression of the architecture
within.

This is a shift in psychological responsibility. Blame is not its
currency. There is an important distinction between those two
things. Blame looks backward and assigns faulg; it is a dead end
that generates shame and self-punishment without producing
change. Responsibility looks at the present moment and asks:
given that my interior world is shaping my lived reaiity, what
becomes possible if I begin to examine that interior world
honestiy? It is the difference between being trapped by the past
and being informed by it.

The recognition that the subconscious is aiways manifesting,
always buiiding outward from its inherited biueprints, also
raises a further question: What, specificaiiy, is driving the
manifesting? Whose needs are aetuaily being served by the life
you have constructed? We tend to believe that we understand
our own motivations, that we know what we want and Why we

want it. But the unconscious is more subtle than that. The
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needs that actually organize our choices, the dependencies and
projections that persistently govern our relationships and our
ambitions, are often the last things we can clearly sce. They are
too close, too deeply woven into the fabric of what feels like
simply being ourselves.

This is where the work deepens beyond the initial
recognition. Seeing that you have been 1iVing someone else's
dream is only the beginning. The next 1ayer of excavation
involves asking what emotional structures have been sustaining
that dream from within. What do you believe you need, and
from whom? What have you been waiting for others to provide
that you have not yet found the means to provide for yourself?
What dependencies have been masquerading as love, as
connection, as vocation, as identity? These questions do not
have quick answers. They have the kind of answers that emerge
slowly, through honest attention over time, through the
willingness to be disturbed by what you find.

The chapters that follow move through this territory in
sequence. The pattern, once recognized, does not simply
dissolve; it must be examined at its source. And the source, in
nearly every case, runs through the structure of our ecarliest
relationships, through the needs we formed before we had
language, through the ways we learned to organize ourselves
around what others required of us. To wake up within the

dream, it is necessary to understand not on]y whose dream it is
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but what need it has been meeting. That understanding begins
in the next Chapter.

The journey continues.
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REFLECTION QUESTIONS

As you sit with the material in this Chaptcr, consider these
questions as invitations to turn toward your own experience

rather than as problems requiring resolution.

What recurring dream, image, or feeiing has surfaced in
your life often cnough that it may be carrying information

the waking mind has not yet allowed itself to hear?

If you trace your most reliable beliefs about whart is
possible for you back to their origins, whose voice do you
hear? Which of those beliefs would you choose now if you

were encountering them for the first time?

Where in your life have you been Faithfiﬂiy manifesting a
result that, on honest examination, does not feel fully
yours? What might it cost to acknowledge that, and what

might it open?

What physicai signal, recurring or persistent, might be the
subconscious speaking what the conscious mind has been

Working to override?

If you allow the question “Whose dream am I iiving?” to
remain open without requiring an immediate answer, what

surfaces in the space the question creates?
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PARADISE (RE)DISCOVERED
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THE ROAD AHEAD

What Comes Next

T]’H‘CE movements, EUJCZUC Cl’l&lp[ﬂ”& Each one builds on fl’lC one bffOVC

it.
ACT ONE - AWAKENING AND DISILLUSIONMENT

The inherited illusions come into view. The dependency structures loosen.

Differentiation begins.

One Dreaming Our Reality - you have just read this
Two The lllusion of Needs

Three The Strangers We Call Family

ACT TWO - THE DESCENT AND SEPARATION

The wilderness itself. The threshold crossing, the separation from old identity,

and the restructuring that only becomes possible without familiar ground.

Four Leaving Home

Five Inner Integrity

Six Reaction vs. Response
Seven Passion and Work

Eight The Right Conditions



ACT THREE - INTEGRATION AND RETURN

The embodiment of what has been learned, and the offering of that knowing

back to the communities and relationships from which we came.

Nine The Fear Factor
Ten Divinity in Us
Eleven Lessons from Rosie

Twelve Embracing Change



The Full Book

I[s Coming

Paradise is not behind us. It is discovered, and rediscovered, in the

act of' remaining present to the ﬁtll comp[@xify ofa liﬁ’ in passage.

Be told when it arrives

Add your name and you will hear first, along with early excerpts as the release
approaches.

Begin with Book One

A Life Aligned is available now in paperback, eBook, and audiobook.

Practices and workbooks, freely offered

The Circle of Life, the Book of Positive Aspects, and Eight Days to Authenticity.

Walk the passage with company

Integrative coaching, offered worldwide from Querétaro. Discovery conversations
are free.
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