











Part 13
THE DREAM COMPETITION

(First publications Sweetness and Light 3, June 1985.)

SPECIAL
FIRST TIHE EVER
ANZAPA CONTEST
GENUINE PRIZES,

First, the prizes: either your pick of nur throwout records = which ae numerous,
but none of which is recommended, singe I threw the reenrds out ~ or a douple of
cassettes made from records of your oh01ce, provided we have them, There are
also some throwout books that you might like to peruse, but I wouldn't recommend
any of them, eithers (A hardback Dune? Three volumes of Piers Anthony?) I might
even buy ysu a mint, pre-recorded tape ar a new book if I like your reply well
enoughe Or, like any contest organiser, I reserve the right not to award a prize
at all. The contest will be judged on letters of comment received by 10 August
1985 ory »f course, ANZAPA megazines in the next mailing.

Seoond, the contest.
Nopes Second, the explanations,  Then the contest,

Several years ago, I promised Leigh Edmonds that I would write some articles abeut
my interest in the works and ideas of Ce Ge Junge I didn't write the articles,
and now Rataplan has closed, so I don't need to write them, I had several ideas
for them, Firstly I was going to desoribe what it was like to attend my first
Council of Adult Education class., That was where I picked up many of the ideas,

I have my notes somewhere, but I'm not sure where, What I remember most olearly
from those lestures was standing on tram-stop corners in freezing lielbourne wxnter
evenings while travelling to and from the CAE,

In another article I was going to describe the results of becoming interested in
the works of Junge These were minimal, I haven't found the answer to L1v1ns, cr
anything like that, All I have are 8 volumes of diaries and dresm diaries.

Jung, like Freud, was big on dreams, There is only one difficulty with dreams -
they are very difficult to interpret. The theory is that, if you work hard encugh
at 1nterpret1ng your dreams, you find lots of Big Answers .bout Ycurself, I've
thought a lot about my dreams, but I haven't found any Big Answers. Maybe I'm
backing the wrong horse - sorry, nightmare. Maybe I should follow Freud, who

had rather clearer ideas than Jung about the real meaning of dresms. We, I prefer
the idea that some weird idea out of left field might make sense,

Soe the oontest, Prizes to the ANZAPAR or other correspondent whe can provide
the most interesting interpretation of the following two dreamse The
interpretations do not need to be plausible, and they can certainly be
entertaining, even amusinge They ocan even be very serious and well meant.

A word of warnzng: it is essential to Jungian ideas about dreams that any figures
who appear in them are parts of the :shadow (or compensating) personality of the
dreamer, Therefore, although figures named 'Reger lieddall® and *David Grigg®
appear in the second dream, the commentator sheuld not rely on his or her view
of those real-life people, but try to work out what they mean as symbols- in the
dreans, :

Dresm Noes 13 5430 aelt,, Sunday, 18 October 1981

I find it 4iffioult to remember the beginning of this dreams I seem to remember
seeking out My 0ld Schoole At the beginning of the dream it was olearly a
seconflary séhool, but later it could almost have been a primary sshocls In the
dream, however, I had no sense of it being Oakleigh State School, or Oakleigh
High Sechool. '



At the beginning of the memorable section of the dream, I was in an auditorium
(after asking the way, joshing old companions in the schoolground, etcs)y in the
top row of a tiered concert auditorium, The end af the concert was approaohlng.

I was now.a teenage boy, and not merely an adult visitor to a schoel reunione
Everybody surrounding me was also teenage, and all of them were female, wearing
elaborate gowns, almost as if this were an American high school graduation
ceremony, rather than any nccasion that one would ever éxperience while a student
at an Australian high schopl. The tiers below contained the assembled students of
the same schoole An nrehestra had been playing all night, and was approaching the
end of its concerte Just before the last item, the assembly of excited girls,
their faces ebullient, misohievhus, surged Aown the tiers and forward to the front
sf the tier/balcony. They horrified and embarrassed me by beginning to sing
sweetly, but irreverently and seemingly irrelevantly, some fol=de~rol song
(probably 'The Happy Wanderer®').

Suddenly I was standing there in nne-half af the balcony, which had been emptied
when the girls surged forward to the front, olinging to eash others I did not
know what to do, I wanted to call out to them, to tell them to be quiet and
resume their seats, They did not notice my agitation., To gain their attenticn,

I would have needed to call out very loudlys This would have meant very much ;.
greater embarrassmeant for me, since I would then have been seen as the only person
in the auditorium interrupting the beginning of the orchestra’s last number,
lMostly I was disturbed by the excitement in the air, by the sense of togetherness
among the girls, and the fact that I was merely the outraged, isolated onlooker,

I might have 4one something embarrassing, if only the orchestra had not burst into
the last tune, itself the fol-de-rol tune that the girls had been whistling and
singing among themselves. I had a great sense of relief - that my notion of
decorum had not been outraged after all, that the girls were merely anticipating
an item that they knew, anyway, was on the concert programe. HNow their exoited,
giggly self-joy did not seem nearly so threatening, but in itself was the kind of
reunion/sohool spirit that I had come sebking. Nevertheless, I was st111 standing
very much by myself on the baloony, so I sllpped awaye

of the second balecony down, the.dress ecircle, so to speak, I have much less

" recollections HNow I was much more part of the scheol, and now most of those
surrounding me were boys. When I looked below, the orchestra, stage, and pit had
disappeared and I saw a giant swimming pools. It was not marked in lanes, like a
pool used for swimming races, I knew it was that kind of sochool poel, however,
because it shone with the turquoise~green light of chlorine. It looked
remarkably cool and inviting, but I heard some fellows nearby say that no one
would want to swim in it -~ it was only retycled sewasge water, and if you leoked
clesely you would still see turds floating oveasionally in the water, This was
disconcerting information, and for the moment it sSpoiled my purpose, which was to
find some embodiment of a School Spirit that was somehow lest in the pesty and
alss simply to find some kids I had actually known when I was at the schoole
Despite the information given to me by the boys on the balcony, from where I was
sitting I could see no sign of turds in the pool. Indeed, I felt an increasing
convietion that the pool was still where I would find the answer to my quest,

I could now smell, more and more, a& orystalline, 1nv1g9rat1ng 'peol smell®, not
sewagy or chloriny at all, and that lured me on.

This posl smell was quite infatuating by the time I made my way through a labyrinth
of corridors at the base of the auditorium. However, it was no simple matter to
find the poule Suddenly, I was ascending a ramp that led upwards from some
underground eorrigder to the edge of the poole I was running. Above ne,
schoalhoys waved to mes They were the first at the school te recognise mee

The school spirit, the ‘source of some great mystic togetherness, was up there,

I reached the poolside, and somehow I was in the magic eirsle, but nct
osmplatelys I felt a great ocold emanation from the poel itself, It lay before
me in what seemed like a huge concrete bowl, It gleamed greenly, I gazed

on it., What would happen now? Boys talked to me. Now we were all primary
schosl kids, I felt that at last I might be accepted as ene of them, in a

way I had never been when I was a child, Indeed, it seemed nearly sc. But

they were far more offhand about the wondrous experience than I was,

Indeed, as we found ourselves gazing at the sluice from which the water
entered, and the water itself, I heard them repeating.the story that it was

all sewage water anyway, and you mustn't set foot in the pool, or you weuld
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meet a turd floating by. I gazed at the water intently., The mare I did so, the
more I became convinced that the others were wrong, and that I should wade into
the watere So I began paddling, even as the sense of the cold, cpnerete, pure
sufficieney of the pool overwhelmed me,

That was the end of the dream proper, but I have a feeling that, as I was gaining
consciousness, I began to rationalise the experience, Perhaps I had a second,
shorter dream. Somebody began to explain to me that the real danger was that the
water's source was rock affected by atomioc testings For the moment, They had a
technique for purifying the water before it reached the pool, of displacing the
radioactivity, but one day all the radiocactivity would have been displaced to
everywhere else, so there would be no more purifying spacecss

Dream Ko, 23 dorning, Friday, 20 November 1981:

I was home at East Preston, and left in the morning to go to University, Vhen I
got there, I took a room at the hotel that was on campus, I left my things
higgledy-piggledy all over the roome A friend (I cannot remember which one)
came to visit me. Ve had some peculiarly delicate matter to talk over (or was
the delicaoy the fact that I was undressed to singlet and Teshirt, which appear
clearly at the end of the dream and which, I presume, I had been wearing during
all the events of the dream?), ~ile were most put out when the tusual merning , -
cleaners knocked at the hotel-room door, then proceeded to clean up everything.
I tried to stack up the assorted bits and pieces, but my friend said, 'Let's go.!
Only when we left the room did I realise that much of the campus had been taken
over by an sf oonventiong'which was the real reason why I was here, However, I
thought, as we walked down the corridor, '0h hell, Ifve left everythlng in the
hotel roomy I'1ll have to come back for them,?*

I found myself in the Balllleu Library. I was lookxng at the shelves when David
Grigg wandered in, He was ocarrying a booke I knew immediately that he had written
and published it. He had that peouliarly apologetic, yet proud look that Davig
wears when he has written something fine, realises its worth, but canft quite get
around to pushing it at yous David was wearing a suit. He handed me the book
and waited, strolling past the staoks, while I looked through the booke It was
printed in handsome trade paperback size, with thick vellum papers, It was in two
parts, both extensively illustrated. The first fifty pages contained an
explanation of how David came to write the booke It contained innumerable
historical photographs from the late 1800s in Viectoria, yet seemed to oontain
much text as well, The actual novel was alse thickly illustrated, but with
pictures from a much earlier period - from fifteenth and sixteenthe—century
paintings., Some pages had a second coloure One, in partloular, made me feel
partioulerly jealous that I ocouldn®t gain that effeot in my magazine., It showed
& blook of vibrant brown down one side of the page, balanced against a

monochrome illustration on the other sidees

I shut the book and handed it back to Davide He protested, 'No, it's yourse.!

I said that I would have to pay for it later, since I had no money on mes (That
part of the dream remained sconsistent throughout - know1ng that I had left
everything back at the hotel room, but feeling that it was a kind of freedem,)

" 'No payment,® said David, 'But why did you write and print this book yourself,
if it wasn't to sell copies?' I saids '0h', said David, genuinely offhandedly,
as if he had to try thinking of an answer on the spot, 'because it glves ne
something to take with me to give me an excuse to see all my old friends.!

