
Feb. 14, 2002 
Blind Professor 
 
My friend R. and my mother and I  
Are walking down a dirt road in the pinewoods where the trees are very tall. 
The feeling is of darkness. Maybe it’s late afternoon near twilight 
But the trees are what makes it so dark. 
 
We are going to see Prof. T, 
 
A black dog stands in the road.   
I’m terrified but Mother is brave. 
When I get closer I see the dog is muzzled. 
 
Prof. T and his wife live in an old farmhouse beyond the woods. 
 
Everything in it is rustic and dark; it’s just one room and a stairway up to a loft. 
 
The professor’s wife, my mother and R. are all good friends, delighted to see be together, and 
they go off to talk. 
 
Prof. T is standing at the stove, cooking.  He is older, taller and surprisingly disheveled.  He’s 
wearing a rumpled plaid flannel shirt, and his hair is long and wild.     
Suddenly I realize – he’s blind. 
 
When I come closer, I see he’s cooking turnips.   He tells me about a variation to the basic 
recipe that seems to be working.  
 
I can’t imagine that he’s blind! He seems to handle everything so easily.   And it’s unimaginable 
also because I can see, and I can’t imagine not seeing all this. 
 
He explains, almost cheerfully and without any remorse, that the blindness was given so that he 
could see past his books.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Laura’s Turnip Dream Story (written for 2020 blog inviting people to tell their dream stories!) 
  
This dream came nearly two decades ago, a few years after I’d finished my dreamwork 
training. While most of my time was spent in the delight and disorder of raising young 
children, I tended my dreams, ran a dream group and – in every minute I could wrangle – 
devoured all the Jungian dream books I could get my hands on.  It was a formidable 
intellectual diet. 
                                           
In the dream, I’m walking down a sandy road in a pine forest when I come to a little cottage. 
Inside, it’s dim. At the stove, I see a man with his back toward me, whom I recognize as a 
professor, a former colleague.  He’s older now, with disheveled hair and a rumpled flannel 
shirt.  As I come closer I see he’s boiling turnips in a big black pot.  I look up to remark 
about the turnips, and then I see – he is blind. 
He knows I’ve realized this, and explains, simply and almost cheerfully, 
 
“I was given blindness so I could see past my books.” 
 
I woke up flooded with that deep shock of an Aha – knowing I’ve received a direct hit from 
the unconscious. I’m grateful, yet staggered by the impact. 

 
 
This dream spoke exactly to my situation: I’d been living too much in the intellectual realm. 
The dream shows me both the consequences (blindness) and offered another perspective 
through the image of the professor, who in waking life had left academia to become a 
priest.  The whole cabin is a crucible dedicated to psychospiritual alchemical 
transformation.  Contents of my unconscious – the turnips – have been dug up. They’re now 
being cooked so that they can be shared and eaten – integrated, in Jungian language.   
  
Dream wisdom showed me the limits of unbalanced learning about dreams.  Study was 
blinding me to the living, transformative relationship with the dreams, with others, and 
ultimately with the Dreamgiver. As I worked with the image of the blind 
wiseman/alchemist/cook/professor, I began to embody dreams more.  And teach more.   
   
These days, as the tough roots from unconscious push their way up -  in your life and in the 
life of the collective -  I want to offer you a place to cook your turnips.  Bring those raw gritty 
weird-looking beautiful nightmarish "emergences" and let’s make them edible, with heat and 
water and time, with a grain of salt and lots of butter. Those dreams are soul roots that can 
make us wise. And when share them, we grow strong together.  

 


