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“Amazing Dreamer: Scott Sparrow” 
Interview by Clare Johnson that appeared in DreamTime 

 
I chose Scott Sparrow to be my next ‘Amazing Dreamer’ for many reasons. He has devoted 
most of his life to exploring dreams. He is a pillar of the IASD community. He has designed 
and taught university courses on subjects such as The Origins and Destiny of Consciousness, 
and The Yoga of Dreaming. He is a psychotherapist who specialises in counselling and 
transpersonal therapy. I admire his depth, humility and thoughtful approach to dreamwork.  

But what really fascinates me about Scott are his dreams. We have both had many 
experiences with meditation, light, and spiritual bliss in lucid dreams. Although I’d heard about 
Scott’s 1976 book Lucid Dreaming: Dawning of the Clear Light, I only read it a couple of 
months ago, and found it astonishing. His dream accounts echo my own experiences over the 
past twenty years of going towards the light in lucid dreams or actively seeking it by meditating 
in the dream. It is always wonderful to discover someone who has explored similar territory in 
such depth.   

There is one difference: Scott attributes the light in his dreams to Christ. My light seems 
just as spiritual and loving yet is not linked to a particular religion, doubtless because I don’t 
follow any organised religion. Despite this, some of Scott’s dream reports could be my own 
and as such they resonate deeply with me. Lucid in a dream back in 1974, Scott closes his eyes 
and meditates. As soon as he does: ‘Immediately a tremendous energy wells up within my 
body. I try to surrender to it. As I do, light begins to fill my vision. There is a tremendous sense 
of warmth and love.’ 
 Yes! Aren’t dreams great? We can experience this warm, loving light anytime we truly 
seek it. Often it arrives spontaneously, in times of great need, as can be seen in the dreams of 
traumatised children or adults in crisis. I experience it an infinite source of peace, love and 
healing that I am part of, always and forever. Knowing that this light can be reached through 
the gateway of dreaming and lucidity is an immense source of solace. In our dreams, we 
become whole again.  
 
CJ: Scott, why are dreams so important to you?  
 
If religion means, at its root, reconnecting, then dreams have been my religion. They have 
awakened me to the experience of ineffable Light and ecstasy, corrected the course of my life 
at significant junctures, introduced me to the personhood of God appropriate to my 
development, and captured the truth of the matter with such customary brilliance that I am 
often overwhelmed with awe and gratitude. When I was young, they traced the outlines of my 
calling without pre-empting the necessity of my own search, and as I get older they offer me a 
sense of continual hope and meaning, even as the end of life approaches. 
 
CJ: That’s beautifully put. Could you share a ‘big’ dream with us?  
 
I become aware that a group of hunters, of which my stepfather and father are members, have 
come upon a Native American man in the woods. Thinking of him as no more than an animal, 
they have killed him and beheaded him, keeping his head as a trophy. I am horrified and 
convinced that the crime has to be reported. While most of the hunters express no remorse 
whatsoever, my father wears a pained, confused look about what they have done. As I talk to 
him about our need to take action, it is as if he slowly awakens from a deep sleep and finally 
acknowledges the truth. Then I call the authorities and tell them what has happened.  

As I hang up, I become aware that a cougar is making its way into deep South Texas 
and moving into the area near the Mexican border where I grew up. I am hopeful that it will 
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thrive there. Then I look up to see a red plane doing aerobatics. I know that the young pilot is 
saluting me for my courage. His aerial display is so prodigious that I find the display physically 
impossible.   

Suddenly, I am aware that I am dreaming. I walk south through a meadow and look up 
to see a beautiful, dew-covered red hibiscus hanging over my head. I take a few more steps and 
affirm that when I look up the next time, I will see the Holy Light. I lift my eyes and behold a 
huge orb of white light surrounded by a delicate, lattice-like corona that takes up the entire 
southern sky. I know that it is the Light of Christ.  

An elderly woman approaches from behind me. Her eyes tell me that she loves me. I 
reach out, put my arm around her, and kiss her forehead, knowing that she is Mary, the mother 
of Jesus. We turn back toward the Light and see that a second light has appeared to the left, 
slightly below the white orb. The new light is bluish-violet and has delicate, hair-like filaments 
of light, resembling the blossom of a passionflower vine. I turn to Mary and ask, “Is that your 
light?” She nods. 

I turn back and look again, only to see that a third light has joined the other two. It 
appears to the right, slightly below the white orb. It shines from the window of a tower whose 
base now stands only a few feet away from us.  

“Whose light is that?” I ask. 
Mary replies, “It is Mary Magdalene’s light.” 
Then I ask, “Do you want to go there?” Again she nods, so we walk forward together 

and begin to climb the tower’s circular stairs.  
 
CJ: What a gift of a dream. It seems steeped in personal, cultural, historical and spiritual 
meaning; the kind of dream that one can return to again and again and always discover 
more. Spiritual light seems to figure in so many of your lucid dreams. What did this 
dream teach you?  
 
As I read this dream again, tears come: It carries so much feeling for me. It announces my full 
arrival as an adult in my own right, able to free myself from the unconscious dictates of my 
forebears. It hearkens to a homecoming, as well, reminding me that my greater destiny lies in 
embracing my instinctual nature. My father and stepfather were hunters, as I was as a young 
man. And, while I held deep love and respect for each of them, they evidenced the same 
insensitivity to women and to the natural world that I did as a younger man. To his credit, my 
father always evidenced a sweetness of disposition that helped me resist the harder edge of 
masculinity. On a literal level, I did leave hunting behind, but it was years before I stopped 
denigrating my sexuality, and starting listening more deeply to women and my own feelings.   

Of course, the cougar is the murdered Indian returned from the dead—my instinctual 
nature reborn, taking its rightful position in my life, while eluding the false authority that would 
deprive it of its power. The radiant vision at the end of the dream is still indelibly fresh and full 
of feeling. How better to represent Mary’s passion but through a delicate and ephemeral image 
from my childhood—the tenuous bloom of passiflora incarnata, which frames a tiny white 
cross at its center? That I would kiss Mary on the forehead shows the intimacy with spirit that 
I have felt for most of my life. And that Mary would join me in scaling the heights of Mary 
Magdalene’s tower says to me that surrender to one’s spiritual calling can never be complete 
without living fully in this world as perhaps Mary Magdalene did—loving in a fully embodied 
way—leading to true marriage with spirit, oneself, and one’s loved ones. 
 
CJ: Thank you for sharing your insights. Over your lifetime, is there one recurring 
message that your dreams have given you?  
 



3 
 

I believe that my dreams do not come to tell me what I already know. Instead, they are 
mysterious, brilliant, and provocative gifts that keep me from becoming complacent. They help 
connect me to who I am, to my soulfulness. With this connection, I can be made whole; and 
without it, I am truly lost. 
 
CJ: Thank you, Scott. 
 
 
  