I thought this was a nice idea, but then I had a strange image, leaping out of
sequence like a dream within a dream,; of David standing at the door of Lee

and Irene's (a handsome inner-city terrace house), and David virtually shoving
the bsok at Irene and turning on his heel, suggesting that he was still toe shy
and modest to take advantage even of the opportunity offered by the gift to %go
and see all his old friends®,

That bit was out of sequence. In the main narrative of the dream, I leoked at
the book again and noted with dismay that the only bit of terrikly bad taste
had been eommitted on the cover. Underneath the title, The Catech (in some
large, ancient typeface), a thick piece of black adhesive had been pasted on to
the paper cover. Why was it there? I could only guess that it was there to



obliterate David's name. I leafed through the book and found thet, sure enough,
David's name appeared nowhere inside. Since it had somehow reached the covery he
had simply obliterated it there as well. By now, David had left the ronm, so I
could not ask him about this matter.

1 then found myself holding a very 1arge, awkward book. It contained the large
reproductlons of the paintings that David had used in his book. A slight,
attractive girl came over to me and began to point out various items, It turned
out. that she was in charge of. this section of the Baillieu, and had helped David
_ through all stages of producing his’ book. She ocarried an air of quiet oconfidence,
of being equal to every situatiom, :

At that moment Roger Weddall arrived, He said that a group of the convention
attendees were going into the city and would I like to come too? I invited the
university librarian as well, and we all set off on one of Roger's expeditions.
only when we left the buildings did I realise that I was still carrying the large
bnok (and I must have been still oarrying David's book, as it appears again in the
dream), It was illegal to take it out of the library, but the girl librarian 4id
not notice, although she was still with us. .

We tyok the tram to the citye, In the course of wandering around tewn, we came
upon a shop,.that was run by a friend of the librarian. The strange impression

I had at first was that the friend was male, but, standing cleser, I realised that
the friend was female, and even slighter and thinner than the librarian, and

. seamed very mischievous and llvely. I had to keep reminding myself that, yes,

she was running the shops At any rate, she and her friend, the librarian, plus
Roger buzzing around in his usual manner, gave a remarkeble air of festivity to
the socasisone We began to try all the gadgets in the shops I still had the large
book from the Baillieu with me, One of its pictures was the same as one of the
pioctures in David's book. We put the pioture under what must have been an
tanimator's {This name did not appear in the dream, but it is the only posslble
name for what the gadget did.) . "

The image appeared before us very vividly, seeming to shine in ‘the air., It was
the picture of a young girl, stretching and looking upwarde The girl wore a
blue eighteenth or nineteenth-century dress, and her skin was delicately pink,
The picture began to change rapidly, in a series of stillse. I had the impression
that the picture was going its own way, showing all its possibilities. The girl
was made to look disturbingly distorted, like a figure in a Diane Arbus
photographe The face grew both older end younger, the skln orinklea yet becanme
smoothers By the time we switohed off the device, the face and figure of the
girl seemed both very corinkled and old, and reverted almost baok to babyhood.

Both processes happened at once, the constant ripple of distortions play;ng across
the face of the glrl.

The v1v1dness and disturbing .quality of the picture dld .not seem to dampen the
spirits of the rest of the partye. Roger suggested that everyone should go
somewhere to eat. I remembered that I had to go back to the hotel room at the
University to piok up my things (and ‘I think I had some idea of seeing the last
of the convention events). I wandered to the tram stope Nobody seemed to be
aroundf but suddenly I realised that I had been wearing my singlet and T-shirt
all alsng, but that nobody in our group had worried at all, If they had noticed,
they had seen my strange apparel as just part of the jollity that had affected
everybodye Only at that stage did I feel melarncholy that everybody else had gene
»ff elsewhere, and I was left wandering down an empty street. VWhen I reached the
tram stopy a tram was coming the other way. A woman ran to catch ity but it went
straight pest her, Wy trsm was coming the other way, but I ran as fast as possible
across the road, and it stopped for me,

(Sweetness and Light, Noe 3, June 1985, ppe 1=6)




Part .23
-~ THE HINNERS

I've cheated a bit ‘in the following section. I've awarded two winners, ane af
whom has already oollected her prize, But I've made everybody else a potential
winner as well (except for Damien and Lucy, who wrote entertaining letters.but
did not write:uboutumy two dreams), I'm very grateful f£or the enormous amount of
interested effort that went into all the replies. Ask away, people = if I can
afford it, I'll send what you ask fore

But the year's suspense is over. There were two Winners, whose letters meant a
lot to me for quite different reasonss

BRIAN W, ALDISS
Woodlands, Foxcombe Road, Boars Hill, Oxford 0X1 5DL, England

The dreams are clearly important to you, since you gn to the trouble of printing
them in Sweetness and Light. But, as you know, Jung places emphasis on the
importance of selectione These two dreams supplement each ether, They
represent a slight progression in the development of the self.

Both dreams begin with womb connotations: the school {'it could have been
primary!), the hotel room (*my things all over'), though in Dream 2 you actually
get borne You were 'put out?, and cleaners came and oleaned everything upe

Ihe fear of the female sex is strong. Women are disruptive elements in (1)

they are 'exeitedt, they tsurge', they are 'anticipating an item they knew' -
clear sexual refeence, In (2), the first woman is an authority figure, a '
librarisn, enjoining silence, the mtond quasi~female is 'mischievoust. The first
dream is & bit of a bummer. You are more isolated than in (2) (and toutragedf).
The girlst' giggly 'self=-joy' leads you downwards till you confront something with
an invigorating smell which lures you on. The symbolism is obvious, particularly
when we consider that it is 'no easy matter to find the poolt's At this point you
think of 'some great mystic togetherness', though this longing is transferred to
the schosl spirit, and the vagina becomes confused with cloacal functions ("t
seemed like a huge oconerete bowl')., You are now 'in the magic cirele but not
completely!s A hint of incest here, as you gaZe on it - Freud points cut how
lookigg rather than d01ng is the esential stance of incest, *'What would happen
now?' What indeedd But . you are turned away by feeling that the vagina is
somehow ocontaminated, either by turds or, more dangerously, by radiocactivity.

In the seoond dream, you are still afraid of being noticed or of being obtrusive,
and in consequence still isolated. Your friends present you with dilemmes.

But David Grigg stands as your double, DG = BGe You worry about your writing}
it will rgive you an excuse to see your friendst! (of. 'I Must Be Talking to My
Frierds!). Mote the compulsion, must. The book's title refers to the most
famous of all catches, Catch 22. Can you publish and make friends while
retaining your anenymity (the obliterated name)? The gadgets in the shop
represent your attempt to esoape via sf, but the problem remainse The end is
guardeily optimistice You're still shy but seem to be populare Although a
feeling of xsolatzon recurs, you are aware you have done pretty well and
travelled a leng way - the tram will stop for you, if not for some unkncwn
wohane Perhaps you have reached the Jungian stage of individuatiocne

All the best - hold horns highl

(19 July 1985)

* I think you were the only person to look at the dareams in an integrated
psychoanalytic way, Brian, which is why your remarks seem most pertlnant.
In the first dreem, however, there was an enormous sense of bliss and
transcendence when at last I waded into the pool. It was this feeling, and
its consequent sense of liberation, that means most to mes Liberated - but to
do what? There is the same feeling in Dream No. 2. The visicn of the girl

. in blue seemed a great pointer tewards oreative release, but I wasn't (and
still am rot) sure which direction to go. *
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YVONNE ROUSSEAU
PO Box 8, North Carlton, Vic, 3054

The dreams presented for our interpretation in.your third Sweetness and Light are
insufficient as they stand, because the circumstances of the dreamer are important,
whether the interpreter be Criokal or Jungiam. Only in the *Jjadame 0lga's
Dreambook! type of interpretation are circumstances relatively unimportant; there,
you may .look for prephetio communications. from the astral planej had you dreamed

of climbing a high tower or mountain and then looking down, you might have expected
the death of somebody close to youj only your later circumstances would. be relevant
for checking what had been presaged took places

For the Crick-liichelson theory, what happened on the day of the dream is obviously
important, since dreams e the dustbin of the mind, ridding the brain of error~
causing impressions recorded during the days De He Lawrence, similarly, would have
been interested in what you had for .dinner; in his view, the labyrinthine corridors
of Dream 1 might be tdirect transeripts from the physical phenomena of circulation
and digestion'! = an idea from his Fantasia of the Unconsoious, which is ja:-part

an awe~-inspiring evocation of Lawrentian dyspepsiae

And how might a Jungian tackle these dreama? The first step is to inform the
reader that the patient will in future be referfed to as *brg*, Our Jungian
analyst is psturally familiap with some of *brg*fs circumstances (although the-
patient has not been completely co~operative)e The analyst knows that at the time
of Dream 1 *brg* was a married man, The analyst notes that the schools which
*brg* mentions as ones he might have sought out for an ‘answer! are two schools
where he was very unhappy; he does not think of the.pleasanter Bacchus Marsh High
Sohool, where he had his last two years of sohooling. The analyst notes that in
waking life *brg* takes pleasure in swimming in ohlorinated pools (whereas, for
certain other dreamers, a longing to immerse oneself in such a pool, or even a
coaviection of being able to swim, would be a significant deviation from waking
characteristics)e . The analyst remembers a written confession from *brg* that he
first fell in love with a girl in seocond grade at primary school; this will be
taken into account when oconsidering the elaborately gowned schoolgirls ef Dream 1.
Similar acoount will be taken of two other related *brg* confessionss that his
Christian upbringing has lumbered him with a sense of f'moral rightness?, and that
even in the audience.at a theatre, he becomes embarrassed, because of taking it
all personallys. Thus, *brg*?s sense of outraged propriety and of personal
responsibility for other people's behaviour (desoribed in Dream 1) is not a
significant departure from his waking charaoteristicse

The analyst, thus far, is using knowledge about *brg* to establish'that the
swimming urge and the rebuking-and=-controlling urge are not dream fulfilments of
behavinur or wishes that are repressed or submerged in waking lifes The analyst
is also establishing the waking *brg*'s emotional attitude, in his schooldays,
to his school and the girls who attended it with him, The teasing and exoluded
manner of the dreamed-of girls would have an altered significance if #brg#* had
rememhered himself as indifferent to girls throughout his schooldayse

The analyst regretfully decides that the dream has been reported so late that it
is impossible to ascertain what the patient had been viewing, reading, or talking
about olese to the time of the dream, Would‘*brg* have noticed in the Age (& :..
ocouple of days earlier) a'psyohologLSt's opinion that 'a general bankruptoy in our
relationships with children' has been caused by women trying to be 'good mothers?®?
In order to isolate the dream's truly archetypal elements, a oconseientious

Jungian likes to know which elements ere derived from recent waking experience,

What remains, for Dream 1, is a very straightforward explication, if the analyst
agrees with *brg* that the figures in dreams are part of the dreamer's shadow
personality, The females in Dream 41 (still more in Dream 2) will then be

*brg*ts anima - unpredictable and difficult-to-control elements within himself
(in Dream 2, they reverse his’ apparent self-lmage by being slight in build,
competent, lively, and 1oquac;ous). In Dream 1, their c¢ther and more significant
difference from *brg* (as he envisages his part in the world) is their communal
solidarity ~ a consensus to which he is still seeking accessa On the next level,
among the boys, the dreamer feels himself ‘much more part of the scheolt?; but
with this achievement he becomes doubtful that the 'belonging' he seeks is really
to be found in consensus, Does the mass mind understand the neture of the pool?
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' Here the analyst, referring to the turds that are said to be in the pool, will
quote from Jung's Symbols of Transformation:

the anal region is very closely conneoted with veneration. An Oriental
fairytale relates that the Crusaders used té anoint themselves with the
exorement of the Pope in order to make themselves more formidable,

(The analyst will no doubt be pained that *brg* himself was not greatly impressed
by this very amusing Jungian book when he borrowed it from John Foyster, long
after Dream 1,) ((*brg* Oh?)) In the same work Jung writes that the

waters of death are the water of life, for death with its cold émbrace is
the maternal womb..s . The prodeotion of the mother-imago upon water endows
-the latter with a number of numlnous or magical qualities peculiar to the
mother, -

The dreamer is first recognised as an individual (schoolboys wave to him) as he
nears the poolside. The pool (like the waters of death) is cpld; and it is bowle
shaped, The dreamer enters the pool, choosing rebirth and individuation instead
of consensus ~ following his own instinots, instead of trusting the opinioms of
others, I have ne intention of spelling out all that the analyst would read

ints this posl; but a Jungian would expeot *brg#*'s dream to reflect e riew
maturity -~ either achleved or just beckonlng.

With Dream 2, the analyst notes that *brg*, then living with his wife at Keele
Street, reverts in his dream to the home at East Preston which his parents moved
to in 19703 thus, the dreaming *brg* might even be fixed in the dreadful years
when he was teaching at Ararat during term-time. In waking life, in Névember
1981, *brg* had set at least 200,000 words of his magazine'!s Reprint edition, but
had so much more to do thaet the edition was not to be completed until Getober
next yeare The dreaming *brg* wishes he oould achieve an enviable colour-effeot
in his magazine = a magazine which the waking *brg* no longer produces as fast
as he used toe QObviously, the analyst would be ifiterested to know whether *brg*
had recently been chided by pesple for going on with the Reprint instead of '
producing new issues »f his magazine, a thing the analyst knows te have happened
from time to time, The analyst also knows that David Grigg'!s first book
featured an '0ld lian Gillespie! - 'just a crazy old guy' - who was killed off by
the author, This happened in 1976; while in 1977 Roger Weddall, the other known
figure in the dream, was responsible (when he moved house) for *brg* moving into
the house where his wife-to-be was then livings. The analyst decides. that these
facts have minimal significance in this dream., But events in *brg*'s life are
obviously very relevant to this dream - much more so than in Dream 1. The
analyst therefore decl;nes to proceed beyond observing that the David=Grigg
figure becomes *brg*'s earlier image of himself as a person valued for his
publications and not for himselfs that it is hard to tell whioh *brg* « the
dreamer or the later waking recorder -~ is trying to impert consisteney into the
dream; and that in the animated picture *brg* has been vouchsafed a vision of the
Gréat Goddess in her manifold aspects. Since this vision is given to *brg#*
alone, and since womblike trams will then stop for hi.. but not for others, the
analyst may interpret the dream as an encouraging message from *brg*'s ,.r.n.+ .
unconscious - a reassurance of his ability to cope, even in a lonely venture,

The moral of all this is: do not give these dreams to a Jungian analyst, but to
Tim ‘and Debbie ~ only then will the results be amazing,

(20 June 1985) -

* The results are pretty amazing in the hands of the amazing doctor Roussesu.
When I first received this letter, I was astonished at the emount of researdh
that had gone into it. (Imagine reading all those Gillespie fanzines, just
to find sut some 6f these biographical details!) Reading the letter again,
I'm delighted by the real insight that you gained into the dreams, Yvonne.

All the people in the seocond dream have characteristics I would like te have,
but do not find in myself, The dream implies that I do share the muse that
one finds in David's wrltlng (even though I heartily detest all ¢f the fictien
Itve written so far); even that there is something more as wells
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I'm not sure where you got the idea that I did not like Symbols of Transformationj
perhaps when I was halfway through I might have confessed that I.was not up to
understanding it fully. But there was-at least one passage fram it that I copied
out entire, and I feel that the book nust have ¢hanged my lzfe, although I.cannot
remember many of 1ts detalls now.

The main events of the period when I dreamed that dream were, as you rlghtly
remembered, the typesetting of the SFC Reprint Edition (and the great Hopes I had
for it suecess, hopes that were guite ‘disappointed when the book appeared) and
the abandonment of SF Commentery for what seemed then like striotly practical
financial reasons - but, as you might have guessed, the far mere important event
of discovering Jung's work itself. In the same way, the transcendent pool in
Dream 1, and the reactions of other people to it, remind me mest of many people's
reactions to the works of Junge HMore is involved, I knowj -but the feeling I
gained from reading Memories Dreams Refleotions-in the spring -of 1981 are rather
similar to the ecstatic feeling .I1've tried to deseribe) that accompanied my
wading intoc the pool in Dream 4.

The problem w;th the 1mages in both dreams, and’ indeed in most of my dreams, is
that they are very active images, while the *brs* in the dreams resembles the
day-to-day Gillespie only too well, in tha‘ ‘the images influence and overwhelm
him while he does little, Very fow of my dreams vary from thls pattern. The
only 513n1fzcant variation in reeent years has been a dream in which I have burst
into song even though (in the dream, as in real 1ife) I know I cannot sing.

In the dreams I do what I perfectly well know I cannot do; in real life, I know
I cannot do many things, so I do not do theéme - e

Lnough f5r nows Thanks for the unbelzevable amount of work tha@ went 1nto thzs
letter, Yvonney and the gleams of treasure that you unearthed. ) *

.

Part 33

OTHER WINNERS =
AND OTHER FRIENDS

DIANE FOX . )
PO Box 1194, North Sydney, NS 2060
Dream No. 13

'Schooldéjs'are the happieét days of our lives.! Your dream is using this olich&
literally. Probably you had & falrly miserablé’ time at school (1t's a gliché that
fans have lousy childnoods, and especlally in their relatlonshlps with other
kids), Stlll, the symbolism is still valide I think that you acknowledge it as
a symbolic ol;chﬁ by 1nclud1ng the details about ‘the glrls in their *American
hlgh-school graduation cerémony' gowns - an un-Australlan detall hav;ns the same
relationship to your realxty as as a 'whlte Chrlstmas' (ieee snow, pine trees,
reindeer, etec.) has to the Australlan midsunmer Chrlstmas. Were you very
uncomfortable with glrls at that age? This might be a w1sh-fulf11ment drean
(being surrounded by attractive girls) undercut by your realxstlc assessment that
you would be more embarrassed than pleased.

The whole dream is about *the past recapturedt, a search for lost innocence.
But it cannot really be regained by turning back the clock, and becoming a child
again, Besides, that time of your life probably wasn't very happy - the only
real point in its favour is that it had fewer responsibilities and fewer préssures
on you from insides (There were.probably a great many more from the outside,)
There was some experiment done a while back with two lots of monkeys. One lot
got annoying and unpleasant electric whooks from time to time, and couldn't do
anything about it. The other lot could avoid gettlng thls mlsereble annoyance
by doing somethzng (pressing buttons or so on) in a fairly complxoated sequence =
in other words, they ocouldn't always get it ‘right. Guess which lot developed
uloers -~ the poor little buggers with limited (and mostly illusory) oontrol over
what happened, The other lot developed a fatalistio attitude and stayed healthy.
(I suspeot this is why many religions, such as Islam, endourage people to
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develop- this attitude -~ it's actually healthier).

The scene with the girls seems to be more a tsymbolism of sdolescence' than
adolescence as you experienced it, and even in your dream you discard it and move
on to something more reallstzc, an illusion closer to reality. Again and again
the toutsider? imagery returns < being a bpy in a group of girls; the singing
scene, where you feel at first that the group is wrong (I take it that as you
were more intelligent than most of ysur classmates, you were often right when they
were wrong), but it turns out that they are actually right in your dream, but

that it is a rightness for them, not for you,

When you become a younger boy, you're moving towards realism, tewards the past-as-
was rather than the past-as-symbols There's that massively Freudian symbol of
the pool = the past wasntt so innocent, At first I thought that the pool was
completely a sexual symbol, but it loocks a good deal more complex and multi-
meaninged than that, Its glorious attractiveness is réminiscent of the
straightforwardness and fireshness of adolescent sexuality, but of oourse
dirtyminded little kids say 'it smells like turds*! (compare this with the ancient
Letin say that translates as 'betweeen urine and faecest!)s At the same time, the
pool could be a symbol of membership of the group = the school spirite. The

other boy could be expressing your doubts as to whether acceptance céuld
ultimately be a good thing, thought to you it seems, at that moment, an unalloyed
and wholly innooent goeds You are too muoch a loner not to have doubtsj perhaps
there!s also an element of the 'what®s the catoch?!/MNSTAAFL syndromes But you
go ahead and take the plunge ((*brg* Noj I merely waded into the pool; I did not
plunge.*)) and it turns out that your fears about filth and uncleanness were

not justified, Or were they? The simple image of oontaminatien by shit is
replaced by the jstionalised fear of invisible, undectable radiaticne Again,

your rationality, your urge towards realism, is workinge This explanatien of
your earlier fear triggers off a whole bateh of twentieth-century fear images -
limited resources, pollution, etec., Your adulthood and your adult fears
(responsibilities) are suddenly bursting through the illusion of  escape into
childhoods

Dream Nos 2%

lMore complex, and rather more interesting as a story! Also more realistic ~ it
looks as if you tend to dream in contemporary meinstream novel style, People
seen to frame their dreams in particular literary or filmioc styles, especlally
if they read a lot or watch films or tv a great deal.

University symbolises a high degree of intellectual complexity « and & . ;j
return to youth (though not so far back as in the first dream). You disocard
your respomsibilities (possessions), but not permanently, You are wearing no
pants (or underpants, if I read you correctly) ~ letting it all hang out,

a letting g» rather than a total loss of inhibitions (normal behaviour at an

sf con)s Your unnamed friend is indicating to you that you are somewhat
vulnerable in your 'open® or 'uninhibited' state, but not apparently attemptlng
to dissuade you.

David Grigg gets a rather nice starrlng role in your. dream, whioh indicates your
frieniships, The gift of an obviously valuable and attractive bhook is a visualising
of his friendship, and also a slightly more iptensified form of fanac (offering
a ziney espeeially for free, as an offer of friendship)e This part of the dreanm
is straightforward. The out-of=-sequence bit is your realisation that David is
a rather shy person (at least, in your dream you see him as shy) and you value
his openness all the more. The name of the book seems symbelis = but I'm not
sure of the details heres I see it as rather important, thoughe Does tThe
Catoh' mean that friendship brings a certain'degree of worry and respomsibility,
and that this is the tcatoh®? Or that your position as a well-knewn fan krings
hard work, responsibilities, and a few problems of its own? Or that (x,.. -
intelleotuality, bookishness itself, carries its own problems? Or is the book
something that was gained unexpectedly, 'oaught' l;ke a fish as an unexpeoted
bonus?

Is the girl in the library s symbol of the subconscicus? or is she a real person
you and David know and like in real life? Both, most likelye I think the hgge
book is a symbs) of the past, of the support of the past and its value to writers
(the histsrical photographs). I don't mean just one's persomal past, but also
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the work put in by other people.in the past, When you leave the library, you
carry not only frlendsh;p (Pavid's book) but the past (the large book) with you,
and are glven perm;ssmon by an ‘authority flgure (the llbrerlan) to do so.

The shopkeeper mey be another anima f;gure and’ may also be a muse, Her bixexual
appearance is 1nterest1ng (creat1v1ty as a matter of the intellect.rather than of
the body, but . powered by sexual/blologlcal foroes?) (or is she the transcendent
human being who includes male/female, youth/age, authority/playfulness?) The
plcture under the tanimator* (a neat sczence-f:ct;onal/technologlcal rationalisation
of the needed 1magery) which shows a beaut;ful anima woman in the garments of the
past, who is suddenly revealed by technolegy (the future) to be at ance young and
0ld - seeing a whole life at once, seeing four dimensions. This is a very.
seience=fictisnal Lmage, -yet sounds 1ike mystleal symbollsmu

The dream ends with you gazns back to mundenzty and realising that your time of
openness: is over for nows . The tram is your return to mundanity, and your worry

over not catching it is your realisatisn that the party spirit, relaxation and
spewness of your expeditisn was a neeessary break from routlne, not semething
permanent.

The dreams-seem to be a rehash of a 'learnzng experlence', a means of making
de0151ons, -an acceptance of how -important and valuable is the past, and how
valuable is your ereativity - but that it ean only be - returned to far play and
knowledge, and not for escapes

(3 August 1985)

* For Dream’ ﬂ, Yyou point out the main movement of the action - backward in time,
From what I remembeir of my chzldhood, there was very little pleasant to
recall, let alone some transcendent experience. WMy only conelusion is that I
had such an experience in the years before I have some donsecutive experience.
My parents tell me that I was very impressed -when I saw the sea for the first
timey that I called it a 'big bath'e Whenever I go bathing in the seagy I
sometimes am overcome by a most peculiar sense of excitement, I don't seem as
capable of exoitement as I once wasj I haven't felt that particular intoxication
for some years. However, the feeling I had in the dream = which was closest to
the reeling of suspense that affliets you when the answer is about to bhe
Tevealed 1n a mystery movie ~ was dlfferent from my childhood intoxication when
surrounded by wateres But maybe if I could recover memnries from the age of two
or threey a clearer pattern would emerge.

But something quite else is lmplled. Nobody has commented on my main
impression of the pool when approaching it -~ the coldnesse. Not the warm
pleasure of re-enterzng the womby or somesush standard Freudian explication,
The pure joy of 1ntense, 1nv1soret1ns cold. (Heat is always associated with
lassitude for me,) What is the great oold. pleasure of life? Thinkinge. " If ;..
I go »agk to the beglnnlng of my schooldaysy I remember the enormous pleasure
of learning to read, I think I've written somewhere that that was probably the
m5st pleasurable and 11berat1ng feel;ng I had in my first “25 years of life.
With reading oomes thinking, mental exploration. With mental exploratien came,
for me, an immediate, sharp, impenetrable divisicn between me and all my cther
classmatese In the endy Itve been out. off froém most other people. Even in
fandom it seems fashionable te be, if not dumb, then ordinary in a bright sert
of waye A most pleasurable .period of my life was the time I spent getting-a
degree.~ itt!s the only time Ifve been paid money for leernlng, thinking, angd
exploging ideas, without the need to worry -about- earning a llvxng. A time
falled with the lovely cold pleasure of .thoughts:

What all this has to do with today. or even 1981, when I dreamt these dreems,
‘I'm pot sure. As you say, Dlane, Dream 2 goes back.to university days ané
the féeling I had when I joined fandom =~ that I had found people who were on
my side, spokeé my . language. with whem I had some affxn:ty.. This remains true
abousesomp fabs. Yet none of that has muoh ,to do with the twuatransoendent,
intense 1mages of the dream = the metamorph051ns woman in blue, and Davigd
Grigg's book. Your suggestions are helpful.

AYou remind me of the main problem with these dreams - that I can thlnk ef any
nunber of petterns ‘that fit most of their deta;ls, dut I can't cenneot
those patterns with the dreary realities of ordinary existences *
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RALPH ASHBROOK
303 Tregaron Rd,, Bala Cynwyd, Pennsylvania 19004, USA

Dream 13

Before 1 get into the details, I would like to suggest that dreams are trlcly
little rascals and that they can look both back and shead at thé same time -
illustrated by the tanimated girl?! of Dream 2.

PThe dream reflects your relationship with socience fiction which has been to you at
times vocation, lover, family, and homeés You feel perhaps you should put it
behind you -~ graduate, You regard sf as preparation (school) for something
mature, more respectable, more complete, You are afraid you are stuck in. schoole
You want to break with sf, to graduate, Of course, an American graduation, You
have been haunted.by the unfairly American influendes even in your own preferences
(Dick and Tucker)a

The torystalline, invigorating lure' of sf is illustrated by the pools. You see its
promise and depth and lifegiving possibilitiess Others warn you that it is full

of shit, not worth your attention, dangerousi There is another reason that you
use water to represent sf. While mainstream literature restricts itself to the
perceived possible (the surfaoce), sf potentially offers new depths to explore,

~ The actuality is that many sf writers stay on the surface bumping into turds or
even producing them, but you dream of the sf that sometimes is and might be,

You even address fandom toward the end. You see yourself 'in the magiec oirele but
not completely', The fans are *'far more offhand about the wondrous experience . ¢
than I wasf®, :

You, »r course, decide to wade into the water, with some misgivings, and in the
afterglow portion imagine one cure or another for sf's insufficiencies, hut you
see this correction is not praotiaals

You have chosen to accept the pool for what it is. You will occasienally be stuck
on the top with the real and imagined turds, but you will also explore the depths

and possibly, as you dive deeper,and farther, you may find that the sf pool leads

to and is part of something even vaster, Is the way to that ocean climbing out

of the pool or swimming on? : ’

(8 July 1985)

* Your explanation is so coherent and plausible that I'm kicking myself that I
434 not award you yet another award officially. [iy good old censorious conscious
mind says 'no! - I know too well the failures and sillinesses of science fictien

~ for it to be that important to me. But the fact is that the three years
1981=-l, during which I did not publish an issue of & genzine, seem now to me
completely wasted, although I remember writing articles for apazines and other
general fanzines, Publishing THR in a regular way has made me feel a lot better
gbout life in generale And often I do feel like ‘graduatlns' - but where?
Anything that earns a crust is boring, because there is no way to £ind a Jjob
in Australia publishing a magazine of or about science ficticne And I've not
beern tempted to follow some other hobby or interests So... you just might be
the most correct of any correspondént.,

But what absut Dream 27 Where does that fit into the Ashbrook thesis? *

DAVID LAKE
7 8th Avenue, St Lucia, Queensland h067

Befsre I say anything directly on your dreams, 1 suggest thBat you read Ann
Paraday = Dream Power (Pan, 1972) and The Dream Game (Harper & Row, Perennial
Library, 1976)s ARn Faraday’s basic principle is that dreams mean what the
dreamer thinks they mean. Thusy I can only offer suggestionsj I can say what the
dreams would mean if I had dreamt them, I am only likely to be right as fear as
my psyche is like yoursj and that's a matter of degree.

Another caveat is the word 'God', which I like to use., I use the word mythically.
A lot of people shy off the word, but I find it the most helpful one for the
deepest contexts. Synonyms are Jung's 'Self' (always capital S), or Plato's 'One!
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(always capital 0)s But 'God' is nice and flexible., Vhen I feel friendly to 3od,
I eall her 'she's VWhen I feel unfriendly, God is-that silly old bugger who
designed the universe and then went off and left us to suffer from it (Blake calls
this archetype 'Nobodaddy' )s Both feelings are quite normal and OKe Maybe there
are turés in it, maybe notess God is wheré the ultimate buck stops. One of;the
most futile exereises in this world is blaming.- I don't blame anyoned not Hitler,
not Genghis Khan, not the Ayatollah, not Reagen,-note.... Everyone is the way they
are because of env1ronment, genes, and therefore the Ultimate Necessity, i.es

(as Vonnegut says) You Know Whooee God is tn blame for everything. That is what
the word 'God' means. ) ' ' ' ’

. nght, thens I'1l have a 1ook at your seoond dream flrst.

I take it that this is a dream about your own oreatlve powers, as an author and
publisher -~ but more as an author, since as far as I know David Grigg is not a
publisher, and yes, in this dream he is a mere cover for yourself,

1 say, do’ you really want telllng what thls dream means? I put it to you
(prisoner in the dook!) that you know damn well what it means, Let me Jjust
repeat a few pregroné bitss '

Y. seeverybody else had gone off elsewhere, and I was left wandering down an empty
street?! (ps H)e Yes, we all start from that empty street: that's why we write.

'I was undressed ts singlet and T-shirt' (pe 4) but 'nobody in our group had
‘worpied at allt (pe 6)s Bruce, yéu need to strip off like me and nat worrye
We're all much the same, naked, And ef cgurse this is at a unlver81ty/11brary/sf
convention, I mean, that's where we're at, right?

‘1T left my things higgledy=-piggledy all over the room*® (pe 4)e You are too
modest, Bruoej I don't find your things thiggledy-piggledy's Let me refer to
your remark, ppe 8-0 in the Books seotion of ‘that issue of Sweetness and Light,
where you say 'my own "What Got Said to Me When He Lived Next Door" failed
miserably's It didn't fail miserablys I thought it was one of the best pieces in
Dreamworks, better than the offerings of the Pgreat name' authorse Your fiction
Is better than you say it is, And yets o

'eeel couldn®t get that effeot in my magazine® (ps 4)s No, you can't make a
magazine stand in for a novel « so why don't you go ahead and write your novel?
That is The Catch =~ the title of the dream novel,

I put it to you that you are busily affixing black adhesive on your own quite
‘legitimate aspirations to be a writers I know you are afraid of self~-revelatien,
but you should not be, ife all share the same Self. '

I think that Lee and Irene stand for themselves in this dream: they are illustrious
examples of your potentlal public. But you are still ﬁoo shy to 'see all your
old friendst. .

As for the 'anlmator' and 1ts action (ppe 5-6), you seem to, be especlally worried
about characterisation in your fioction, I tell youy you needn't be,
Characterisation is a silly shibboleth in fiction, especially fantastic fietion,
liuoh fiction does superbly without 'rounded' characters - or even consistent cnes.
As for your girl having inconsistent ages, so do some of Ursula Le Guin's main
characters, Ged, for instance, strikes me as about forty, not nineteen, in the
first tBarthsea® bonks The point hardly matters,

A hopeful note to end on - though your woman doesn't oateh her tram (p. 6), you doe
liaybe that?'s still the oharacterisation thing. vell, you can catch the tram
without hery I tell you, ’

No catch at all in The Catche

Now for Dream 4 If this were mine, I would say the dream is a religious one.
The set up is like the one in Dante's Paradlso, with choirs ef angels, etCey
centring on Gode You are wondering about Life, the Unlverse, and Everythzng.
lMaybe there are turis at the heart of things, maybe note One half ef you, the
emotional, intuitive side, the anima side symbolised by the girls, is wanting
to sing out, to wear the robes, to rejoice in the sweet-~smelling watersj the
other side, represented by the boys,; the blase rational side, insists on the
turdse I like your unconscious choice of a swimming pool as the symbol of the

16



ultimates yes, it's partly something we make ('All gods reside in the human
breast' - Blake), but it's also something given, like water, which you must know
is an old symbol for the Infinite and healing,

Both dreams seem to harmonise well, In both you are struggling out of lonéliness
towards communion. 'The sohool spirit, the sourcé of some great mystic
togetherness. was up there!' (p. 3)e Yes, it is, you know, when we all stand side
by side, sing our.silly little songs without worrylng about themy and face toward
the One. e must posl our little selves.

Don't believe the boys. There are only turds in the great Pool if you think they
ares And radicactivity is only a temporary problem - like our present species,
it won't last very long. .

And I do think the way to the Pool must be from below the schoolboys (pe 3)e You
can't make it from up downwards = not from the rational mind. From the depths of
your self - and when you have become a 'primary school kid' (pe 3)e You must
become as a little ohild to enter the Kingdoma.s But I don't like the word
'Kingdom'; Blake uses the 'child* image without the King notion in his marvellous
poem 'To my friend Butts I write', which has as its climax, 'I remained as a
child. Y ’

Did you actually have a bad time as & schonlboy, or is that merely symbolioe?

I had a fairly easy time at my sohools, at least from the other boys. The
Christian teachers gave me (literally) Hell, I was rather an intrevert and an
egotist as a boy, but not actually unpopular. I guess my main problems always
have been metaphysical ones, . .

It's funny how I sound like a oheer—up ohaplain in this letter, I suppose I
always feel (even about fiction) that one should try to be helpful, Yet I myself
often think this is a pretty turdy universe, 1'9 by 6 = L2' often sounds a good
way to sum it upe But there is no rational solution. Good luck with everything
(and Everything).

(13 June 1985)

* Itve just losked baok over my replies to the other lettersy Davidj those replies,
in total, probably answer you, The puzzling thing about Dream 4 is that I had
little sense of ftschoel spirit! when I was at school (except during the two years
I attended Bacchus Marsh High Schooly the one school that definitely does not:
appear in the dream), I would like to have been accepted by other students, but
that didn't happen., It was unforgivable to come top of the elass and be
hopelessly ineffecgtual et all sports.

In the eand, I can't help coming back to Ralph Ashbrook's notion that all ef
Dream 1 is about fandom. At least that would be more specific than meny of

your suggestions, It's a pity that you didn't have access to much of the
autobiographical material that Yvonne was able to use, (Huch of it was in
spazines, and took a fair amount of finding.) lany of your ingenious suggestions
could fit the dreams as they are written down, but don't rlng true with the rest
of my life, Your comment about the animated image of the woman in blue seems
inadequate, for example, I thought I had shown olearly that this image was
overwhelming - after watching it, I felt that I had seen all possibilities of
that image, the bosk from which it was reproduced, the life of that woman, all
lifes I seemed on the verge of tlndlng some Operatlng Prznoxple of Existence,

a principle that somewhat eludes me in ‘real life'.

As you see, I'm backing away from religious frameworks for those dreamss
Maybe Itll come back to your letter some years from now and find that you were
right after all, *

ROGER. WEDDALL
PO Bnx 273, Fitzroy, Victoria 3065

Part At Short answer test

Dream Nos 23
Q1: Was the *delicaoy »f the situation' in which you found yourself talking
with a friend caused by your awareness of belng dressed in sxnglet and
-~ T~shdrt? (Only in singlet and T=-shirt?)
As Nee
Q2; At the time sf the dream, was the identity of the friend impertant?
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Az Yese : )
Q3:. What gquality, in one word or less, can be ascrlbed to David. dressed in his
suit?
b Respeoctability.
Q4s  vas the book David's book?
Az Clearly, noe '
Q531 Insofar as ‘Davidt can be conszdered a shell or vehicle for the dreamer's
" intentions’ (or a reflection of them), isn't it 11ke1y that fDavid' shows
this' book to Irene and turns to leave because 'he'! is shy, or modest?
As Not -at -alle In fact, almost the opposites. Once.'David' has producéd the
- booky he is able to do-this, . . - .
Q6s  Is the title of the book, The Cat chy ironie?
A3 It is more a statement of fact, It does, ‘however, have two distinet and
. completely different meanings.
Q7: How many books are there in the dream?
As Oone. And thén, more as. 'a concepte
Q@83  Pick one word from the text’ of the dream that best summarlses the functlon
and nature of 'Roger' in the dream.
As Pestivity.
Q9: Expand on thate
As Sociabilitys . In the last- paragraph, acceptance.
Q10: Is the sex-of the librarian's friend important?
As Not in the endi
@11:  In the oorrect manlfestatlon of *the book', could it be said to .be about
»ne perseon in particular?
As Yes,
Q12s Not lncludlng the friend of the 11brar1an, how many women are Speclflcally
there 1n the dream? ’

As Onee . ‘

Q13t Does the dreatier feel melancholy because he feels he has sbmehow tmissed the
boat??

As Some boats are missed, but the dreamer is basically content with his lot, or

rather, content to act in a way that he feels comfortable with,
Q143 What d» the trams gignify? : :

As You have to work hard and/or be lueky.

Q15: Expand on these answers, -

As You do thate .

*

Part IIs Short essay section. Answer;eaoh question in 150-300 words.

(a) The title of the book, The Catch, could be said to refer to a number of
things. Biscusse

Tne book has, in this dream, two coincidental functions, both of which are
desoribed by the title, As a means of gaining social or perhaps professional

(or academic) respectability, the 'catch! is that sich a book must be produced in
the first places, The title announces that the bock is a means to an end, " On the
other hard, the title desoribes the contents of the book, both with respect to
the respectab;llty ‘due to the euthor, ‘and to the girl who is (or, as happens in
dreams, beoomes) the subjeot of the book, It is she who is the tcatoht, and the
book is about hers "The title, then, refers to the subject matter of the bookj
the nature of the book, 1tself, and what it represents; what the book ean bring
aboutj and thé trouble with the booke ‘

(b) Compare,  sontrast, and discuss the following two statementss
(i) All the women in the book could be said to be one woman: Elaine.
(ii) All the characters in the dream are splintered manifestations of the
personality of the dreamer.

Curiously enough, while there are good grounds for arguing that the two named
characters represent wish-fulfilment aspects of the dreamer's character, it is not
unreasonable that nearly all other characters in the dream are in fact ane real
person, with a name: Elaine,

When an example of partlcular behavaour on the part of someone else is called for
in a dream, it is not undommon for the dreamer to select a person or stereotype
to act out thar role in the dream, Therefore, while the performed astions ov
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the models wmay be in good keeping with at least one aspeat of the character of

the person nominally presented, it is not this, person who appeas in the dream but
the dreamer?'s perception of the role of that person. So 'David! and 'Roger' fulfil
a role. (But why do so many people think of me as a free and easy=-going sociable
person? I find this perplexing.g 'David! shows - in that strange out-of-sequence
image - how the dreamer would feel he could act if he has produced such & books
It's interesting that 'Lee', the obvious objeot af the exercise, appears not even
in a cameo role, but only as a name attached to a house = a desirable inner-city
terrace house, CSo much for Carlton Street. )

On the other hand, the women of the dream are not so much active characters in
the dream but objects of attention of the main character or figures who make a
contrast with him, This argues well for the fact that they ae not so much
uanifestations of the personality of the dreamer as a relatively fixed ocomcept of
an other personi one ‘other person? :

Although the orowd is desoribed as a group of convention attendees, no :one is.
pentionedby name or singled out as an individuales V/hen *Roger leddall! is
mentisned, he is mentioned more as & verbal shorthand desoription of the crowds
tWie all set off on one of Roger?s expeditions! is a good example., What sert of
crowd? What- sort. of expeditisn? . A crowd that would behave as 'Reger' might, .
giving a 'remarkable air of festivity' tn the ooccasion. 0On the other hand, the
women are there more as acoompanying flgures =~ Oor one flsure - and do not express
opinions or take part in actions.

Given the time of the dream, and the prominence given to what is essentially one
womany it would seem likely that this persoen is Elaine, The fact that, towards

the end of the dream, the woman misses the tram, is another example of the guite
subtle humour sprznkled throughout the dream, and a further clue that the woman

in questzon isy in faot, Elaine.

(c) Disouss one previously unmentioned feature of the dream,

The way the picture of the woman changes, both forwards and backwards in time,
suggests that the piecture is more than simply 'seen'. HNany facets of that
person's personality are being explored or viewed, and the t‘image' is a metaphor
for this more complex contemplation. This is what the 'disturbing quality'® of
the picture would seem to suggeste It's odd that the tvividness and disturbing
quality of the picture! do not dampen the spirits of the rest of the party, but
"have an effect on the dreamer. This point, like all those mentioned, is
deserving of 1engthler dlscuSSLOn.

(20 June 1985)

* Somehow I think I failed that exam,

Or maybe Roger dide I would, for instance, answer some of the short-answer
questions quite differently. For instance, in answer to Q4, I would answer
'Yest, It was quite clear to me that the 'David! in the dream did write the
book, and illustrated and printed it, but felt ambiguous abecut his achievement,
In answer to Q7, you also miss the point of the dream, that there are two

books = fDavid's?!, which is autobiographical and genealogical and personal,
"and the second book, from which he has used eighteenth-~ and nineteenth-century
illustrations, which can provide inspiration for all readers and viewers, This
bosk is much larger than 'David's®, and available to alle The dreamer, however,
is’ the only person who uses up-to-the-minute technology to blow up one of

the pictures from the older book and view all its possibilities. I'm still
unclear as to what that picture is; and whether it represents something I was
looking at in 1981, or should be looking at in the future. .

And you cant't have it both ways. If the male figures represent unrecognised

;- parts .of my swn personality, then so must the female figures, including the
historical woman in blue, But the female figures are less distinguished from
each other than the male figuresj on the other handy I know less about them and
therefore they have more potential interest value than the male figures, The
dream points to a time in my life before I met Elaines When Elaine appears in
one of my dreams, she is very forcefully there,

Thanks for being amusing and ingenious, Rogere The offbeat style of your letter
is rather what I was hoping for when I set up the Dream Competition.
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Here are three non—w1ggers - althoughriichael's letter falls into that category

only because he is commenting on a different dlscu551on (in 2&5} and therefore does
not look direotly at my dreams. - He's. weloome to join the discussion, as are Damzen
and Lucye - : S v ‘ : _ L *

DAMIEN BRODERICK
10 Marks Streety Brunswxck, Vlc. 3056

Suppose dreams are the soum of dally 11re. Nobody can do mueh with someone elke's
dreams, Suppose dreams are the visible port;on of the selfts ongoing sortlng,
appraisal, oonsol;datzon of ‘experience, Nobody else has access to the genuine
stuff of someone else's llte, so another's dreams would be as meaningful as the
dlagnostlcs in an unknown ‘ormputer language. - Suppose dreams are a.blend of
"universal strustural struts and private ornamentation, Then noébody else can add
much beyond a bland statement of these underlying- generalltles - useful to the
ignorant, perhaps, but also dangerously dlstractlng, for surely what most 1nterests
each of us .in such a quest is hls 1nd1v1dua1 self and not the laws of phy51os
whioh make his blood pumps

What I can comment on is the way you as a maturé communlcator dlreot your readers'
attention to your little stories, using a common langusge that ‘is certainly
ambiguous but in large part shared and acdessible to tohsciousness,

You've been known to remark that your dreams are the most captivating part of your
life, far more interesting than any deliberate attempts to oreate art, leét alcne
simply get through the daye. ‘What you offer hére, then, is a pithy summatien not
merely of your most private unshared moments but, on- your account, of your most
esteemed essentzals. ' . ‘ :

On what terms do you extend this wonderful glft?

As equivalent to three volumes of Piers Anthony. As the equal of your reader‘s
piok of throwout rescords. As & pilé of mouldering junks:

interestingfzsrgoq,?venytithtaatzng.
Soe Now vee may perhaps to begin. Yes?

(27 June 1985) .
No -~ not unless you: allow me my llttle aoke, then read the rest of my statement,
which allows the prize-winner to pick a prize, (Be51des, ‘some _people like Piers
Anthony books, which is why I mentioned them.) $3 One reason why I #typed up

the dreams in the first place is that I seemed to write better prose when
seribbling them down at 5.30 in the morning than I do when writing deliberate
fictions Nobody has confirmed or denied this suspicions I suspeot ordlnary
literary oriticism of the most nltplcklng klnd would yield a lot of meanlng in
these dreams/storzes. *

_ Lucy SUSSEX
Kenszngton, Vlo. 3031

Thank you for the copy of SWeetness and nggg (really?). I regret, though, that

I have to plead 'no contest' in the interpretation of your dreams. I have avoided
other peoplets dreams ever since I worked with & woman who used to recount hers
over the morning-tes table, .As they were remorselessly synaeeoleglcal, we were
rather put off the coffee, which was real coffee, freshly percolated, and for
morning tea only. There was instant in the afternoon, when it wouldn't have
mattered so much, but Rosemary ecould never wait, that long,

The above is not intended as a put-dewn, simply an expldnation, - My dreams, when
1 remember them, have extremely complicated plots. I kept a dream diary in 1976,
largely out.-of boredom - nothing. else in partioular was happening at the time.
However, I never went to the.lengths of iary .Shelley. (?) who ate raw meat at
night to stimulate the suboonsciouss (Hmn =~ the subconscious dldn't exlst in
Mary .Shelley's days. I should have recast that sentence,) Myself, I wonder hew
liary S. avoided the stomach aches.

On the subject of literary dreaums, one might alsc mention Harold Munro, Edwardian
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man of letters and poetry fan, who dreamt he was falling down the inside of a
narrow tower filled with books, which he clutched at to arrest his fall. 1In
dnother dream, John Galsworthy belaboured him with a table-sized beefsteak!

The above two anecdotes come from a fascinating book, Charlotte jiew and Her
Friends, by Penelope Fitzgerald (Londons Collins, 1984). ilew was a minor English
poet of whom I had never heard until, while searching for a reference for Yvonne
Rousseau, I came across a review of Fitzgerald's book. It is one of the few cases
I have encountered where the review was almost as entertaining as the book -
reviewed, Charlotte liew was not a great poet, and lived a life of almost
unremitting awfulness - and yet the account is unputdownable. This is partly due
‘to Fitzgerald's lively wrltlng style, and because while recounting the grim faots
of ilew's life (madness in the family, poverty, a olinging respectable Mamma, and
an unfortunate propensity to fall madly in love with heterosexual women) she
ineludes snippets like liunro's dreams and the time that Walter de la Mare argued
for two days over whether marmalade was jam! Try it and see what you thinke

(29 June 1985)

* Jtve never seen the book, but it sounds like one that I'd like to reades

‘I'm surprised that you didn®t participate in the Dream Contest, or at least tell
a few of your own, since the best of your short stories have a satisfying dream

atmosphere, In fact, much remarkable fiction gives the reader the impression of
travelling through the writert's dream landscapes *

MICHAEL HAILSTONE
PO Box 193, Woden, ACT 2606

So you're interested in dreams? Maybe you would like to know about my trip to
lars..e In the dream I landed on Mars and was astonished to find that it was
nothing at all like the hars the soientists have told us of, This Mars had
breathable air and a pleasant olimate. The red deserts were there, but there were
also srowoapped mountains and a kind of jungle of an unearthly kind of vegetation
of an unearthly green coloure Yet in the dream I was as rational as ever, really
puzzled why it differed so much from what the scientists had told us.

There are at least two kinds of dream., 1In the more normal kind, one usually
remembers the dream on first awakening, but forgets it soon afterwards, In this
case, I didn't even remember having the dream until about half an hour after
wakingj it was just like remembering sometbing that had happened the day beforee
Even oddery a friend of mine here in Canberra, somebody I didn't know when I had
the dream (when I was still living in Sydney), quite independently, with no ,
knowledge of my dream, last year painted a picture of what I saw: the red desert
an 4 srowcapped mountains, the pink sky with the forest in the foreground. The
-only thing wrong with her picture is that she has palnted earthly trees instead
of the more beanlike plants of my dream,

(23 June 1985)

* I don't know what to say about that dream, except that it's obviously one of
those Big Dreams which, if you believe Jung, dip right into the store of what
he calls the 'collective unoconssious's (I say this because you did share it
with another person; this may in fact, with variations, be a fairly ocommon dream,)
On its own level, it points to some territory or activity that you would find
very beautiful and invigorating, but from which you are prabably shut out now
because of rational doubts about the possibility of reaching that state of
beings Even if you achieved it, you would still have reasonable doubts abeut
what was happening to you, -but you would enjoy the experience anywaye

I agree with you about the great differences in quality between dreams, Often
I wake up in the morning, knowing that I've experienced a very complicated and
interesting 4dream, but I cannot remember it. Other dreams have very simple
images and olear meanings, but I can remember them well enough to write them
downe The great dreams, whioch rarely arrive, are the very complex and vivid
dreams which just present themselves to you whole, waiting to be written down.
Such were the two dreams at the beginning of this issuees I hope other pegple
send me acocounts of theirs, *
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Part 4g -
DREAM POSTSCRIPT

A few weeks before I began to type this issue, I wrote down a dream that, seemed
to enswer Dream 1 - the pool dream, I'm not saying that it's a literal answer,
but it seems to take up the central 1mages of the end of that dream and ‘carry them
on in a progresslve ‘way. Maybe you?ll agree, maybe you won't see any connection.
‘liaybe you're waiting for the next bit of the magazine to star?.

Dream, 5,15 a.lley Friday, 23 May 1986 :

I was on a summer walking tour with my father through the Dandenong Ranges as
they used to be (forest lands eamsily crossed by bush tracks, with lots of cleared
valleys and settlements). Ve came upon a little bush swimming pools entirely
surrsunded by a wire fénce, except for a wire gates A few af the locals were
wading in the pool, which was very shallows The sun was warm, but not too het.

I stripped (but must have béen wearing or carrying something-I could use as
swimming trunks), and splashed around in the pools. The sunlight was so pleasant
and the water so warm that I dozed in the water while resting my head against the
side of the pool.

When I woke, I felt remarkably refreshed and invigorated. Howevely the sun was
low in the skye I woke with a start, realising that by nightfall my father had
planned to reash a train or bus that would take us back to Melbourne, I got out
of the water, and found I was the only person in the pool enolosure. The .gate
was shut and locked, - ‘How would I get out?

There was -a little hut outside the gatees A local bloke oame oﬁt of ite tSorry
you got locked in,' he said ruefully. 'Cl;mb over the fence and youtll be right,.?
The wire fence was quite low, Any of the local. kids could have clambered over
it easily. I knew that I was so awkward that I couldn't elimb over anything,

let alone a wire fence, .

'Sorry,' I sa:d, after a few halfhearted trles. _'No go.? The bioke stared at me
in disbelief, However, he was &8 k;ndly type of older country gent. He called
into the hut, and one of the local boys came out, He was to0ld to.take the utility
from near by anddrlve to a looal person's house to get a key to the pool
enclosure.

At some time in all this, I must have got dresseds The local bloke and I started
to chat desulfwrily, me oh one side of the gate and he on the other,  The next
moment =~ although I also realised that it was quite a while later - the ute
rumbled into the clearing carrying six of the local lads, all (no doubt) wanting
to take a look at the idiot who couldn't even climb over the fence. As they
pulled to a stop, I realised to my mixed pleasure and aocute embarrassment that
suddenly I was: étanding outside the enclosure, Somehow, while chatting to the
local bloke, I had forgotten my awkwardness and had found a way to ollmb the
fence, .

Or had I? To me, it felt that one moment I was on one szde of the fence, .the next
moment I was on the nther,

The blokes in the ute were all grumbling becduse there was no reason for them to
have ‘travellei to the poole However, they were pleasant about the whele-thing,
and agreed to take me to the nearest railway station,:

(But iI'm not sure when my father disappeared;from the dream, or where he wentesass)










* Thanks very much for your long letter, rich, It should have appeared some.
time ago, but it's worn well, .

In the meantime, I've forgotten what I said originally (in my PAPA magazine)
about my childhoodes I still have the same feeling of burning hatred when I
remember the torture of compulsory school sport as I had at the time., Some
wounds never heal, It took me a long time, however, to realise that most other
kids hated sohonl because af attempts to make them learnispelling, arithmetio,
social studies, or the likes The number of years I wasted in schoall= on the
one hand, slowed down by those whe were behind me in academioc sohool subjecots,
and, on the other hand, enduring many hours of humiliating torture under the
guise of phys. ed. and sports In all the debates about education that have
taken place during the last twenty years, only a few people have really asked
kids what they want to do, and have set up sohonl pragrams that dontt amount to
a compulsory prison sentence,

I still have ambivalent feelings about the work of Ayn Rand, although I haven®t
read any of her books since 1966, and couldn't face the thought of rereading
Atlas - Shrugged and The Fountainheads She took some psychologically seund ideas
and covered them with a shroud of megalnmania, Unfortunately, she alsoc sprayed
the lot with the colours of hick-conservative eco~polities, whioh ae not

implied by her most central ideas. The real giveaway, which is semewhere in
Atlas Shrugged and I'11 have to peraphrase, is when Rand's main character praises
the other skay characters by saying that haven't changed any of their ideas
since they were sixteen years old. (Or does she say it of herself?) And that'’s
it. Some of Rand's ideas set you free when youfre sixteen (unless you've already
got an inflated ego, in which case you‘’ huys real problems), but there®s
nothing to offer for the next steps in life, Rand tells teenagers that they too
can be heroes, but that turns out not to be true. On the other hand, one
doesn't have to stay an emotional cripple all one's life, which is what can
happen if one stays forever hampered by the ideas handed down from parents,
relatives, and (in my ease) fundeamentalist religions All Rand says, after all,
is 'Think for yourself.! Why this should lead to a great new apparatus of
right-wing olaptrap, just as debilitating as any of the claptrap of an ‘umble
childhood, is beyond me, Whioch is why, I suppose, having been affected by
Rand!'s timely magic wand. (the liberating idea of freedom hidden within those
giant hooks) I did think for myself and discovered ideas that John Galt and his
erew wouldn't have liked much. , *

RALPH ASHBROOK
(address already given)

Thenk you for the autsbiography in PAPA. "I agree with you about ocurrent sf, but
not about ocurrent musice I like about as much music now (about 20 per cent) as

I did then. The Cars, Huey Lewis, ZZ Top, Culture Ciub, and Talking Heads cover as
much range as the Animals, Buddy Holly, and the Temptations, and I thlnk about as
welle The music comes from the heart and the balls, not from assumptions or
requirements, Maybe you don't have an emotional investment in it the way you did.

However, 1 agree with you and Panshin that something iswrong with ourrent sf.

He suggests an assumption lag, I like it because it allows my exceptionse Think
of what On Wings of Song and Valis have in common, I appreciate your not liking
Valis, but I think Dick was working on the next metaphysiocse I laugh at the
atheistic mechanical model of evolution (and also at the fundamentalist oreation
model). I believe in teleology, but think we needn't be hasty about defining it.
See we I, Thompson, The Time Falling Bodies Take to Liggz for some unstuck ideas,

Your writing continues to act as a trigger for me, . Thank you,
(1 November 1984)

* And thank you.

It's hard to defend views on popular music, because much or it picks up its appeal
from the cirocumstances under which it was first experienceds I like mest the

pop music of the years 1959-62 because they were years when I felt I was heading

. towapds something. I didn't do anything great - malnly schoolwork and listened

to pop music on the radio. But from £ifth form onwards (Year 11), the noose
tzghtened, the warld narrowed into a funnel of greater restriotions., (But

maybe Roy Orbison was better than anyone who came later. That's what I really thinky*
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SYDNLY J. BOUNDS
27 Borough Road, Kingston on Thames, Surrey KT2 68D, Bngland

Dreams and False Alarms is good stuff; reads.like the old-time. SFC downbeat
Gillespie =~ so you can still do it! -

This is the first time I've heard of your sisters, nodel rallways, or Enid’ Blytong
perhaps there are stzll seérets to reveal?

I, too, have long had a longing for a model ra;lway - alas, never ach;eved, and
the desire is no longer with me,

'Born-agaln‘ Christisns: did you really have this phrase way back then? It's new
to me in this country ~ recently leaked from the US of As )

But Enid Blyton! Over here she is frowned on by. 11bpar1ans and teachers. (I'm
not quite sure why - possibly beocasuse she's popular with kids.) However, all the
children's departments of bookshops still carry a sizeable stock of her worke

And yes, I do remember private lending libraries; in faot, we still have one
locally (the only one I know of)s In my youth there were a lot of then, Private

- libraries are coming back = not for books, alas, but for videotapes, About a
dozen in- Kingston, . .

Musics X suppose you rescted against classical music bedause your parents liked ite
Mine had no xnterest in it, so of course I took to it earlyd (Have you heard Carl
orff*s Carmina Burana? - the most 9X01t1ng pueoe of nusic I've come across latelys)

Page 9: Have you got those dates right? Or should 78 read 682
(18 November 1984)

.

* I skip decades easily these days, when writing about thé paste

Again I have the problem that I can't remember what I said about various topics
in 1984, and run the risk of repeating myself, (Wouldn't be the first time,)
One sister, Robin, is fourteen months younger than me, She met John when she
was fourteen and he was sixteen, became engaged a few years later, and she and
John married in 1969, They have two boys, Colin and, Philip, who grow very fast.
Jeanette is four years younger than I am, . She has never merried because she's
always having too much fun, She is. the music teacher for a well-off state
primary schools I seem to remember that we did nothing but bitoh at each other
y.wen we were kids, but we've been good friends for many years now.

Not much more I can say about model railways, except that Gerald Murnane,.
told me recently that he once came across a book showing fifty model-railway
layouts of America. There's no room at our ourrent house for a layout, but
when we win Tattslottoe.s

The notion of being 'born again' is central to evangelical Cliristianity, and we
always thought of ourselves as such, but- you're rlght - the media dldn't use the
phrase until it was associated with Jimmy Carter in 1976.

It's most frustratlng reading the blography of Enid Blyton (as I was when I
wrote my piece for FAPA)e. -On the one hand, she knew better than anyone how te¢
write a story. On the other hand, she had no idea how she did& it. She said
(and this was oconfirmed by an interested psychological experiment to which she
submitted herself) that she wrote very fast, almost automatically, 'reading off!
the pictures in her‘minds‘ In effect, she transcribed her waking dreanms,

I've Jooked back over some of the books I read as a child. Sure, they contain
the rather squiffy middle-class dialogue and assumptions to whioh the massed
librarians of England and Australia have long since objeeted - but they also
contained the essential story-telling element: that the events you are reading
both arise naturally from what has gone before and impel you on to the next
series of eventse When I was a child, I looked in vain for other writers who
could do the same, (The late 1950s, early 1960s boem in children'’s writing had,
of course, not yet happened.)

What happened to book-lending libraries is already happening to videotape~
lending librariess retail sales of new tapes are undersutting the trade of the

lenders, Oneiﬁxaijstic'l saw was that video-lending outlets have halved in
"number in the last two years. lleanwhile, new f£ilms on video cost cnly $19.95 each.
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Lee Harding introduced me to Carl Orff's music way back in 1968, when I was first
becoming interested in tclassical musio's I've got a bit sick of it since then,
but still have a sneaking desire to hear a performance of Carmina Burana that is
equal to the music, In every version I've heard, the musical forces seem t60
mighty for the recording engineerss they take back their microphones a little
too far, and the result is almost always fuzzy, less exciting than the promise

of the musie itself., On the other hand, if you want perfeoctly recorded and
performed Qrff, try Orff's own ten-record version of the Musica Péetioca, which

is on German Harmonia Mundi. »

TERRY CARR
11037 Broadway Terrace, Qakland, California 94611, USA

There were some interesting similarities between your life and mine, and in general
I thought it was a thoughtful and reasonably honest account - by which I mean you
sensibly refrained from mentioning the names of a couple of women (though I can
guess at least one of them easily enough)s Sometimes I think about writing my own
semi-autobiography, but I never do because it would take too much wordage - I'm
almost exactly ten years older than you ~ and have been in fandom and sf that much
longer, particularly in this country, where I was involved in mcre events af wider
interest than one aoculd be in Australiae, Anyway, I've writtenh about so much of it
already here and there in fanzines, If I ever find myself unaccountably as famous
as Asimov or Pohl, maybe I'll write a book-length autobiography, but let's not

bet on it. ' ’

(22 November 1984)

* I can't see any necessary reason why more would happen to a fan in America than
here, except in the matter of convention reports. (We had only one major
oconventisn per year in Australia until the mid-1970s.) After the mid-1960s,
there was a lot happening here to anybody fully involved in fandome There was,
after all, a whole new fandom to create, after the lull in the late 1950s and
very early 1960s. But let people like Foyster, Harding, Smith, Bangsund, and co.
write their own autobiographies. The last time I started on a real autobiography,
it had reached 20,000 words, and I'd only just reached my fourth birthday. *

MIKE SHOELAKER
2123 Ne Barly Stey Alexandria, Virginia 22302, USA

Thanks for sending Dreams and False Alarms 1. There's little I can says. Our
development has virtually nothing in common, For example, sports, music, and
games (chess, go, cards, eto.) have had at least as much influence on me as books,

(28 November 1984)

* You must be one of the few sf fans who could say that. (I should paint out that
Mike's letter was nice and long, and dealt, among other things, with the last
SF Commentarye One day 1tll run that letter -~ when I publish the really last
SF Commentary. . . *

PAUL ANDERSON
17 Baker St., Grange, South Australia 5022

Your autobiographiocal piece reads like a heavily edited-down version of some of
your much longer acscounts, Also, it shows some purpose to the various Crushing
Blows in your life, Eaoch of them pushed you on a slightly different path to a

much better future,

(14 December 1984)

* There haven't been many Crushing Blows since 1976 (says he with fingers gfiéiigd
maimed from orossing them) -~ but I've not sailed into any better futures,
either, 1It's been pretty much the same old pleasant future for some years
now, which is why I tried to jumpw~start the old Gillespie by becoming
interested in dreams and Jungian analysise The old Gillespie didn't Jjump=-
starty he patteredi on in much the seme waye I feel most at ease at life when
I'm churning out fanzines, but that's an expensive business, and I was never
too good at earning or keeping money. Now there's a real challenge for the
rest of my lifes find a lucrative, satisfying career. Any suggestionsZ? *
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DIANE FOX .
. (address given already)

Your autobiography sounded typically fannish. ((¥brg* That bad?+))

My nearly two-year~old niece is fascinated by trains, and will probably grow up
to,be a real train fan, One of John's former workmates was an enthusiast. One
time he showed us slides from a trip to England and Europe, and many of them were
of famous trains he had seen or ridden on, You can also get records of train
sounds, T ’

I know what you mean when you bejk about being lousy at sports, and only the kids
who were good at sports being at all populare. uhenever I went in a racey, I
always came last, and I was hopeless at everything else, ' I turned out to be good
at swimming =~ but slow, I had plenty of abilities and none of them useful - in a
way, this was more frustrating than not being good at anything, because I not only
am unsuccessful im life, but feel that I should be more suceessful than I am -
and that it must be my fault,

* That sums up my autobiography perfeotly.. Thanks, Disne, . o *

It sounds bloody awful not to like trees, flowers, and scenerye. I've always
liked this sort of thing, almist as much ds bookse I can't remember when I wasn't
quite fasoinated by insects, I'm not.an outdoors person because I'm fat and out
of condition, but I'm quite as happy doing something outside the house as inside,

1'1l have to read Tamarisk Rowes Anything by the author of The Plains would be
interesting (even without your recommendation).

You mention (in' Dreams and False Alarms 2, this time) the way your formerly
countrified suburb gradually became an inner-city slum. In Sydney, Mt Druitt

and the Penrith area will be the slumsof the future, So will the Emu Plains area.
It was once beautiful, but is now miles of 'little boxes, all made of tioky tacky'es
I remember as a child being scolded for yelling and fightinge Said my mother:
‘Don't ‘shout like a hooligan; you sound like Mrs Surry Hills.? . Surry Hills is an
inner-city suburb, I envisaged it as a terribly slummy place (as I'd never been
there), and lirs Surry Hills as a huge, fat drunken woman with beefy arms, a red,
ill~-tempered face, and a rolling pin. Today, Surry Hills doesn't seem a
particularly unpleasant place - it is full of interesting shops, ethnio
restaurants, and terrace houses that seem to be popular with students and trendies.
Ashfield, where my mother grew up, is now close to being a slum,

I remember Davy Crockett! MNum made coonskin caps out of a furry velveteen for
Sylvia and me. That was a great oraze of the time, The Phantom was my

favsurite oomic book then, When you talk about comics and films, it's & great
dose of nostalgia for me, although I don't think I ever swapped ccmies as a childe

(13 February 1985)

* Thanks for all those comments, Diane. At least a few other people lived through
the same decade I dids (Everybody who said they grew up in the 1950s did not
live in the same decade as mine,) You must have something in common with
Elaine, who has always been a great fan of plants and animals., Her mother
insisted on using Latin names for plants, and Elaine used to collect and read
about insectse Me? I spent my time trying to avoid outdoor activities and get
bask to the bopk I was reading, ‘

Comics and films did a lot to make me an Americancphile whem I was a kid - but
not completely. Ironiec and sardonic humour seemed the province of British

films - espeoially Genevieve and some of the early Peter Sellers films, At

one time, we were only allowed tn see British films (at a rate of about one a
year), except for Disney cartoon featuress I didn't really discover the American
cinema uatil a few years ago, when Elaine's sister gave us a little black-and-
white television set.. : : , - : *

MATS LINDER L o
Bergandsgatan 11, $-133 00 Saltsjobaden, Sweden

I don't believe I've ever really written to you béfofé, except about SF Commentary,
so I feel I know you very well, and you don't know anything about me, I was
o8 , o S M - .



surprised to learn.that you are younger than I am (I was born in 1945); I've
always thought of you ap more mature and sort of more sober. (But then I seldom
think of myself in those terms. It seems that the older you get, the more you
realise that youth/age is a state of.mind, not a physical inevitability.)

So what else is new? Let's try this: married formally since 1975, in reality
since 1972, since Karin, Two childrens Liv, almost seven, and David, four and a
half, Living just outside Stoockholm, which is fine with us: close to the sea
(the Baltis), yet only thirty minutes from the centre of the city. And a oat,
about four months old; the ordinary black-and-white type,.very nice and personales

works Karin is at home with the ohildrenj I try to make us all a living working at
the Swedish Standards Institution standardising data communications and data
terminology. Plus worklng spare time with translations (mainly from English, and
from French and German if needed)s, And with editorial work, and doing diagrams
and such Arawingss (I'm not very good at more arty things.)

But after five years of this I would like to do someth1n3 else. Most of all, I'd
like to be able to face my ochildren when at some time in the future they ask us
what we did to stsp what's going on and to leave them something but leftovers,
Easy it is not§ the snag is I have to make some money, tooc. And it's a very wellw
paying markete So0ese I don't quite know how to go about it, but I shall trye.

What I'd like to do more is to play the guitar really well, and the small organ
(not that kind) end the flute I've got... lusic I love very muche I played the
pianoc a couple of years when I was about eleven or twelve, and the guitar some
eight or so years later, but nothing came of it, sad to say. I keep trylng from
time to time to take it up again, so far without noticeable success,

Science fiotions You may remember Summa, an excellent fanzine, if I say so myself
(others did, too), which is very nearly dead now, because of lack of time, I still
have the material for the last issue (17/18/19/20). Not only the numbering of that
issue was inspired by SFC, I am happy to says among 211 the fanzines/magazines
yours is (was) my favonrlte, closely followed by SF Rev1ew and Foundatloh.

Vhat pore? I don't really knowe The original version of thls letter was quite a
bit longer, but the damned computer chose to garble it all; when I tried to print
it I got the message DISK READ ERROR OCCURRED, whioh meant that only some fifteen
lines memained, - And the procedure to recover damaged files did not werk, either,
There are 4drawbacks to these machines,

(27 February 1985)

“#* And here I am trying to get Elaine to pawn her soul so that we can have a-
word-processor »n the premises, My pet WP at work, an IBM=PC (not a
compatible) does not play upe - The only faulty discs wetve had have been IBK's
owny the Wabash disos we're using at the moment are reliable.

Thanks for the nice comments on the late-lamentad SF Commentarz. I still
like using the name The Metaphyslcal Rev1ew, if only so that I can do non—sf
issues like this one,

‘

Creepy feeling.to hear from someone how you appear to them,. especially as you
haventt met me in persone 1 was reading just teday (in the O*Comnor bock.on
dreams, mentisned on page 4) that a person will appear older than his or her
physical age when functioning well in. his or her *superior function' (Jungian
Jargon = read the book), and much younger when forced to operate in his or her
tinferior funotion'!, Superior ® publishing fanzinesj inferior = everything
elses Although I'm at least 15 kg overwezght, to many people I seem younger
than my phy51010810a1 ages That's not necessarily 8 good thing. *

SYDNEY Je BOUNDS

(again)

Thanks for Dreams and False Alarms 2, I was glad for the bit on Melbourne ~
makes it easier to visualise,

I never before associated you with ocomics! Well, welless

What do you put in the middle of a novel? 4ell, it seems to me you ceculdn't have
planned out the complete story in advance. Personally, I consider it vital to
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work out a chapter-by-chapter outline before I start writing. ' A useful tip to
remember is to change your basioc situation a :couple of times, because readers lose
ibterest in one situation after 15,000-20,000 words, .So a short novel may require
three situations, a full-length novel.four. - And, of course, each situation must
be oapable of development to 15,000-20,000 words, '

(12 March 1985)

* My original.query was a bit tongue in cheeki I didn't expeot such an explieit
answers liost sf novels = most novels = contain sections of makeweight writing -
stuff to tkick the plot along'e Words as plastie filler between the plankse
I*ve wondered how to fill a novel entlrely w;th meterial that is really T
interesting. One p0551b111ty is to leave out the plot. This praotlce has its
drawbacks - for lnstanoe, you eouldn't sell suoh a book’ in the ourrent sf
publishing elimaté. Another p0551b111ty is ‘to make it a1l plot, for the kind of
author who can maké intricate knots of events. ‘This practice sells better, but
leaves a reader likée me ‘breathless and dissatisfied. Yet another:possibility,
- which.your thoughts suggest.to me, Syd, is to make up a novel of ‘three or four
‘novellase :Lots of sf writers have tried this, and the joins between the bits
show. But some classic. authors, such as Henry James, can get away with books
written in what are really long stage-scenes of 10,000 words or more each,
Thanks, Syds I must go baok to my intractably unwritten novel and type a few
more pagess = ' C : o o R

DOUG BARBOUR
10808-75th Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada T6E K2

I found your autoblosraphy in Dreams and False Alarms fascinating when placed
alongside your recent complalnts about sf. But of course, you never did like
Delany, whose work I still find to be the most interestlng (1n all the Chinese
overtones of 'interesting', %oo) in the genre today, and I am finding the
political thinking in the last two 'Dune! boocks provooatlve in the best sense,
~and well embedded in & brand-new narratlve of real power for this reader, anyways

I have had a great year, Last fall I did a’ poetry-readlng tour of Eastern Canadza,
visiting some old bhaunts in the Maritimes I hadn't seen in twenty years, and meeting
some old aoquazntanoes from those long-lost tlmes, and finding, always to my

’ dellght, that we hadn't seemed to change muoh and oould get baok 1nto the flow of
conversation with little difficulty,

New York for the Xmas holidays was very expensive, but Broadway_is exciting, even
if Cats was an overblown bore to Sharon and me. Sundey in the Park with George,
on the other hand, was truly 1nterest1ng, a musisal w1th real 1nte1113enoe - yery
rare, I suspeets, And Tom Stoppard's The Real Thing is Just that, a glimpse of
how good truly understood artlrlce can be on stage.

This spring, I toured Northern Europe, usually with fellow Canadlan poet, Stephen
Seobie, lecturzng on: Canadlan poetry and readlns and perrurmlng ‘our own work’
throughout universities in West' Germany, Denmaik, Sweden, ‘and Austria - and I had
a side trip into Hungarye We met lots of new friends, snd I saw an immense
amount of great. art, heard = couple of fabulous concerts, saw three fine plays in
London, including Maggie Swith as a. lustrous Millament in a superb produoction of
The Way of the Worlde Coming on top:of my trip to New Zealand and Australia last
May and June, thls ‘made f'or one of the fullest years I've hade - :

(10 _uay 1985)

Elamne and I enaoyed meetlng you, Doug - and thanks for the phone oall when you
were in Melbourne again early this year, Drop in again anytime, You are yet
another Canadian who makes me feel exhausted just to hear of your adventures.

To me, it's a big event to travel the two miles into central Melbourne to pick
up the mail, . *









